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Son Jv Ot. FELICITY. aig 
| INSCRIBED . To MRS. — | 

BEFORE HER MARRI [AGE WITH THE AUTHOR. 

ATTEMPTED IN 7 AML IAR DIED | dani. 


BV THE EDITOR. 


TC LL 


I ehe ee, (d 


Have bound my heart in Friendſhip's ſacred bonds, 


4 a. AIL, lovely Anna! l theo whoſe potent charms 
H 


P Join'd with the pureſt Love by Reaſon fix'd ; 
— Not ſuch as oft the youthful changeling feels, 
Who builds ideal hopes of future bliſs 
On the frail baſis of a beauteous form, 

Without a mind to raiſe it from the duſt : 
Thee, deareſt fair-one, ſhall my Muſe addreſs, 


While, in her nobleſt ſtrains, ſhe humbly ſings— 
3 ſtrives to ing) — r JOYS OF WEDDED Loves! 


— | ! hes the 3 youth 
Beholds the fair for whom he long has ſigh'd, 
And often fear'd tb loſe, by rivals preſs'd, 


Now ready to receive his plighted vows, 
And ſeal his future bliſs ! With joy elate, 


He views his glorious prize ; and only fears 
Too ſoon to wake, and find it all a dream, 


Ere 


9 wax; i. + + 


TIES OF POETRY. 


2 
i But when ha Jenks her to. his homely cot, A > 
I 4 friends Ittendant g greet the lovely pair, 4 Wt: © 
| ith warmeſt wiſhes that they both may and N 
| 7; The marriage Ia a ſtate of happineſs,” = 
| 'Oh!.who can ſpeak his bliſs ? Let Fancy * 28 
'F or ſure's no pen, no pencil, can deſcribe... 3 


His; joyous features : every look i is love} _ ©; - > Wh | 
| z N. : 5 Ne * in the, fair—with equal flame he burns, n Hs 2's 
* 5 5 * feels an equal joy. Replete with love N 
, _ 5 Her en orbs appear, whether ſhe beams 
| | 
| 


Their radiant lights around her chearful friends, 
Or ſlily glances on the bliſsful ſwain, 
With looks of cordial Love and F riendſhip fr d. 


| ©, Anna! think not this the rapt'rous ſtrain 
| Of thoughtleſs youth, by Reaſon unmatur'd ; 

[ But rather view it as th? anticipation 

| | | Of our t60 tardy, but approaching union: 

| An union ſtrict, which Death can _— an, 

” N or power inferior move. 


Ere twelve ort months are paſs'd for time with them | 
E Glides ſwift along—their mutual loves receive | 
4 A tender pledge; (the greateſt gift that God 
hp On earth can give, or they on-earth receive !) 

O then what rapture fills the parents hearts ! 

Such bliſs their offspring brings, as nothing leſs 

Than parents know, and they cannot deſcribe. 

The happy pair each day with joy behold _ 

Some new-born beauty in their lovely babe: 
| The mother views. the father's manly mien 

Strong on the infant; while the doating fire 

Fondly imagines he-can well perceive 
. The mother's ſoftneſs in his darling's ſmiles, 
And both their virtues in his winning ways. 


*. 
* 2A 


Each 


BEAUTIES OF POET. 3. 


Each year produces ſuch another gueſt, 
With equal beauty, and with equal love: 

Nor fear the foſt'ring parents to provide, 

(Tho' ſmall the pittance Fortune has beſtow'd) 
Sufficient nurture for their lovely babes ; 
For well they know the Heav'nly Father ſends, 
For all His children ev'ry thing they need; | EE. 
And ſoon they learn their little hands to raiſe 
Devout, to bow the ſupplicating knee, 
And liſp their ev'ry want to Him who ſees 
The heart ſincere, and grants them all they ak. 
Content, that never leaves the happy pair, 
Smiling receives what bounteous Heav'n beſtow/s, 
And never murmurs at the homely fare, 
But genuine thanks with grateful heart returns, 

Nor thinks ſhe can do leſs. Not ſo the great: 

Tho' both the Indies roll their choiceſt ſtores 
Of fruits and ſpices grateful to the taſte, 
Made richer ſtill by art, to give them food; 

And tho' the purple grape, from France, from Spain, 
And fair Italia's ſhore, is frequent preſs'd, 
To fill their mantling bowl with bev'rage rare; 
No God they thank, or own—but think it due 

To their diſiinQion ; favour, deem it none. 
O, may the pair my Muſe would fain deſcribe, 
Ne'er wiſh to taſte the dainties of the great! 
Nor other food receive without due thanks, 

(If mortal man can give to God due thanks;) 

At leaſt, ſuch as they ought, and He requires ! 

Their pamp'ring viands, and their madd'ning drink, 

Surcharge the ſtreams of life, and make them flow 
In groſſer channels: whence the tort'ring gout, 
And other various illneſs, take their riſe; 
With thoſe unknown, or very rarely found, 
E Temperance with ceaſeleſs care Neid. 
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BEAUTIES OF POETRY, 


Proceed, my Muſe; and fear not to deſcribe 


Sufficient joys in wedlock's bliſsful ſtate, 
To prove it far ſuperior to the life 


Of thoſe who ſpurn at Hymen's ſacred laws! 
Soon as their tender offspring can diſcern 


?Twixt right and wrong, the careful parents train 
Their early minds to knowledge of the world: 
Teach them to ſhun the ſpecious ſnares of vice 
N With ſtudious care, tho? Pleaſure leads the way; 
And follow Virtue thro? the path of a; 


Rugged at firſt, but pleaſant in the end. 


This leads to certain honour and renown ; | 
While t a doubtful fame can only give, 
At moſt, which muſt in final ruin end! 


What pleaſure to behold their godlike minds 


Receive the' flame of ſacred Liberty! 


Oh! how their boſoms burn, to hear the” fire © 
Recount the various deeds perform'd of old 
By their renown'd anceſtors ; whoſe great names 
Are found recorded in th' hiſtorick page, 


As firm protectors of their country” J rights, 


When deſpots would have made a raped yoke, 
And bow'd them to the earth! | 
He then inſtructs them rightly to diſcern 


Twixt thoſe who make their country's love nen 
To introduce diſorder and confuſion, 
That they may ravage on the various ſpoil; 


And thoſe who ſtrive, at peril of their lives, 
To curb tyrannick ſway, when princes ſeek 
To rob the people of their legal rights. 

The fr/—what puniſhment can be devis'd *: 
Sufficiently ſevere ! who baſely plunge 

A nation into war, (nay, civil war ; 

Where father—brother—ſon—together ſtrive, 


And ſeek to flay each other) that they may 
Feed their curs'd ambition, never fatiate ? 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 5 


The laff—(but O how ſeldom theſe engage 

In war, reluctant when they muſt!) what gift 

Is equal to their merit ?—Heayv'n alone 

Can give them juſt reward, as hell the other. 
Next he recites, why firſt ſociety 

Was form'd among mankind ; that each degree 

Might give aſſiſtance to the other parts, 

By mutual int'reſt, mutual duty bound. 

Nor leſs the monarch to his people owes 

Protection of their property and lives, 

And—what is dearer far—their Liberties; 

Than they to him allegiance juſt and true, 

With chearful contributions for his aid, 

When he requires, and whom themſelves have choſe, 

His requiſitions reaſonable deem 5 E 

Pointing the way in which they may be raisd 

With greater eaſe by their conſtituents, 

Themſelves likewiſe aſſiſting. ; 

Nor does the parent fond forget to teach 

His children dear the duty which they owe 

(Far, far above what mortal man can ue) 

To God in heaven above. 

For ſoon, with pious care, he them informs | 

Why man was firſt created—how he fell— — 

And ho ſeduc'd him to the foul revolt.“ 

| Thence he explains the nature and the cauſe | 

Of fin original; by means of which 

The babe of neweſt birth is guilty found 

In God's all-pure and penetrating eye ; | 

And lays them down a plain conſiſtent ſcheme 

Of true religion, all from Scripture drawn; 

Wherein he ſhews the wondrous works that God 

Has wrought for man, in ev'ry age and place; 

Then tells how Chriſt, his dear-beloved Son, 

In mercy to mankind, from heav'n came down, 

(When nothing elſe could haye appeas'd his wrath, 


BEAUTIES OF. POETRY. 


By various crimes of mortal man incurr'd) 

And ſatisfy'd th* Almighty, by his death, 

For all the fins of thoſe who Him believe, 

And truſt not in their own unhallow'd works, 

But on his merits only place their hopes 

With ſtedfaſt faith: no others will He ſave. 
With keeneſt looks the zealous parent eyes. 

His children dear, while he to them recounts. 

The Son of God's unbounded love to man; | OM 

And fees their riſing doubts, and heals them as they 45 

Meanwhile the fair, with mute attention ſits, i 

A And hears her little family receive 

The ſeeds of virtue and of ſcience mix'd, 

Inſtructive, by the ſkilful father's care; | 

Who gains new love from her admiring heart, 

As ſhe reflects, how juſtly doth accord 

Each virtuous precept that he recommends, 

With what the practice of his life diſplays: 

Not like thoſe teachers wha point out the 3 
Where Virtue's temple ſtands, commending much 

The ſituation, and the joys of thoſe 

Who reach the happy place ; 

But never let the wond' ring pupil ſee 

Themſelves adyance to gain the bliſsful ſpot, 

Tho' eaſy of aſcent, as they relate. 
Nor doth herſelf neglect to give advice, 

Such as ſhe can, to form their youthful minds ; 5 

And cloſe within her mem'ry has ſhe kept 

4 pleaſing ſtore of uſeful precepts, wy 

Which ſhe fondly blends with kind embraces, 

Frequently beſtow'd, of overflowing love. _ 
The daughters hear, from her inſtructive lips, 

Of chaſte Lucretia's, and of Portia's fame, 

With other females, who in Virtue's path 

Undeviating trod, devoid of fear _ 

From aught of pain could be on earth beſtow'd, 


80 
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So they might leave a ſpotleſs name behind. 

With niceſt ſkill, as they advance in life, 5 

Full oft ſhe probes their youthful hearts, to find 

If Love's inſinuating flame perchance has ſtole 

Within their gentle, unſuſpecting breaſts ; 

And frequent warns them ſtudiouſly to guard 

Againſt the wiles of that falſe traitor—man ; 

Who, like th' ungrateful monſter. of the Nile, 

Seeks their compaſſion firſt, and then deſtroys. 

Not that all men unfaithful are in love, 

Or that ſhe wiſhes they ſhould never know | 0 
The bliſs which flows from love with love repaid ; 

But well ſhe knows how ſeldom thoſe are true, | 
Who ſeek in privacy to gain the hearts | . 
Of unſuſpecting innocence and youth, | 


Without conſulting thoſe, whom ev'ry tie, 


Of duty—honour—and advantage too, „„ 
Requires them to ſolicit for the prize. | 

And who, that worthy wears the human form, 

When real worth permiſſion aſks to ſue, 

With proffer'd hand, and undiſguiſed heart, 

(Gainſt whom not Calumny herſelf can raiſe 

A ſingle blemith to detract his fame, 

The fair approving, too, the honeſt ſuit) 

Will dare refuſe the privilege he ſeeks? 

If ſuch there are, no treaſon to revolt; 


Withdrawn their duty, your allegiance, too, 


Is equally withdrawn, with greater right. 

But, ah! be cautious duty to withdraw z | 

Leſt in your eye alone his virtues reien, 

While all befides can ſee the man of vice F 

For think what pangs of ſad remorſe muſt wring 
'The hearts of thoſe, whoſe ſtubborneſs hath wrought 
The woe of friends—of parents—and themſelves! 


Waile thus employ'd, in grafting Virtue's fruit: 
| Upon their youthful minds, the parents feel, 
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Who, robb'd by froward ails, :depiars the Jols, 
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BEAUTIES OF portay, 


Within the compaſs of one ſhort-liv'd hour, 


More real joy than ſingleneſs can know 
Throughout a life of many tedious years: 

But when they ſee their progeny improve 

In virtuous practice what their precepts taught; 
Behold them blaze, as conſtellations bright, 

In ev'ry ſphere which Nature has affign'd ; 
Whether to join the noiſy din of war, 


Or ſerve their country and their king at home; 
Let not th' unmarry'd dotard think he knows 


A ſingle thought ſufficiently refind 


To gueſs the bliſs the raviſh'd parents feel ! 


Nor to th' exalted ſtate of bliſs ſupreme 


Which duteous children to their parents give, 
(Tho' far beyond th? expreſſion of the Muſe) 


Is happineſs of wedded life confin'd. 


A thouſand nameleſs pleaſures, ev'ry hour, 
Receive their birth, unknown, perhaps, before ; 


Whether in converſe ſweet they ſpend their time, 


Around their chearful hearth, while Winter reigns, 
| Repeating all their former tales of love; 


Or walk along the gay enamell'd meads, 


When vernal Spring has ſcented o'er the fields, 
Admiring Nature's works, and giving praiſe, 


(For all His gifts) where praiſe, alone, 1s due. 


Sometimes they wander through the leafy grove _ 


Where firſt their mutual paſſion was diſclos'd, 
And with exceſs of happineſs elate, 


Carol their Maker as they paſs along; : | 
While from the ſpray the lining ſongſters bend, 


With admiration of their notes divine, 
And inſtant cloſe their own enchanting ſong, 


Fearful to ſing in leſs harmonious ſtrains. 


Oft they bemoan the feather'd warblers fate, 
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In many a dine note, of eggs or young; 
And frequently they warn their children dear, 
That they engage not in ſuch cruel ſports. 
Within their cot no death-fraught tube is found. 
No wiry priſon to confine the wings 
By Nature made to flit the boundleſs air: 5 
With freedom bleſs'd themſelves, they wiſh all free! 
What, though their little tenement contains 
Scarce room, perhaps, for children and themſelves, 
Gladly they ope the hoſpitable door, 
To give the wearied traveller repoſe. | 
For, though not bleſs'd with Fortune's richeſt gifts, 
(And Fortune's gifts are bleflings to mankind, 
When uſed for the purpoſe they were given) 
Enough they have, and freely do beſtow 
The little they can Tpare to thoſe who need; 
And where they cannot give ſufficient aid, 
With tears they-wail their fellow-mortal's woe, 
And heal thoſe griefs with Tweet Religion s balm, 
Beyond their power to cure by other means. 

Their gentle offspring, too, with mournful looks, 
And pitying accents, ſympathize diſtreſs ; | 
And reach with eager hands their own ſapport, 
To feed the ſtranger deſtitute of food. 


O learn from theſe, ye great ones of the earth, 
The brighteſt virtue of the human mind; 

Nor let the vagrant poor be driv'n away, 

(Tho' deem'd offenders gainſt our well- meant Jaws) 
Unheard, unfed, unpitied, from your gates! 

Little ye know what motives may conſtrain 

An honeſt man to wander from his home; 
What ſad oppreffions may have driv'n him thence, 
Guiltleſs, perhaps, but forc'd, with aching heart, 
To quit the tendereſt ties, and ſeek ſupport 
From fellow-chriftians, through his native land! 
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So ſhall your days on earth with peace be crown'd, 


With bliſs eternal 1 in the realms above ! . 


Arm'd by Religion, they reſiſt his force, 


The lovely fair, and blight the crimſon roſe 


With equal paleneſs the true partner ſits, 


tins re — 3 2 7 . f Pr 
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Tho' e'en in Virtue's cauſe, ſtill quick returns; 
Till, with united and increaſing force, 


His labouring boſom ſwells, his eyes o Yerflow, 


Drinks up the dew ſhed in Affliction's night, 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
But chiefly ſtrive O let the Muſe prevail !— 

To find out merit ſtruggling with diſtreſs; 

Nor let the widow's tears in ſecret ſhed, 


Nor tender orphan's cries, nor age's moans, 
In vain apply to Heav'n and you for aid: 


And Heay'n reward you, when ye quit this lite, | 


Een mould Oppreſſion, with his iron hand, 
Afflict the gentle pair with fad diſtreſs, 
And imile beneath the torture he inflicts: . 
Or does the loathed breath of ſickneſs reach 


(For who can boaſt exemption from diſeaſe!) 


That lately flouriſh'd in her now pale cheek; 


And checks the ſtruggling ſigh, and ſtops the tear, 
Which Nature, ſcorning the diſſembler s part, 


No longer able to ſuſtain the affault, 
And quick retiring from the mournful ſcene, 5 
Which yet ' tis death to leave, ſilent he goes, 
And yields to all the luxury of grief. 
Tet ſtill, with genial warmth, the ſun of Hope 


While with a momentary gleam it breaks 

Through the thick clouds coliected by Deſpair. 
Then back he haſtes, aſſumes a chearful look, 

And ſpeaks, with ſeeming confidence, that peace 

To the afflicted fair, which his own breaſt, 

Heal'd as it is from the extreme of grief, 

Still more than half diſowns ; till he believes, 


BEAUTIES. OF POETRY, 


Almoſt, himſelf, ſpite of the change he ſees, 
Far diſtant yet the irreſiſtleſs ſtroke, 
Which muſt, he knows, and oft with tears has mourn'd, 
(With mingled tears, e'en in their gayeſt hours, 
Shed by the bliſsful pair) one day divide 
(Ah! be it diſtant far!) their ever-faithful loves! 
But when, at length, the awful period comes, 
{And come it muſt to all of human birth, 
Till the laſt trump, tremendous, ſhall proclaim 
The all-ſubduing king himſelf ſubdu'd, 
And trembling mortals fearful ſhall await— 
Have mercy, Heav'n !—th' irrevocable doom, 
Which elſe muſt plunge millions of million ſouls 
In never-ending pain l) that quite cuts off 
Each cheriſh'd ray of oft-deceiving Hope, 
O then what pangs, unutterable pangs! 
Torture the partner-heart, that vainly ſtrives, ; 
With unaſſuaged grief to melt away, 
And join it's dear, lamented counterpart, 
In thoſe bleſs'd realms where ſorrow 1s no more! 


O, Anna! whither has the vagrant Muſe 
My devious footſteps led!—* Ah, fearful ſtate ! * 
Methinks I hear you cry, if theſe the ſcenes, 

© And falſely call'd of joy !—Alas! what pangs 
Has Heav'n provided for the human heart, 

© If theſe, which in deſcription rive the breaſt, 


a 


3 Still mix'd with grief,” the injur'd Muſe replies, 
Is all of human joy: ſo Heav'n ordain'd, 
When diſobedient man untimely broke 
The ſole command that limited each wiſh, . 
And ſnatch'd the fruit but for his good witheld. 
E'er ſince, compaſſionate to human woe, 
As, from this fatal breach, all mortal fleſh 
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Are rightly nam'd——PLEASURES OF WEDDED LOVE? 5 
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Was 
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Was doom'd to feel or more or leſs of pain, 
* When too much anguiſh racks the tortur'd mind; 
Or when the body's ſuff'rings rage too high; 
Or hoary age, with unperceiv'd decay, 
Has worn the threads of life, or quite dried up 
* The vital current's long decreaſing ſtream; 
© Almighty Goodneſs in his bounty gave 
A kind releaſe, and men have nam'd i it DEATH, 
And happy they, who, 3 in this vale of tears, 
c Eſcape all other pangs, but thoſe alone 
Which nature aſks to ſeparate the ſoul 
From it's groſs manſion, render'd now leſs fit 
For ſo divine a gueſt: nor, even then, 
Reviewing ev'ry action of a life 
Employ'd in meaning well, and free from fault 
As man may be, fear for their future ſtate; 
But only heave the ſigh, or drop the tear, 
c Compaſſion bids, for thoſe they leave behind!“ 
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6 Ah! denreſt, faireſt, lovelieſt of thy ſex! = 

| (Turn not away ; no vain, mean flatt'ry this; 

For thou art ſo to me:) wilt thou not own _ 

[ The Muſe has rightly ſaid, No. earthly j joy 

Is quite unmix'd with pain — that wedded love, 

| | (The ſource of num'rous ties, . uniting all . 

[ Io ſwell the ſtream of bliſs, from many a ſpring 

3 Unknown to thoſe who ſlight the roſy wreathe, 

i | And weakly deem a ſlaviſh, galling chain, 
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= 198 The flow'ry band that j Joins two willing hearts) 

ö Conveys a rational, ſublime delight, 

Si 'That nothing elſe can give, and without which 

| All human life were vain ?—and wilt thou too, 
(Bluſh not, my deareſt love, for thou haſt ſaid, 

| Haſt kindly ſaid, thou wouldſt one day be mine!) 
O wilt thou, love, thy kindneſs ſtill extend, 
And fix, nor be it long, the tardy hour, 
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That crowns my ev'ry wiſh ? More happy then, 
| Than if the ſubject world, united all, 
Had join'd to make me bleſs'd; and, in their zeal, 
Hail'd me ſole ſov'reign of the ſpacious earth! _ 
O let it not be long !—for ſoon, too ſoon Ys 
Shall 'Time—too rapid then, as now too ſlow— 
Bring on—tormenting thought !—the cruel hour, 
That muſt divide (ah! diſtant be it far 5— 
Our ever-faithful loves! 


ON THE BIRTH OF A FIRST CHILD. 
BY | MR, EKINS. 


XHAUSTED by her painful throes, 

/ Let nature take her due repoſe; 

Sweet, deareſt Anna, be thy ſleep, 1 ELL, 
While I my joyful vigils keep! 
O be thy joy ſincere as mine ; 

For ſure my pangs have equall'd thine! | 


Sleep on! and, waking, thou ſhalt ſee 
All that delights thy ſoul in me: 
Friend ! huſband! and a name moſt dear, 
The father of thy new-born care ! 

As thou on her thy eyes ſhall caſt, 
Thank Heaven for all the danger paſs'd. 


Heaven for no trivial cauſe ordains, 
That joy like this ſucceeds thy pains ; 
But, by this ſacred pledge, demands 
A parent's duty at thy hands: 

While thou thy infant charge ſhall rear, 
My love ſhall lighten every care! 


3 Since 
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Since I, before the hallow'd ſhrine, 

_ Firſt call'd my deareſt Anna mine, 
Ne'er did my pulſe fo rapid move, 

Nor glad my heart with equal love ! 
Thoſe charms-that in this infant lie, 

Shall bind us by a cloſer tie. 

My partial eyes with pleaſure trace 
The features in it's infant face; 
And if kind Heaven in mercy hear 
The fondneſs of a father's prayer, 

In her may I thoſe manners ſee, 
Thoſe virtues J adore in thee ! 


E IL. 1 GY 
ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY. 
BY YR. MARRIOTT. 


XS, it is paſt; the fatal ſtroke is given; 


| & Our pious ſorrows own the hand of Heaven. 


How ſhort our joys! incumber'd life how vain !_ 
Still vex'd with evil's never-ceaſing train 


While roll the hours which lead each fleeting year, 


Each aſks a ſigh, and each demands a tear, 


O'er pleaſing ſcenes the mind with rapture roves, 


Graſps in idea all it hopes or loves: 

Snatch'd from it's view the pleaſing ſcenes decay, 
And the fair viſion melts in ſhades away. | 
Of youth, of beauty, and of wit the boaſt, 

O lov'd for ever, and too early loſt ! 
Sweet maid, for the? now mingling with the dead, 


Her facred griefs the tuneful Mufe ſhall'ſhed ; 
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The ſoft remembrance of thy charms to ſave, 
She plants with all her bays thy hallow*'d grave. 
Ve too, companions of her happier days, 
Heirs of her charms, and rivals of her praiſe, 
Amid the circles of the young and gay, 

Your years, unheeded, urge their ſtealing way; 
While mix'd with Pleaſure's ever-ſmiling train, 

Le know no ſorrows, and ye feel no pain: 
Yet, when no more the pulſe tumultuous beats, 
Nor the pleas'd ſenſe each flattering tale repeats, 
Let calm RefleQion the fad moral teach, 

That blifs below evades our eager reach; 

That Virtue only grants the real charm, 

_ Gives wit to win, and beauty power to warm; 
And tho), like her's, whoſe recent fate we mourn, 
And aſk your pity for a ſiſter's urn, 

Your beauties ſhine in all their bloom confeſs'd, 
Mid gazing ſlaves contending to be bleſs'd, 

Yet think, like her's may ſoon thoſe beauties fade 3 
Like her's, your glories in the duſt be laid! | 
Time's hardy ſteps in filence ſwift advance, 

Dim the bright ray that darts the fiery glance; 
And Age, dread herald of Death's awful reign, 
Blaſts ev'ry grace, and freezes ev'ry vein. 

When with a mother's joy, a mother's fear, 
The thoughtful parent dropp'd the filent tear, 
Gaz'd on her child, and ſaw new beaaties rife, 
Glow in her cheeks, and ſparkle in her eyes, 

In expectation plann'd each hope of life, 

The ſiſter, daughter, mother, friend, and wife; 
Ah, fleeting joys! how ſoon thoſe hopes were o'er! 
We doom'd to mourn, and ſhe to charm no more. 
The waning moon ſhall fill her waſted horn, 

And Nature's radiance gild the orient morn; 

The ſmiling ſpring with charms renew'd ap 25 
The lleeping bloſſoms haſte to deck the year; 
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But bloom no more this fair departed flower, 
Nor wak'd by genial ſun, nor vernal ſhower. 
How vain, alas! was all thy father's art, 
Vain were the ſighs which ſwell'd thy mother's heart! f 
Again I ſee thee, juſt expiring lie, 
Pale thy cold lip, half-elbs'd thy languid eye; 
The guardian; Innocence, beſide thee ſtands, 
And patient Faith uplifts her holy hands; 
Teach thee with ſmiles to meet the ſtroke of Death; 
Calm all thy pangs, and eaſe thy ſtruggling breath. 
5 Reſign'd, dear maid, to earth's maternal breaſt, 
May ſiſter ſeraphs chaunt thy ſoul to reſt! 
There ſhall the conſtant Amaranthus bloom, 
And wings of zephyrs ſhed the morn's perfume : 
O'er thy ſad hearſe; fair emblems of the dead, 
By virgin hands are dying lilies ſhed. | 
The weeping Graces ſhall thy tomb ſurround ; 
The Loves with broken darts hall fitew the ground; 
In vain for thee they wak'd the ſond deſires, 
Wove myrtle wreathes, and fann'd their purer fires. 
The youthful god, who joins the nuptial bands, 
In vain expecting, near his altar ſtands; | 
Fate ſpread the cloud! his torch extin&, he flies; 
And veils with ſaffron robe his ſtreaming eyes. 
Yet, oh! while crown'd with never-fading flowers; 
Thy ſpirit wanders thro? Elyfian bowers, 
Tf plaintive ſounds of mortal grief below 
Reach the bleſs'd ſeats, and waft our tender woe, . 
Hear, happy ſhade; while thus our mortal lays 
[iy | This monument of ſoft affection raiſe. 
| | By gentle ties of kindred birth ally'd, 
1 The Muſe, that ſports on Camus' willow'd fide, 
In Memory's lofty dome inſcribes thy name, 
And with thy beauties ſtrives to mix her fame. 
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BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


'AN ODE 


ON THE DEATH OF MR. PELHAM. 


BV MR. GARRICK, 
An honeſt man's the nobleſt work of God! 


ET others hail the riſing ſun, 
I bow to that whoſe courſe is run, 
Which ſets in endleſs night; 
Whoſe rays benignant bleſs'd this iſle, 
Made peaceful Nature round us ſmile, 
With calm, but chearful light. 


No bounty paſt provokes my praiſe, | 

No future proſpe&s prompt my lays, 
From real grief they flow ; 

I catch th” alarm from Britain's fears, 

My ſorrows fall with Britain's tears, 

And j join a nation's woe. 


See, as you paſs th crouded ſtreet, 


Deſpondence clouds each face you meet; 


All their loſt friend deplore: : 
Lou read in ev'ry penſive eye, 
You hear in ev'ry broken ſigh, 
That Pelham is no more! 


If thus each Briton be alarm'd, | 
Whom but his diſtant influence warm'd; 
What grief their breaſts muſt rend, 
Who, in his private virtues bleſs'd, 

By Nature's deareſt ties poſſeſs*d 
The huſband, father, friend! 


* 


POPE, 


What! 
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BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
| | What! mute, ye bards ? no mournful verſe, 
[118 j No chaplets to adorn his hearſe, 


To crown the good and juſt ? 
Your flow'rs in warmer regions bloom, 
| You ſeek no penſions from the tom, 
No laurels from the duſt, 


When pow'r departed with his breath, 
| The ſons of Flatt'ry fled from Death : : 
bf 85 Such inſects ſwarm at noon. 
| 9 | Not for herſelf my Muſe is griev'd, 
1 Fi She never aſk'd, nor e' er receiv'd, 
1 One miniſterial boon. 


$11: Hath ſome peculiar, ſtrange offence, 
lil i Againſt us arm'd Omnipotence, 
| a | To check the nation's pride ? 
_ Behold th? appointed puniſhment ! [ 
At length the vengeful bolt 1s ſent; 
It fell—when Pelham dy'd ! 


Uncheck'd by ſhame, unaw'd by dread, 
When Vice triumphant rears her head, 
Vengeance can ſleep no more: 
The evil angel ſtalks at large; 
The good ſubmits, reſigns his charge, 
And quits th' unhallow'd ſhore. 
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The ſame ſad morn *, to church and ſtate, 
| (So for our fins *twas fix'd by fate) 
A double ſtroke was giv'n; 
155 as the whirlwinds of the Sch 
1 | St. John's fell Genius iſſu'd forth, | | 
| | A 3 oy Felham fled to heav'n ! eee 
f 11 
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The 6th of March 1754, was remarkable for the publication of the 5 
of a late lord, and the death of Mr. Pelham. 
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By angels watch'd in Eden's bow*rs, 


Our parents paſs'd their peaceful hours, 
Nor guilt nor pain they knew; 
But on the day which uſher'd in 


The hell- born train of mortal ſin, 


The heav'nly guards withdrew. 


Look down, much honour'd ſhade, below; 
Still let thy pity aid our woe; 


Stretch out thy healing hand: 


Reſume thoſe ſeelings, which on earth 


Proclaim'd thy patriot love and worth, 


9 80 And ſav'd a ſinking land. 


Search with thy more than mortal eye 
The breaſts of all thy friends; deſcry 
What there has got poſſeſſion: 

See if thy unſuſpecting heart, 

In ſome for truth miſtook not art, 

For principle, profeſſion. 


From theſe, the peſts of human kind, 
Whom royal bounty cannot bind, 


Protect our parent king: 


Vamakk their treach'ry to his ſight; 
Drag forth the vipers into light, 


And cruſh them ere they ſting, 


If ſuch his truſt and. honours ſhare, 


Again exert thy guardian care, 


Each venom'd heart diſcloſe : 


On him, on him, our all depends; 


On, fave him from his treach'rous friends ! 
He cannot fear his foes, 
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| Whoe'er ſhall at the helm prefide, 
Still let thy prudence be his guide, | 


To ſtem the troubled wave; 


But chiefly whiſper in his ear, 
That George is open, Juſt, ſincere, 


And dares to ſcorn a knave. 


No ſelfiſh views t oppreſs mankind, 


No mad ambition fir'd thy mind, 


To purchaſe fame with blood : 


Thy boſom glow'd with purer heat; 
Convinc'd, that to be truly great, 


Is only to be good. 


To hear no lawleſs paſſion's call, 

To ſerve thy king, yet feel for all; 
Such was thy glorious plan! 

Wiſdom with gen'rous love took part, 


Together work thy head and heart, 


'The minifter and man, 


| Vaite, ye kindred ſons of worth; 


Strangle bold faction in it's birth; 
Be Britain's weal your view! 
For this great end let all combine, 


Let virtue link each fair deſign, 


And Pelham live in you. 


— 


THE FIRE SI DE. 


BY DR. COTTON. 


EAR Chloe, while the buſy crowd, 
The vain, the wealthy, and the proud, 
1 Folly's maze advance; 
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Tho? ſingularity and pride 
Be call'd our choice, we'll ſtep aſide, 
Nor join the giddy dance. 


From the gay world we'll oft retire 

To our own family and fire, 
Where love our hours employs ; 
No noiſy neighbour enters here, 

N o intermeddling ſtranger near, 

To ſpoil our heart-felt joys. 


If ſolid happineſs we prize, 

Within our breaſt this jewel lies; 

And they are fools who roam: 

The world has nothing to beſtow, 

From our ownſelves our joys muſt flow, 
And that dear hut, our home. 


Of reſt was Noah's dove bereft, 
When with impatient wing ſhe left 
That ſafe retreat, the ark; 

Giving her vain excurſion o'er, 
The diſappointed bird once more 
Explor'd the ſacred bark. 


Tho' fools ſpurn Hymen's gentle pow'rs, 
We, who improve his golden hours, 
By ſweet experience know, 
That marriage, rightly underſtood, 
Gives to the tender and the good 
A paradiſe below. 


Our babes ſhall richeſt comforts bring; 
If tutor'd right, they'll prove a ſpring, 
Whence pleaſures. ever riſe: 


21 


We'll 
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We'll form their minds with ſtudious care, 
To all that's manly, good, and fair, 
And train them for the ſkies, 


2. 


While they our wiſeſt hours engage, 
They'll joy our youth, ſupport our age, 
And crown our hoary hairs : | 
They'll grow in virtue ev'ry day, 
And thus our fondeſt loves repay, 
And recompenſe our cares. 
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No borrow'd joys | they're all our own, 
While to the wortd we live unknown, 
Or by the world forgot: 
Monarchs | we envy not your ſtate; 
We look with pity on the great, 
And bleſs our humbler lot. 


Our portion is not large, indeed; 
But then how little do we need! 
For Nature's calls are few; 
In this the art of living lies, 
To want no more than may ſuffice, 
And make that little do. 


We'll therefore reliſh, with content, 
Whate'er kind Providence has ſent, 
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Tor aim beyond our pow'r; 
For if our ſtock be very ſmall, 
Tis prudence to enjoy 1t all, 

Nor loſe the preſent hour. 
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To be reſign'd, when ills betide, 
Patient when favours are deny'd, 
And pleas'd with favours giv'n; 
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Dear Chloe, this is wiſdom's part, 
This is that incenſe of the heart 
Whole fragrance ſmells to heav'n. 


We'll aſk no long protracted treat, 
(Since winter life is ſeldom ſweet;) 
But when our feaſt is o'er, 
Grateful from table we'll ariſe, 
Nor grudge our ſons, with envious eyes, 
The relicks of our ſtore. 


Thus, hand in hand, thro? life we'll go : 
It's chequer'd paths of joy and woe 
With cautious ſteps we'll tread ; 
Quit it's vain ſcenes without a tear, 
Without a trouble or a fear, 
And mingle with the dead. 


While Conſcience, like a faithful friend, 
Shall thro? the gloomy vale attend, 
And chear our dying breath; 
Shall, when all other comforts ceaſe, 
Like a kind angel whiſper peace, 
And ſmooth the bed of death. 1 


THE TRIALS OF VIRTUE. 


BY THE REV, MR. MERRICK. 


P LAC?'D on the verge of youth, my mind 
Life's op'ning ſcene ſurvey'd: 
I view'd it's hills of various kind, 
Afflicted and afraid. 
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But chief my fear the dangers mov'd, 
That Virtue's path incloſe : 


My heart the wiſe purſuit apprav'd ; 
But O, what toils oppoſe! 


For ſee, ah! ſee, while yet her ways 
Wich doubtful RepT tread, 
A hoſtile world it's terrors raiſe, 

It's ſnares deluſive ſpread. - 


O! how ſhall I, with heart prepar'd, 
Thoſe terrors learn to meet ? | 
How, from the thouſand ſnares, to guard 

My unexperienc'd feet? 


As thus IJ mus'd, oppreſſive Sleep 
Solt o'er my temples drew | : 
Oblivion's veil. The wat'ry deep, 
An object ſtrange and new,. 


Before me roſe: on the wide ſhore 
Obſervant as I ſtood, | 8 
The gathering ſtorms around me roar, 
And heave the boiling flood. 


Near and more near the billows riſe; 
F'en now my ſteps they lave ; 

And Death to my affrighted eyes 
Approach'd in ev'fy wave. 


What hope, or whither to retreat! 
Fach nerve at once unſtrung, 
Chill Fear had fetter'd faſt my feet, 
And chain'd my ſpeechleſs tongue. 


I feel 
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I feel my heart within me die; 
When ſudden to mine ear 

A voice, deſcending from on high, 
e my erring fear. 


* What tho? the ſwelling be _ (ce 
* Impatient to devour; 

£ Reſt, mortal, reſt on God's decree, | 
c And thankful own his pow'r, 


1 Know, when he bade the deep appear, 
Thus far,” th' Almighty ſaid, 
4 Thus far, nor farther, rage; and here 
e Let * proud waves be * 22 


| T heard; and lo! at once controul', | 
The waves in wild retreat _ 
Back on themſelves reluctant roll'd, 


And murm'ring left my feet. 


Deeps to aſſembling deeps in vain 

Once more the ſignal gave: 

The ſhores the ruſhing weight ſuſtain, 
And check th? uſurping wave. 


Convinc'd, in Nature's volume wiſe 
The imag'd truth I read; 
And ſudden from my waking eyes 
Th inſtructive viſion fled. 


Then why thus heavy, O my ſoul! 
Say why, diſtruſtful ill, 
Thy thoughts with vain impatience roll 
Ober ſcenes of future ill! 
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To breathe in diſtant fields a purer air, 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY, 


93 


Let Faith fappeel each riſing fear, | 
Each anxious doubt exclude; ; nc 
Thy Maker's will has plac'd thee here, 
A Maker ww and good! A 


o 


290 8 


He to thy ev? "ry trial knows 
© It's juſt reſtraint to give, | 

Attentive to behold thy woes; 
And faithful to relieve. 


A 


Then why thus heavy, O my ſoul! 
Say why, diſtruſtful 1 

Thy thoughts with vain impatience roll 

1 Ober ſcenes of future i 


5 


o 


Tho' griefs PEMD Dee Seng thee round, 
© Still in thy God confide, 

| Whoſe finger marks the ſeas their . 

5 And curbs the headlong tide,? 


A 


LONDON. 


IN IMITATION OF THE THIRD SATIRE OF JEVENAL, 


"BY DR. JOHNSON. 


—_ Quis i abbr | ES 7 
Tam pers urbis, tam ferreus ut teneat ſe ? | Juv. 


H O' grief and fondneſs i in my breaſt rebel, 
When inj jur'd Thales bids the town farewel, 


Yet ſtill my calmer thoughts kis choice commend, _ - 
TI praiſe the hermit, but regret the friend; 


Who now reſolves, from vice and London far, 


And, 
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And, fix'd on Cambils' $ ſolitary ſhore, 
Give to St, David one true Briton more. 

For who would leave, unbrib'd, Hibernia's land, 
Or change the rocks of Scotland for the Strand! ? 
There none are ſwept by ſudden fate away; 

But all whom hunger ſpares, with age decay. 
Here malice, rapine, accident, conſpire; 

And now a rabble rages, now a fire: 

Their ambuſh here relentleſs ruffians lay, 

And here the fell attorney prowls for prey; 
Here falling houſes thunder on your head, 
And here a female atheiſt talks you dead. 

While Thales waits the wherry that contains 
Of diſſipated wealth the ſmall remains, 

On Thames's bank in ſilent thought we ſtood, 
Where Greenwich ſmiles upon the ſilver flood. 
Struck with the ſeat that gave Eliza birth, 
We kneel, and kiſs the conſecrated earth; 
In pleaſing dreams the bliſsful age renew, 
And call Britannia's glories back to view: 
HBiehold her croſs triumphant on the main, 

The guard of commerce, and the dread of Spain; 
Ere maſquerades debauch'd, exciſe 5 
Or Engliſh honour grew a ſtanding jeſt. 

A tranſient calm the happy ſcenes below, 
And, for a moment, lull the ſenſe of woe. 

At length, awaking with contemptuous frown, 
Indignant Thales eyes the neighb'ring town. 

Since worth,“ he cries, in theſe degen'rate days, 
© Wants &en the cheap reward of empty praiſe ; 
nn thoſe curs'd walls, devote to vice and gain, 
© Since unrewarded ſcience toils in vain; 

Since hope but ſoothes to double my diſtreſs, 
« And ev'ry moment leaves my little leſs ; 


2 * Queen Elizabeth was born at Greenwichs 
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© While yet my ſteady ſteps no ſtaff faltains, 
And life, ſtill vig'rous, revels in my veins; 
© Grant me, kind Heav'n, to find ſome happier place, 
© Where honeſty and ſenſe are no diſgrace; _ 
© Some pleaſing bank where verdant oſiers play, 
Some peaceful vale with Nature's painting gay; 
© Where once the harraſs'd Briton found repoſe, 
© And ſafe in poverty, defy'd his foes; 
< Some ſecret cell, ye pow'rs, indulgent give: 
« Let live here, for —— has learn'd to live. 
< Here let thoſe reign, whom penſions can incite 
© To vote a patriot black, a courtier white; 
« Explain their country's dear-bought rights away, | 
And plead for pirates in the face of day; 
© With flaviſh tenets taint our poiſon'd youth, 

© And lend a lye the confidence of truth. 

Let ſuch raiſe palaces, and manors buy, 

C | Colle a tax, or farm a lottery; 

© With warbling eunuchs fill a licens'd ſtage, 
And lull to ſervitude a thoughtleſs age. 3 

* Heroes, proceed! what bounds your pride ſhall hold! 

8 What check reſtrain your thirſt of pow'r and gold! 
< Behold rebellious virtue quite o'erthrown, 
© Behold our fame, our wealth, our lives your own. 
< To ſuch, a groaning nation's ſpoils are giv'n, 
When publick crimes inflame the wrath of Heav'n : 
© But what, my friend, what hope remains for me, 
© Who ſtart at theft, and bluſh at perjury? 

© Who ſcarce forbear, tho? Britain's court he ling, 
To pluck a titled poet's borrow'd wing; 
A ſtateſman's logick unconvinc'd can hear, 
And dare to ſlumber o'er the Gazetteer; 
« Deſpiſe a fool in half his penſion dreſs'd, 
And ftrive in vain to laugh at H y's jeſt, 
© Others with ſofter ſmiles, and ſubtler art, 
Can ſap the principles, or taint the heart; 


* 


ro 


+ On Britain's fond credulity they prey. 
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© With more addreſs a lover's note convey, 
Or bribe a virgin's innocence away. 


Well may they riſe, while I, whoſe ruſtick tongue - 


« Ne'er knew to puzzle right, or varniſh wrong, 
* Spurn'd as a beggar, dreaded as a ipy, 


Live unregarded, unlamented die. 


For what but ſocial guilt the friend endears! 
© Who ſhares Orgilio? s crimes, his fortune ſhares 2: 
© But thou, ſhould tempting villainy preſent 
* All Marlb'rough hoarded, or all Villiers ſpent, 


© Turn from the glitt'ring bribe thy ſcornful eye, 


Nor ſell for gold, what gold could never buy; 
The peaceful ſlumber, ſelf-approving day, 


iS Unſullied fame, and conſcience ever gay. 


The cheated nation's happy fav'rites ſee; 


© Mark whom the great careſs, who frown on me. 


London! the needy villain's gen'ral home, 
© The common-ſewer of Paris and of Rome, 
© With eager thirſt, by folly or by fate, 


Sucks in the dregs of each corrupted ſtate. 


Forgive my tranſports on a theme like this; 


© I cannot bear a French metropolis. 


« Tlluſtrious Edward! from the realms of day, 
The land of heroes and of ſaints ſurvey : 

Nor hope the Britiſh lineaments to trace, 

The ruſtick grandeur, or the ſurly grace; 

But, loſt in thoughtleſs eaſe, and empty ſhew, 
Behold the warrior dwindled to a beau; 

Senſe, freedom, piety, refin'd away, 

Of France the mimick, and of Spain the prey. 
© All that at home no more can beg or ſteal, 
Or like a gibbet better than a wheel; 
Hiſs'd from the ſtage, or hooted from the court, 
Their air, their dreſs, their politicks import; 
Obſequious, artful; voluble, and gay, 
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© No gainful trade their induſtry can ſcape, 
They ſing, they dance, clean ſhoes, or cure a. clap; 
All ſciences a faſting Monſieur, knowo, 

And bid him go to hell, to hell he goes. 
Ah! what avails it, that, from ſlav'ry far, 

I drew the breath of life in Engliſh air; 

Was early taught a Briton's right to. prize, 

And liſp the tales of Henry's victories; 
© If the gull'd conqueror receives the chain, 

And flattery ſubdues when arms are vain? 

© Studious to pleaſe, and ready to ſubmit, 
The ſupple Gaul was born a paraſite: 

Still to his int'reſt true, where'er he goes, 

© Wit, brav' ry, worth, his. laviſh tongue beſtows; 
In ev 'ry face a thouſand graces ſhine, 

From ev'ry tongue flows harmony divine. 

© 'Theſe arts in vain our xugged- natives try, 1 
« Strain out with Fault' ring diffidence a lye, 
And gain a kick for aukward flattery. 

* Beſides, with juſtice, this diſcerning age 

* Admires their wondrous. talents for the. ſtage : 
Well may they venture on the mimick's art, 
Who play from morn tonight a borrow'd part; 
Practis'd their maſter's notions to embrace, 
Repeat his maxims, and reflect his face; 
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With ev'ry wild abſurdity comply, 3 
And view each object with another's eye; 
* To ſhake with laughter ere the jeſt they hear, 
6 To pour at will the counterfeited tear, 
And as their patron hints the cold or heat, 
To ſhake in dog-days, in December ſweat. 
How, when competitors like theſe contend, 
Can ſurly Virtue hope to fix a friend? 
* Slaves that with ferious impudence beguile, 
And lye without a bluſh, without a ſmile; 
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© Exalt each trifle, ey'ry vice adore, 
© Your taſte in ſnuff, your judgment in a whore: 
Can Balbo?s eloquence:applaud, and ſwear: 
He gropes his breeches with a monarch's air? 
For arts like theſe preferr'd, admir'd, careſs'd, 
They firſt invade your table, then your breaſt; 
< Explore your ſecrets with inſidious art, | 
„Watch the weak hour, and ranſack all the heart; ; 
| © Then ſoon your ill-plac'd confidence repay, 
© Commence your lords, and govern—or betray. 
By numbers here,; from-ſhame or cenſure free, 
4 e All crimes are ſafe, but hated poverty: = 
, This, only this, the rigid law purſues; iN 
This, only this, provokes the ſnarling Muſe. 
The ſober trader, at a tatter'd cloak, 
'Z © © Wakes from his dream, and labours for a joke; 
With briſker air: the ſilken courtiers gaze, 
And turn the varied taunt a thouſand ways. 
Of all the griefs that harraſs the diſtreſs'd; 
: © Sure the moſt bitter is a ſcornful jeſt; 
© Fate never wounds more deep the gen'rous heart, 
© Than when a blockhead's inſult points the dart! 
Has Heaven reſerv'd, in pity to the poor, 
No pathleſs wafte or undiſcover'd ſhore ? 
. Ne. ſecret iſland in the boundleſs main; 
No peaceful deſart yet unclaim'd by Spain? 
Quick let us riſe, the happy ſeats explore, 
And bear Oppreſſion's inſolence no more. 
This mournful truth is ev'ry where confeſs'd; 
« Slow riſes worth, by poverty depreſs' d:? 
But here more ſlow, where all are ſlaves to gold, 
© Where looks are merchandize, and ſmiles are fold; 
© Where, won by bribes, by flatteries implor'd, 
© The groom retails the favours of his lord. | 
But hark! th affrighted crowd's tumultuous cries 
Koll through the ſtreets, and thunder to the ſkies; 8 
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Rais'd from ſome pleaſing dream of wealth and pow'r, 
Some pompous palace, or ſome bliſsful bow?r,: 
* Aghaſt you ſtart, and ſcarce, with aching fight, 
< Suſtain th' approaching fire's tremendous light; 
Swift from purſuing horrors take your way 
And leave your little all to flames a prey 
Then thro' the world a wretched vagrant roam, 
© For where can ſtarving merit find a home? | 
© In vain your mournful narrative diſcloſe, 
< While all negle&, and moſt inſult your woes. . 
Should Heav'n's juſt bolts Orgilio's wealth confound, 
© And ſpread his flaming palace on the ground, _ 
© Swift o'er the land the diſmal rumour flies, 
And publick mournings pacify the ſkies; . 
The laureat tribe in ſervile verſe relate, 
How virtue wars with perſecuting fate; 
With well-feign'd gratitude the eg band 
Refund the plunder of the beggar'd land. 
© See! while he builds, the gaudy vaſſals come, ä 
And croud with ſudden wealth the riſing dome ; * 
© The price of boroughs and of ſouls reſtore, - 
And raiſe his treaſures higher than before. 
No bleſs'd with all the baubles of the great, 
»The poliſh'd marble, and the ſhihing plate, 
. © Orgilio ſees the golden pile aſpire, _ 
And hopes from angry Heav'n another fire. 
© Couldit thou reſign the park and play content, 
s For the fair banks of Severn or of Trent; 
© There might thou find ſome elegant retreat, 
© Some hireling ſenator's deſerted eat; 
And ſtretch thy proſpects o'er the ſmiling land, 
For leſs than rent the dungeons of the Strand; 
There prune thy walks, ſupport thy —— flow? rs, — 
Direct thy rivulets, and twine thy bow'rs; 
And, while thy beds a cheap repaſt afford, 
6 Deſpiſe the dainties of a venal lord. 
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F There ev'ry buſh with Nature's muſick rings, 

© There ev'ry breeze bears health upon it's wings; : 

On all thy hours ſecurity ſhall ſmile, 

And bleſs thy evening walk and morning toil. 
Prepare for death, if here at night you roam, 

© And ſign your will before you ſup from home. 
© Some fiery fop, with new commiſſion vain, 


Who ſleeps on brambles till he kills his man 5 


Some frolick drunkard, reeling from a feaſt, 
© Provokes a broil, and ſtabs you for a jeſt. 
Vet e'en theſe heroes, miſchievoully gay, 

© Lords of the ſtreet, and terrors of the way, 


© Fluſh'd as they are with folly, youth and wine, | 

© Their prudent inſults to the poor confine ; 
Afar they mark the flambeau's bright approach, ET 
« And ſhun the ſhining train, and golden coach. 


In vain, theſe dangers paſs'd, your doors you cloſe, 
And hope the balmy bleſſings of repoſe: 
© Cruel with guilt, and daring with deſpair, 
© The midnight murd'rer burſts the faithleſs bar; 
© Invades the ſacred hour of filent reſt, | 
And plants, unſeen, a dagger in your breaft. 

© Scarce can our fields, fuch crowds at Tyburn die, 


With hemp the gallows and the fleet 1 upply. 


« Propoſe your ſchemes, ye ſenatorian band, 
© Whoſe ways and means ſupport the ſinking land; 
© Leſt ropes be wanting in the tempting ſpring, 


To rig another convoy for the king. 


A ſingle gaol, ur Alfred's golden reign, 
© Could half the nation's criminals contain; 
Fair Juſtice then, without conſtraint ador'd, 
Held high the ſteady ſcale, but deep'd the {word ; 
No ſpies were paid, no ſpecial juries known ; _ 
* Bleſs'd age! but, ah! how diff'rent from our own ! 
© Much could I add, but ſee the boat at hand, 


The tide retiring calls me from the land. 


1 N © Farewel! 
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* Farewel!—When youth, and health, and fortune ſpent, 
Thou fly'ſ for refuge to the wilds of Kent; _ 
And tir'd, like me, with follies and with crimes, 
In angry numbers warn'ſt ſacceeding times; 
Then ſhall thy friend, nor thou refuſe his aid, 
i Still foe to vice, forſake his Cambrian ſhade ; 
© In virtue's cauſe once more exert his rage, 
Thy ſatire point, and animate thy page.“ 
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ODE TO EVENING. 
BY MR, COLLINS. 


F aught of oaten ſtop, or paſtoral ſong, 
May hope, chaſte Eve, to ſoothe thy modeſt ear, 
Like thy own ſolemn ſprings, 
Thy ſprings and dying gales, 
O nymph reſerv'd, while now the bright-hair'd fun 
Sits on yon weltern tent, whoſe cloudy ſkirts 
With brede etherial wove, 
O'erhang his wavy bed; _ | 
Now air is huſh'd, fave where the weak-ey'd bat, 
With ſhort ſhrill ſhrieks flits by on leathern wing, 
Or where the beetle winds _ 
His ſmall but ſullen horn, 
As oft he riſes midſt the twilight path, 
Againſt the pilgrim borne in heedleſs hum; 
Now teach me, maid compos'd, 
| To breathe ſome ſoften'd ſtrain, 
Whoſe numbers, ſtealing through thy dark'ning rale, 
May not unſeemly with it's ſtillneſs ſuit, 
As muſing flow, I hail 
'Thy genial lov'd return ! 
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Por when thy folding ſtar ariſing ſhews 
His paly circlet, at his warning lamp 
The fragrant Hours, and elves 
Who ſlept in flow'rs the day, 
And many a nymph who wreathes her brows with ſedge, 
And ſheds the freſh'ning dew ; and lovelier ſtill, 
The penſive Pleaſures ſweet; 
Prepare thy ſhadowy car. 
Then lead, calm vot'reſs, where ſome ſheety lake 
Chears the lone heath, or ſome time- hallow'd piles 
Or upland fallows grey, 
Reflect it's laſt cool gleam. 
But when chill bluſt'ring winds, or OF rain, 
Forbid my willing feet, be mine the hut, 
'That from the mountain's fide 
Views wilds, and ſwelling floods, 
And hamlets brown, and dim-diſcover'd ſpires, 
5 And hears their ſimple bell, and marks o'er all 
i Thy dewy fingers draw 
The gradual duſky veil. 
While Spring ſhall pour his ſhow'rs, as oft he wont, 
And bathe thy breathing treſſes, meekeſt Eve! 
While Summer loves to ſport 
Beneath thy ling'ring light; 
While fallow Autumn fills thy lap with leaves; 
Or Winter, yelling through the troublous air, 
| Affrights thy ſhrinking train, 
And rudely rends thy robes ; 
So long, ſure-found beneath the ſylvan ſhed, 
Shall Fancy, Friendſhip, Science, rofe-lipp'd Health, 
Thy gentleſt influence own, | 
And hymn thy fav'rite name! 
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BEAUTIES OF POETRY, 


THE ART OF DANCING. 


INSCRIBED TO THE RIGHT HON. LADY FANNY FIELDING. 


BY SOAME JENYNS, ESQ. 
Inceſſu patuit Dea, 
CANTO 1. 


N the ſmooth dance to move with graceful mien, 
A Eaſy with care, and ſprightly tho' ſerene; _ 
To mark th' inſtructions echoing ſtrains convey, 
And with juſt ſtæps each tuneful note obey ; 
I teach. Be preſent, all ye tacred choir, 
Blow the ſoft flute, and ſtrike the ſounding lyre: 
When Fielding bids, your kind affiſtance bring, 
And at her feet the lowly tribute fling ; 
Oh! may her eyes, (to her this verſe is due) 
What firſt themſelves inſpir'd, yoychſafe to view 
Hail, loftielt art! thou canſt all hearts inſnare, 
And make the faireſt ſill appear more fair. 
Beauty can little execution do, 
Unleſs ſhe borrows half her arms from you! 
Few, like Pygmalion, doat on lifeleſs charms, 
Or care to claſp a ſtatue in their arms; 
But breaſts of flint muſt melt with fierce deſire, 
When art and motion wake the ſleeping fire. 
A Venus, drawn by great Apelles' hand, 
May for a while our wond'ring eyes command : 
But ftill, tho? form'd with all the pow'rs of art, 
The lifeleſs piece can never warm the heart: 
So fair a nymph, perhaps, may pleaſe the eye, 
Whilſt all her beauteous limbs inactive lie; 
But when her charms are in the dance diſplay'd, 
Then ev'ry heart adores the lovely maid; | 
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his ſets her beauty in the faireſt light, 
And ſhews each grace in full perfection bright. 


Then, as ſhe turns around, from ev'ry part, 


Like porcupines, ſhe ſends a piercing dart: 


In vain, alas! the fond ſpectator tries 


To ſhun the pleaſing dangers of her eyes; 
For, Parthian-like, ſhe wounds as ſure behind, 
With flowing curls, and ivory neck reclin'd. 


Whether her ſteps the Minuet's mazes trace, 


Or the ſlow Louvre's more majeſtick pace; 
Whether the Rigadoon employs her care, 


Or ſprightly Jigg diſplays the nimble fair; 
At ev'ry ſtep new beauties we explore, 


And worſhip now, what we admir'd before. 


80, when Zneas, in the Tyrian grove, 


Fair Venus met, the charming Queen of Love, 


The beauteous goddeſs, whilſt unmov'd ſhe ſtood, 
Seem'd ſome fair nymph, the guardian of the wood; 


But when ſhe mov'd, at-once her heav'nly mien, 


And graceful ſtep, confeſs'd bright Beauty's queen; 


New glories o'er her form each moment riſe, 


And all the goddeſs opens to his eyes. 


Now haſte, my Muſe, purſue thy deſtin'd way; 


What dreſſes beſt become the dancer, ſay: 
The rules of dreſs forget not to impart, 


A leſſon previous to the dancing art. 
The ſoldier's ſcarlet, glowing from afar, 


| Shews that his bloody occupation's war; 


Whilſt the lawn band, beneath a double chin, 

As plainly ſpeaks divinity within. 

The milk-maid ſafe, thro? driving rains and ſnows, 
Wrapp'd in her cloak, and propp'd on pattens, goes 
Whilſt the ſoft belle, immur'd in velvet chair, 


Needs but the filken ſhoe, and truſts her boſom bare. 


The woclly drab, and Engliſh broad-cloth warm, 
Guard well the horſeman from the beating ſtorm ; 


: But 
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But load the dancer with too great a weight, 
And call from ev'ry pore the dewy ſweat : 
Rather let him his active limbs diſplay 

In camblet thin, or gloſſy pad uaſoy. | 

Let no unwieldy pride his ſhoulders preſs, 

But airy, light, and eaſy, be his dreſs ; 

Thin be his yielding ſole, and low his heel, 

So ſhall he nimbly bound, and ſafely wheel. 

But let not precepts known my verſe prolong ; 

Precepts, which uſe will better teach than ſong : 

For why ſhould I the gallant ſpark command, 

With clean white gloves to fit his ready hand? 

Or in his fob enlivening ſpirits wear, 

And pungent falts, to raiſe the fainting fair ? 
Or hint, the ſword that dangles at his ſide, 
Should from it's filken bandage be unty'd ? 

Why ſhould my lays the youthful tribe adviſe, 

Leſt ſnowy clouds from out their wigs ariſe ? 

So ſhall their partners mourn their laces ſpoil'd, 
And ſhining filks with greaſy powder ſoil' d. 

Nor need I, ſure, bid prudent youths beware, 
if | Leſt with erected tongues their buckles ftare ; 
| | | The pointed ſteel ſhall oft their ſtocking rend, 

ll And oft th' approaching petticoat offend. 
And now, ye youthful fair, I fing to you; 

With pleaſing ſmiles my ufeful labours view: 
| For you the ſilk-worms fine-wrought webs diſplay, 
4 And, lab'ring, ſpin their little lives away; 

14 For you bright gems with radiant colours glow, 
12 Pair as the dies that paint the heav'nly bow; 
1 For you the ſea reſigns it's pearly ſtore, 

J And earth unlocks her mines of treaſur'd ore. 

ol In vain yet Nature thus her gifts beſtows, 

lt Unleſs yourſelves with art thoſe gifts diſpoſe. 

| | Let think not, nymphs, that in the glitt'ring ball, 
One form of dreſs preſcrib'd can ſuit with all. 
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One brighteſt ſhines, when wealth and art combine 

To make the finiſh'd piece compleatly fine; 

When leaſt adorn'd, another ſteals our hearts, 
And, rich in native beauties, wants no arts : 

In ſome are ſuch reſiſtleſs graces found, 

That in all drefles they are ſure to wound; 

Their perfect forms all foreign aids deſpiſe, 

And gems but borrow luſtre from their eyes. 

Let the fair nymph, in whoſe plump cheeks is ſeen 

A conſtant bluſh, be clad in chearful green : 

In ſuch a dreſs the ſportive ſea-nymphs go; 

So in their graſſy bed freſh roſes blow. 

The laſs, whoſe ſkin is like the hazel brown, 
With brighter yellow ſhould o'ercome her own ; 
While maids, grown pale with ſickneſs or deſpair, 
The fable's mournful dye ſhould chuſe to wear: 
So the pale moon ſtill ſhines with pureſt light, 
Cloath'd in the duſky mantle of the night. 

But far from you be all thoſe treach'rous arts, 
That wound, with painted charms, unwary hearts. 
Dancing's a touchſtone that true beauty tries, 

Nor ſuffers charms that Nature's hand denies : 
Tho? for a while we may with wonder view 
The roſy bluſh, and ſkin of lovely hue, 

Vet ſoon the dance will cauſe the cheeks to glow, 

And melt the waxen lips, and neck of ſnow. 

So ſhine the fields, in icy fetters bound, 

Whilſt frozen gems beſpangle all the ground. 
Thro' the clear chryſtal of the glitt'ring ſnow, 

With ſcarlet dye the bluſhing hawthorns glow ; 
O'er all the plains unnumber'd glories riſe, 
And a new, bright creation, charms our eyes; 

Till Zephyr breathes: then all at once decay 
The ſplendid ſcenes, their glories fade away; 

The fields reſign the beauties not their own, 

And all their ſnowy charms run trickling down. 
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Dare I in ſuch momentous points adviſe, 

I ſhould condemn the hoop's enormous ſize : 
Of ills I ſpeak, by long experience found; 

Oft have I trod th' immeaſurable round, 
And mourn'd my ſhins, bruis'd black with many a wound, 

Nor ſhould the tighten'd ſtays, too ſtraitly lac'd, 
In whale-bone bondage gall the ſlender waiſt ; 
Nor waving lappets ſhould the dancing fair, 
Nor ruffles edg'd with dangling fringes wear: 

Oft will the cobweb ornaments catch hold 
On the approaching button, rough with gold ; 
Nor force, nor art, can then the bonds divide, 
When once th? entangled Gordian knot is ty'd. 
So the unhappy pair, by Hymen's pow'r, 
Together join'd in ſome ill-fated hour; | : 
The more they ſtrive their freedom to regain, TER 4 
The faſter binds th' indiſſoluble chain. 1 

Let each fair maid, who fears to be difgrac'd, 

Ever be ſure to tie her garter faſt ; #71 
Leſt the loos'd firing, amidſt the publick ball, 

A wiſh'd-for prize to ſome proud fop ſhould fall, 
Who the rich treaſure ſhall triumphant ſhew, 
And with warm bluſhes cauſe her cheeks to glow. 

But yet, (as Fortune, by the ſelf-fame ways 

She humbles many, ſome dehghts to raiſe) 

It happen'd once, a fair illuſtrious dame | 

By ſuch negle& acquir'd immortal fame: 

And hence the radiant ſtar and garter blue | 
Britannia's nobles grace, if Fame ſays true; 

Fence ſtill, Plantagenet, thy beauties bloom, 
Tho' long ſince moulder'd in the duſky tomb 4 

Still thy loſt garter is thy ſor*reign's care, 

And what each royal breaſt is proud to wear. 
But let me now my lovely charge remind, 
Leſt they, forgetful, leave their fans behind. 
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Lay not, ye fair, the pretty toy aſide; 
A toy, at once diſplay'd for uſe and pride; 
A wond' tous engine, that by magick charms, 
| Cools your own bteaſt, and ev'ry other's warms: 
What daring bard ſhall e'er attempt to tell, 
The pow'rs that in this little weapon dwell ? 
What verſe can e'er explain it's various parts, 
It's ntimerous uſes, motions, charms; and arts? 
It's painted folds, that oft extended wide, 
Th' afflicted fair-one's blubber'd beauties hide; 
When ſecret ſorrows. her ſad boſom fill; 
If Strephon is unkind, or Shock is ill ? 
It's ſticks, on which her eyes dejeCted pore; 
And pointing fingers number o'er and o'er, 
When the kind virgin burns with ſecret ſhame; 
Dies to conſent, yet fears to own her flame ? 
It's ſhake triumphant; it's victorious clap, 
It's angry flutter, and it's wanton tap? 
Forbear, my Muſe, th' extenſive theme to ſing, 
Nor truſt in ſuch a flight thy tender wing: 
Rather do you in humble lines proclaim, 
Frœan whence this engine took it's form and name; 
Say from what cauſe it firſt deriv'd it's birth, 


How fotm'd in heav'n, how thence. deduc'd to earth. 


Once, in Arcadia, that fam'd feat of love, 
There liv'd a tymph, the pride of all the grove ; 
A lovely nymph, adorn'd with ev'ry grace, 

An eaſy ſhape, and ſweetly blooming face: 
Fanny the damſel's name, as chaſte as fair; 
Each virgin's envy, and each ſwain's deſpair. 
To charm her ear the rival ſhepherds ſing, 
Blow the ſoft flute, and wake the trembling ſtring ; 
For her they leave their wand'ring flocks to rove, 
Whilſt Fanny's name reſounds thro” ev'ry grove, 
And ſpreads on ev'ry tree, inelos'd in knots of love: 
F 
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To ſhun the heat, this lovely nymph was laid: 


A bluſh; that added to their native red; 


Obſerv'd the beauteous maid as thus ſhe lay; 


He fighs, he burns; at laſt declares his pain; 
But ſtill he ſighs, and ſtill he wooes in vain : 


Would not command one Zephyr to repair 


'Thro? the dark glade, to cool the ſultry day. 
By love incited, and the hopes of joy, 
Fh' ingenious god contriv'd this pretty toy, 


Thick rang'd on ev'ry fide, with various dyes, 
The fair in gloſſy ſilks our fight ſurprize. 
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As Fielding's now, her eyes all hearts inflame ; 
Like her in beauty, as alike in name. 

*Twas when the ſummer ſun, now mounted high, IF 
With fiercer beams had ſcorch'd the glowing ſky, - 
Beneath the covert of a cooling ſhade, 1 


The ſultry weather o'er her cheeks had ſpread 


And her fair breaſts, as paliſh'd marble white, 
Were half conceal'd, and half expos'd to fight. 
ZXolus, the mighty god whom winds obey, 


O'er all her charms he gaz'd with fond delight, 
And ſuck'd in poiſon at the dang'rous ſight. 


The cruel nymph, regardleſs of his moan, 
Minds not his flame, uneaſy with her own; 
But ſtill complains, that he who rul'd the air, 


Around her face, nor gentle breeze to play 


With gales inceſſant to relieve her flame, 
And call'd it Fan, from lovely Fanny's name. 


CANTO. U. 


OW ee, . to lead the rightly 3 | 
The lovely nymphs, and well-dreſs'd youths, advance ; 

The ſpacious room receives each jovial gueſt, | 5 

And the floor ſhakes, with pleaſing weight oppreſs'd :- 
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So in a garden, bath'd with Fe! ſhow? IS, 
A thouſand ſorts of variegated flow'rs ; | 
Jonquils, carnations, pinks, and tulips, riſe, | 


And in a gay confuſion charm our eyes. 

High o'er their heads, with num'rous candles bright, 
Large ſconces ſhed their ſparkling beams of light ; 
Their ſparkling beams, that till more brightly glow, 
Reflected back from gems and eyes below. 


Unnumber'd fans, to cool the crouded fair, 


With breathing Zephyrs move the circling air: 
The ſprightly fiddle, and the ſounding lyre, 
Each youthful breaſt with gen'rons warmth inſpire. 


Firaught with all joys the bliſsful moments fly, 


While muſick melts the ear, and beauty charms the eye, 
Now let the youth, to whoſe ſuperior place 
It firſt belongs the ſplendid ball to grace, 

With humble bow and ready hand prepare, 

Forth from the crowd to lead his choſen fair : 

The fair ſhall not his kind requeſt deny, 


But to the pleaſing toil with equal ardour fly. 


But ſtay, raſh pair! not yet, untaught, advance; 
Firſt hear the Muſe, ere you attempt to dance. 
By art directed o'er the foaming tide, 


Secure from rocks the painted veſſels glide ; 


By art the chariot ſcours the duſty plain, 


Springs at the whip, and hears the ſtrait' ning r rein : 
To art our bodies muſt obedient prove, 


If e'er we hope with graceful eaſe to move. 

Long was the dancing art unfix'd and free, 
Hence loſt in error and uncertainty | 
No precepts did in mind or rules obey, 


But ev'ry maſter. taught a diff rent way: 


Hence, ere each new- horn dance was fully try'd, 
The lovely product e'en in blooming dy d; 
Thro' various hands in wild confufion toſs'd, 


It's ſteps were alter'd, and it's beauties loſt ; 
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Till Fuillet “, the pride of Gallia, roſe, 

| And did the * in characters compoſe; 
Each lovely grace by certain marks he taught, 4 
And ev'ry ſtep in laſting volumes wrote. 
Hence o'er the world this pleaſing art ſhall ſpeed, 
And ev'ry dance in ev'ry clime be read; 

By diſtant maſters ſhall each ſtep be ſeen, 

Tho' mountains riſe, and oceans roar between: 
Hence, with her ſiſter arts, ſhall dancing claim 
An equal right to univerſal fame; 

And Iſaac's Rigadoon ſhall live as long, Y 
As Raphael's painting, or as Virgil's ſong, 3 

| Wiſe Nature, ever with a prudent hand, 1 

Diſpenſes various gifts to ev'ry land; 

To ev'ry nation frugally imparts _ 

A genius fit for ſome peculiar arts; 

To trade the Dutch inclne, the Swiſs to arme; ; 

Muſick and verſe are ſoft Italia's charms ; ; 

Britannia juſtly glories to haye found 

Lands unexplor'd, and ſail'd the globe around : 

But none will ſure preſume to rival France, 

Whether ſhe farms, or executes the dance ; 

To her exalted genius *tis we owe 

The ſprightly Rigadoon, and Louvre flow, 

The Boree, and Courant unpractis'd long, 

Th immortal Minuet, and the ſmooth Bretagne, 

With all thoſe dances of illuſtrious fame, 

That from their native country take their name; 

With theſe let ey'ry ball be firſt begun, 

Nor country-dance intrude till theſe are done. 

Each cautious bard, ere he attempts to ſing, 

F irſt gently flutt' ring, tries hi? tender wing; 
And if he finds that, with uncommon fire, 

The Muſes all his reptares ſoul inſpire, 


. r ge 


* Fuillet wrote the Art of Dancing, by characters, in > French, fines ant 
| lated by Weaver, | 
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At once to heav'n he ſoars in lofty odes, 
And ſings alone of heroes and of gods ; 
But if he, trembling, fears a flight ſo high, 
He then deſcends to ſofter elegy ; 
And if in elegy he can't ſucceed, 
In paſt'ral he may tune the oaten reed, 
So ſhall the dancer, ere he tries to move, | 
With care his ſtrength, his weight, and genius, prove i 
4 Then, if he finds kind Nature's gifts impart 


3 Endowments proper for the dancing art; 
4 If in himſelf he feels, together join'd, 
3 An active body, and ambitious mind; 


In nimble Rigadoons he may advance, 

Or in the Louvre's ſlow majeſtick dance. 

If theſe he fears to reach, with eaſy pace 
Let him the Minuet's circling mazes trace. 
Is this too hard—this, too, let him forbear, 
And to the country-dance confine his care. 

Would you in dancing ev'ry fault avoid, 

To keep true time be your firſt thqughts employ'd; 

All other errors they in yain ſhall mend, . 

Who in this one important point offend: 

For this, when now united hand in hand, 

Eager to ſtart the youthful couple ſtand ; 

Let them awhile their nimble feet reſtrain, 
And with ſoft taps þeat time to ev'ry ſtrain. 
So, for the race prepar'd, two courſers ſtand, 

And with impatient pawings ſpurn the ſand. 
In vain a maſter ſhall employ his care, 

Where Nature once has fix'd a clumſy air; 

Rather let ſuch, to country ſpoxts confin'd, 

| Purſue the flying hare, or tim'rqus hind: 

Nor yet, while I the rural ſquire deſpiſe, 
A mien effeminate would I adviſe; | 

With equal ſcorn I would the fop Pe lg 
Nor let him dance—but on the woman's fide, 
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And you, fair nymphs, avoid with equal care, 
A ſtupid dulneſs, and a coquette air; 
Neither with eyes, that ever love the ground, 
Aﬀeep, like ſpinning-tops, run round and round ; 

Nor yet, with giddy looks, and wanton pride, 
Stare all around, and ſkip from fide to fide. 

True dancing, like true wit, is beſt expreſs'd 

By nature only, to advantage dreſs'd. ; 
Tis not a nimble bound, or caper high, 

That can pretend to pleaſe a curious exe: 

| Good judges no ſuch tumbler's tricks regard, 

Or think them beautiful, becauſe they” re hard. 
Tis not enough, that ev'ry ander-by | 
No glaring errors in your ſteps can ſpy : 

The dance and muſick muſt ſo nicely meet, 

Each note ſhould feem an echo to your feet ; 'E 

A nameleſs grace muſt in each movement dwell, 
Which words can ne'er expreſs, or precepts tell ; "Wh 
Not to be taught, but ever to be ſeen 8 

In Flavia's air, and Chloe” s eaſy mien. 

Tis fuch an air that makes her thouſands fall, 
When Fielding dances at a birth-night ball ; 
Smooth as Camilla ſhe ſkims o'er the plain, 

And flies, like her, thro? crowds of heroes ſlain. 0 

Now, when the Minuet, oft repeated o'er, 5 
(Like all terreſtrial Joys) can pleaſe no more; ; 
And ev'ry nymph, refuling to expand 
Her charms, declines the circulating hand ; 

Then let the jovial country-dance begin, | 
And the loud fiddles call each ſtraggler i in: 
Rut ere they come, permit me to diſcloſe, 
How firſt, as legends tel], this paſtime roſe, 
In ancient times, (ſuch times are now no more) 
When Albion” s crown illuſtrious Arthur wore, 
In ſome fair op'ning glade, each ſummer's night, 
Where the pale moon diffus'd her filver light, 
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On the ſoft carpet of a graſſy geld, 
The ſporting fairies their aſſemblies held: 
Some lightly tripping with their pigmy queen, 


In circling ringlets mark'd the level green; 


Some with ſoft notes bade mellow pipes reſound, 
And muſick warble through the groves around. 
Oft lonely ſhepherds by the foreſt ſide, 

Belated peaſants oft their revels ſpy'd, 

And home returning, o'er the nut-brown ale 
Their gueſts diverted with the wond'rous tale. 
Inſtructed hence, throughout the Britiſh iſle, 
And fond to imitate the pleaſing toil, 

Round where the trembling may-pole's fix'd on kigh, 

And bears it's flow'ry honours to the ſky, 
The ruddy maids and ſun-burnt ſwains reſort, 
And practiſe ev'ry night the lovely ſport : 

On ev'ry ſide Zolian artiſts ſtand, 5 
Whoſe active elbows ſwelling winds command; 

The ſwelling winds harmonious pipes inſpire, 
And blow in ev'ry breaſt a gen'rous fire. 

Thus taught, at firſt the country-dance began , 
And hence to cities and to courts it ran; 
Succeeding ages did in time impart, 

Various improvements to the lovely art: 

From fields and groves to palaces remov'd, 
Great ones the pleaſing exerciſe approv'd. 
Hence the loud fiddle, and ſhill trumpet's ſounds, 
Are made companions of the dancer's bounds ; 
Hence gems and filks, brocades and ribbands, join, 
To make the ball with perfect luſtre ſnine. 

So, rude at firſt, the tragick Muſe appear d, 

Her voice alone by ruſtick rabble heard; 

Where twiſting trees a cooling arbour made, 
The pleas'd ſpectators fat beneath the ſhade; 
The homely ſtage with ruſhes green was ſirew'd, 
And in a cart the ſrolling « actors rode: 


"we. 


Till time at length improv'd the great deſign, 


| Rang'd on each fide, the well-pair'd couples tand! 
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And bade the ſcenes with painted landſcapes ſhine 5 
Then art did all the bright machines diſpoſe, 


And theatres of Parian marble roſe ; 


Then mimick thunder ſhook the cativas ſky; 


And gods deſcended from their tow'rs on high. 


With caution now let ev'ry youth prepare, 
To chuſe a partner from the mingled fair. 


Vain would he hear th' inſtructed Muſe's voice, 


If ſhe pretended to direct his choice. 
Beauty alone by fancy is exprefs'd, 


And charms, in diff rent forms, each diff rent breaſt: : 


A ſnowy ſkin this am'rous youth admires, 
Whilſt nut-brown cheeks another boſom fires ; 
Small waiſts and flender limbs ſome hearts enſnare, 


While others love the more ſubſtantial fair. 


But let not outward charms your judgments ſway ; 
Your reaſon rather than your eyes obey : 


And in the dance, as in the marriage nooſe, 
Rather for merit than for beauty chuſe. 


he her your choice, who knows with perfect {kill 


When ſhe ſhould move, and when ſhe ſhould be gill; ; 
Who, uninſtructed, can perform her ſhare, 


And kindly half the pleaſing burden bear. 


Unhappy is that hopeleſs wretch's fate, 


Who, fetter'd in the matrimonial ſtate 


With a poor, ſimple, unexperienc'd wife, 

Is forc'd to lead the tedious dance of life: 
And ſuch is his, with ſuch a partner join'd ; 
A moving puppet, but without-a mind. 
Still muſt his hand be pointing out the way, 


Vet ne'er can teach ſo faſt as ſhe can ſtray; 


Beneath her follies he muſt ever groan, 
And ever bluſh for errors not his own. _ 
But now behold, united hand in hand, 


Each 
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Each youthful boſom beating with delight, 


Waits the briſk ſignal for the pleaſmg fight: 
While lovely eyes, that flaſh unuſual rays, 


And ſnowy bubbies pull'd above the ſtays, 


Quick buſy hands and bridling heads declare 


The fond impatience of the ſtarting fair. 
And fee the ſprightly dance is now begun! 


Now here, now there, the giddy maze they run; 
Now, with ſlow ſteps they pace the circling ring; 


Now, all confus'd, too ſwift for ſight they ſpring; 5 
So, in a wheel with rapid fury toſs'd, 
The undiſtinguiſh'd ſpokes are in the motion lot, 


The dancer here no more requires a guide; 


To no ſtrict ſteps kis nimble feet are ty'd ; 
The Muſe's precepts here would uſeleſs be, 
Where all is fancy'd, unconfin'd, and free: 


Let him but to the muſick's voice attend, 

By this inſtructed, he can ne'er offend ; 

If to his ſhare it falls the dance to lead, 

In well-known paths he may be ſure to tread ; 

If others lead, let him their motions view, 

And in their ſteps the winding maze purſue. 
In ev'ry country-dance a ſerious mind, 

Turn'd for reflection, can a moral find; 


In Hunt the Squirrel, thus the nymph we view, 
Seeks when we fly, but flies when we purſi ue. 

Thus, in round-dances, where our partners hangs, | 
And, unconfin'd, from fair to fair we range, 


As ſoon as one from his own conſort flies, 


Another ſeizes on the lovely prize: 


Awhile the fav'rite youth enjoys her charms, 
Till the next comer ſteals her from his arms, 
New ones ſucceed, the laſt is ſtill her care; 
How true an emblem of th' inconſtant fair! 
Where can philoſophers, and ſages wiſe, 


Who read the curious volumes of the ſkies, _ 
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A model more exa& than dancing name, 
Of the creations univerſal frame? 
Where worlds unnumber'd, o'er th* ztherial way. 
In a bright regular confuſion ſtray; 
Now here, now there, they whirl along the ſky, 
Now near approach, and now far diſtant fly, 
Now meet in the ſame order they began, 
And then the great celeſtial dance is done. 
Where can the moraliſt find a jufter plan 
Of the vain labours, and the life of man? 
Awhile thro' juſtling crowds we toil and ſweat, 
And eagerly purſue we know not what; 
Then, when our trifling ſhort-liv'd race is run, 
Quite tir'd, fit down, juſt where we firſt begun. 
Tho' to your arms kind Fate's indulgent care 
Has giv'n a partner exquiſitely fair, | 
Let not her charms ſo much engage your heart, 
That you negleC che ſkilful dancer's part; 
Be not, when you the tuneful notes ſhould hear, 
Still whitp'ring idle prattle in her ear; 
When you ſhould be employ'd, be not at play, 
Nor for your joys all other ſteps delay: _ 
But when the finiſh'd dance you once have done, 
And with applauſe thro? ev'ry couple run, 
There reſt awhile ; there ſnatch the fleeting bliſs, 
The tender whiſper, and the balmy kiſs; 
Each ſecret wiſh, each ſofter hope confeſs, 
And her moiſt palm with eager fingers preſs. 
Wich ſmiles the fair ſhall hear your warm deſires, 
When muſick melts her ſoul, and dancing fires. 
Thus, mix'd with love, the pleaſing toil purſue, 
Till the unwelcome morn appears in view; 
Then, when approaching day it's beams diſplays, 
And the dull candles ſhine with fainter rays z 
Then, when the ſun juſt Tiſes o'er the deep, 
And each bright eye is almoſt ſet in ſleep; . 
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Wich ready hands, obſequious youths, prepare, 


Safe to her coach to lead each choſen fair, 95 Ee CC 
And guard her from the morn's inclement air: 


Let a warm hood enwrap her lovely head, 
And o'er her neck a handkerchief be ſpread ; 
Around her ſhoulders let this arm be caſt, | 
Whilſt that from cold defends her ſlender waiſt ; 
With kiſſes warm her balmy lips ſhall glow, 
Unchill'd by nightly damps, or wint'ry ſnow ; 
While gen'rous white-wine, mull'd with ginger warm, 


Safely protects her inward frame from harm. 
But ever let my lovely pupils fear 


To chill their mantling blood with cold ſmall-beer. 
Ah, thoughtleſs fair! the tempting draught refuſe, 1. 


When thus forewarn'd by my experienc'd Muſe; " 


Let the ſad conſequence your thoughts employ, | 


Nor hazard future pains, for preſent joy ; 


Deſtruction lurks within the pois'nous doſe, 
A fatal fever—or a pimpled noſe. 


Thus thro? each precept of the dancing art 


The Muſe has play'd the kind inſtructor's part; 


Thro' ev'ry maze her pupils ſhe has led, 


And pointed opt the ſureſt paths to tread : 


No more remains; no more the goddeſs ſings; 
But drops her pinions, and unfurls her wings. 
On downy beds the weary dancers lie, 
And Sleep's filk cords tie down each drowzy eye; 
Delightful dreams their pleaſing ſports reſtore, 
And e'en in ſleep they feem to dance once more. 
And now the work compleatly finiſh'd lies, 
Which the devouring teeth of Time defies. - 


| Whiilft birds in air, or fiſh in ſtreams we find, 


Or damſels fret with aged partners join'd ; 


As long as nymphs ſhall with attentive ear 
A fiddle rather than a ſermon hear ; 
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© long the brighteſt eye ſhall oft peruſe 


The uſeful lines of my inſtructive Muſe ; 


Each belle ſhall wear them wrote upon her fan, 


And each bright beau ſhall read them—if he can. 


THE TOMB. or SHAKESPEARE, 


A. VISION. | 
BY JOHN GILBERT | COOPER, ESQ 


7 H AT time the jocand 1 5 boſom'd hours 
Led forth the train of Phœbus and the ſpring, 


And Zephyr mild profuſely ſcatter'd flowers 


On Earth's green mantle from his muſky wing; | 


The Morn unbarr'd th' ambroſial gates of light, 


And on the wings of Silence ceas'd to float 


Weſtward the raven-pinion'd Darkneſs flew; 


The landſcape ſmil'd in vernal beauty bright, 


And to their graves the ſullen ghoſts withdrew; | 


The nightingale no longer ſwell'd her throat 7 
With love-lorn plainings tremulous and flow, 


The gurgling notes of her-melodious woe . © 


The God of ſleep myſterious viſions led | 
In gay proceſſion fore the mental eye, 


And my freed ſoul awhile her manſion fled, 


To wy her plumes for immortality, 5 


Thro' fields of 2 "methought I took my flight, . 5 
Thro' ev'ry clime, o'er ev'ry region paſs'd 


No paradiſe or ruin cap. d my ſight, 


Heſperian garden, or Cimmerian waſte, _ 
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On Avon's banks I lit, whoſe As appear 
To wind with eddies fond round Shakeſpeare” 8 tomb: 


The year's firſt feath'ry ſongſters warble near, 
| * violets breathe, and earlieſt roſes bloom. 


Here Fancy ſat, cher dewy fingers cold, 
Decking with flow'rets freſh th' unſullied ſod) 
And bath'd with tears the ſad ſepulchral mold, 


Her fav'rite offspring s long and laſt abode. 


Ah! what avails,* ſhe cry'd, * a poet's name? 
Ah! what avails th' immortalizing breath, 
To ſnatch from dumb Oblivion other's fame? 
My darling child here lies a prey to Death ! 


< Let gentle Otway, white-rob'd Pity's prieft, 

From grief domeſtick teach the tears to flow; 
Or Southern captivate th' impaſſion'd breaſt 

With heart-felt ſighs, and ſympathy of woe! 


© For not to theſe nis genius was confin'd, 
Nature and I each tuneful pow'r had giv'n; 
< Poetick tranſports of the madding mind, | 
And the wing'd words that waſt the Joul to heay* A: 


The fiery glance of the intellectual eye, 
Piercing all objects of creation's ſtore, 
Which on this world's extended ſurface lie; 
* And pak non * hs ſtill created more.” 


< 0 * with eager rapture I l 
Grant me, great goddeſs of the changeful eye, 

< To view each being in poetick pride, 
To whom thy Son gave immortality!“ 


Sweet 
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Sweet Fancy ſmil'd, and wav'd her myſtick rod, 
When ſtraight theſe viſions felt her pow'rful arm ; 
And one by one ſucceeded at her nod, 
As vaſſal ſprites obey the wizard's charm. 


Firſt a celeſtial form“ (of azure hue, 5 
Whoſe mantle, bound with brede ætherial, flowd 
To each ſoft breeze it's balmy breath that drew) 

Swift down the ſun-beams of the noon-tide rode. 


Obedient to the necromantick ſway 
Of an old ſage, to ſolitude reſign'd, 
With fenny vapours he obſcur'd the day, 
Launch'd the og lightning, and let * the wind. c 


He Whirl'd che apes thro? the boviien air, 
Rattled the dreadful thunder- lap on high, | 
And rais'd a roaring elemental war | 
Betwixt the ſea-green waves and azure ſky. 


Then, like Heav'n's mild ambaſſador of love 
To man repentant, bade the tumult ceaſe 5 

Smooth'd the blue boſom of the realms above, 
And huſh'd the rebel elements to peace. 


Unlike to this in ſpirit or in mien, 

Another form + ſucceeded to my view ; 

A two-legg'd brute, which Nature made in ſpleen, 
Dr from the loathing womb unfiniſh'd drew. 


Scarce could he {ſyllable the curſe he thought; 
| Prone were his eyes to earth, his mind to evil; 
A carnal fend to imperfeCtion wrought, 

The — ohrring of a 2 and . 


Ariel in the b 
+ Caliban in the Tempeſt. 
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Next bloom'd, upon an ancient foreſt's bound, 
The flow' ry margin * of a ſilent ſtream; 

O'er-arch'd by oaks, with ivy mantled round, 
And gilt by filver Cynthia's maiden beam. 


On the green carpet of th' unbended graſs, 

A dapper train of female fairies play'd, 
And ey'd their gambols in the watry glaſs, 
That ſmoothly ſtole along the ſhadowy glade. 


Thro? theſe the Queen Titania paſs'd ador'd, 
Mounted aloft in her imperial car; 

| Journeying to ſee great Oberon, her lord, 
Wage the mock battles of a ſportive war. 


Arm'd cap-a-pee forth march'd the fairy king, 
A flouter warrior never took the field; 

His threat'ning lance a hornet's horrid ſting, 
The ſharded beetle's ſcale his ſable ſhield, 


Around their chief the elfin hoſt appear'd, 
Each little helmet ſparkled like a ſtar; 
And their ſharp ſpears in pierceleſs phalanx rear'd, 
A grove of thiſtles, glitter'd in the air. 


The ſcene then chang'd, from this romantick land, 


To a bleak waſte, by bound'ry unconfin'd ; 
Where three ſmart ſiſters + of the weird hand 
Were mutt nag curſes: to the troublous wind, 


| Pale Want had wither'd ev'ry furrow'd face, 
| Bow'd was each carcaſe with the weight of years, 
And each ſunk eye-ball from it's hollow caſe 
Diſtill'd cold rheum's — tears. 


* Fairy land; from the Midfommer Night” 8 Dreams 
+ The witches i in Macbeth, 
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Hon d on three flaves they poſted to the bourn 

Of a drear iſland, where the pendant brow 

Of a rough rock, ſhaggꝰd horribly with thorn, 
F rown'd ON the boift'rous waves which rag'd below. 


Deep i in a bana grot, remote from 4 ay, 
Where ſmiling Comfort never ſhew'd her face; 
Where light ne'er enter'd, fave one rueful ray, 
Diſcov' ring all the terrors of the place; | 


They held 'damn'd myſt'ries with infernal fate, 15 
Whilſt ghaſtly ſpectres glided ſlowly by, e _ 

The ſcreech- owl fcream'd the dying call of fate, 155 2 
And ravens croak'd their balefal augury. 


No kuman Lien chear'd the dread abode, 
Nor fign of living creature could be ſeen ; 
Save where the reptile ſnake, or ſullen toad, 
The. murky floor had ſoil'd with venom green. 


Sudden | heard the whirlwind*s hollow found, 
Each weird fiſter vaniſh'd into ſmoke? 

Now à dire yell of ſpirits * under ground, © | 
Thro' troubled Earth 8 wide yawning ſurface broke : 


When, ol each 18jer'd apparition rofe'; $ 
Aghaſt the murd'rer ſtarted from his bed 
Guilt's trembling breath his beart's red current froze, 
And Horror's . da his frantick head. 


More had I flow now the ood of day | 
O'er Earth's broad breaſt his flood of light had 1 
When Morpheus calP& his fickle dreams away, 
And on their wings each bright itlufion fled. 


* Ghoſts in Macbeth, Richard III. &c, 
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Yet ſtill the dear Enchantreſs of the brain, 
My waking eyes with wiſhful wand'rings ſought, 
Whoſe magick will controuls th” ideal train, 

The ever-reſtleſs progeny of Thought. 


Sweet pow'r,” I ſaid, « for others gild the ray 
Of Wealth, or Honour's folly-feather'd crown; 
Or lead the madding multitude aſtray, 


« To graſp at air- blown bubbles of renown. 


Me Gn lot 7 0 let blameleſ; bliſs engage, 
Free from the noble mob's ambitious ſtrife, 

© Free from the muck-worm miſer's lucrous rage, 
= In calm Contentment's cottag'd vale of life. 


If frailties there (for who from them is free?) 
Thro' Error's maze my devious footſteps lead; 
© Let them be frailties of humanity, 
And my heart plead the pardon of my head. 


© Let not my reaſon impiouſly require 

© What Heav'n has plac'd beyond it's narrow ſpan 
© But teach it to ſubdue each fierce deſire, 

Which wars within it's own ſmall empire, man, 


Teach me, what all believe, but few poſſeſs, 
© That life's beſt ſcience is ourſelves to know; 
The firſt of human bleſſings is to bleſs, 


And happieſt he who feels another's woe. 


A 


Thus, cheaply wiſe, and innocently great, 
© While Time's ſmooth ſand ſhall regularly paſs; 
Each deſtin'd atom's quiet courſe I'll wait, 
Nor raſhly break, nor wiſh to ſtop the glaſs, 
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© And when in death my peaceful aſhes lie, 


If e'er ſome tongue congenial ſpeaks my name, 


«* Friendſhip ſhall never bluſh to breathe a ſigh, 


* And great ones envy ſuch an honeſt fame.” 


HYMN TO FORTITUDE. 


BY THOMAS BLACKLOCK, D. D. 


In aweful filence wraps her reign: 
Clouds preſs on clouds; and, as they riſe, 
Condenſe to ſolid gloom the ſkies. 


Portentous, thro? the foggy air, 


To wake the dzmon o. Deſpair, 
The raven hoarſe, and boding owl, 


To Hecate curs'd anthems howl. 


Intent, with execrable art, 
To burn the veins, and tear the heart, 
The witch, unhallow'd bones to raiſe, 
Through funeral vaults and charnels ſtrays; 
Calls the damn'd ſhades from ev'ry cell, 
And adds new labours to their hell. 

And, ſhield me, Heav'n! what hollow ſound, 


Like F ate” s dread knell, runs echoing round: ? 
The bell ſtrikes one, that magick hour, 


When riſing fiends exert their power; 

And now, ſure now, ſome caufe unbleſs'd 
Breathes more than horror thro? my breaſt, 
How deep the breeze! how dim the light ! 
What ſpectres ſwim before my ſight ! 

My frozen limbs pale Terror chains, 

And in wild eddies wheels my brains ; | 
My icy blood forgets to roll, T 
And Death e'en ſeems to ſeize my ſoul. 


710 Hr, brooding o'er her mute domain, 
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What ſacred power, what healin gart, 


Shall bid my ſoul herſelf aſſert; 


Shall rouze th' immortal active flame, 
And teach her whence her being came? 


O Fortitude, divinely bright! 
O Virtue's child, and man's delight! 
Deſcend, an amicable gueſt, 
And with thy firmneſs ſteel my breaſt: 


Deſcend, propitious to my lays; 


And, while my lyre reſounds thy Praiſe, 


With energy divinely ſtrong, 
Exalt my ſoul, and warm my ſong. 
When raving in eternal pains, 
And loaded with ten thouſand chains, 
Vice, deep in Phlegeton, yet lay, 


Nor with her viſage blaſted day; 


No fear to guiltleſs man was known, 
For God and Virtue reign'd alone. 


But, when from native flames and night, 
The curſed monſter wing'd her flight, 

Pale Fear, among her hideous train, 
Chac'd ſweet Contentment from her reign 3 


Plac'd death and hell before each eye, 


And wrapp'd in miſt the golden ſky; 


Baniſh'd from day each dear delight, 
And ſhook with conſcious ſtarts the night. 


| When, from th' imperial ſeats on high, 
The Lord of Nature turn'd his eye, 


To view the ſtate of things below, 

Still bleſs'd to make his creatures ſo; 
From earth he ſaw Aſtræa fly, 

And ſeek her manſions in the ſky : 
Peace, crown'd with olives, left her throne 
And white-rob'd Innocence was gone; 
While Vice, reveal'd in open day, 


Sole tyrant rul'd with iron ſway; 
H 2 
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And Virtue veil'd her weeping charms, 


And fled for refuge to his arms; 
Her altars ſcorn'd, ker ſhrines defac'd— 
Whom thus th' Eſſential Good addreſs'd. 


Thou, whom my ſoul adores alone, 
© Effulgent ſharer of my throne, 


Fair Empreſs of Eternity! 


Who, uncreated, reign'ſt like me; 
< Whom I, who ſole and boundleſs ſway, 


With pleaſure infinite obey ; 


* To yon diurnal ſcenes below, 
Who feel their folly in their woe, 


* Again propitious turn thy flight ; 


Again oppoſe yon tyrant's might; 


To earth thy clouldleſs charms diſcloſe, 


« Revive thy friends, and blaſt thy foes : 
« Thy triumphs man ſhall raptur'd ſee, 
© Ac, ſuffer, live, and die for thee. 

« But ſince all crimes their hell contain, 


Since all muſt feel who merit pain, 


© Let Fortitude thy ſteps attend, 


And be, like thee, to man a friend; 


© 'To urge him on the arduous road, 
That leads to virtue, bliſs, and God; 
* To blunt the ſting of ev'ry grief, 
And be to all a near relief.“ 

He faid ; and ſhe, with ſmiles divine, 
Which made all heaven more brightly ſhine, 


To earth return'd with all her train, 


And brought the golden age again, 
Since erring mortals, unconftrain'd, 


The god, that warms their breaſt, prophan's, 


She, guardian of their joys no more, 


Could only leave them, and deplore : 
They, now the eaſy prey of pain, 
Curs'd in their wiſh, their choice obtain! 
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Till arm'd with Heaven and F ate, me came, 
Her deſtin'd honours to reclaim. 

Vice and her ſlaves beheld her flight, 

And fled like birds obſcene from light, 
Back to th' abode of plagues return, 
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To fin and ſmart, hlaſpheme and burn. 
Thou, Goddeſs ! fince, with ſacred aid, 


Faſt ev'ry grief and pain allay'd, 
To joy converted ev'ry ſmart, 
And plac'd a heaven in ev'ry heart. 


By thee we act, by thee ſuſtain, 
Thou ſacred antidote of pain! p 


At thy great nod the Alps * ſubſide, 


Reluctant rivers turn their tide; 

With all thy force Alcides warm'd, 
His hand againſt oppreſſion arm'd. 

By thee his mighty nerves were ſtrung, 
By thee his ſtrength for ever young; 


And whilſt on brutal force he preſs'd, 
His vigour with his foes increas'd. 


By thee, like Jove's almighty hand, 
Ambition's havock to withſtand, 
Timoleon þ roſe, the ſcourge of Fate, 
And hurld a tyrant from his tate ; 


The brother in his ſoul ſubdu'd, 


And warm'd the poniard in his blood; 


A ſoul by ſo much virtue fir'd, 
Not Greece alone, but Heav'n admir'd, 


But in theſe dregs of human kind, 


Theſe days to guilt and fear reſign'd, 


How rare ſuch views the heart elate! 5 
To brave the laſt extremes of fate ; | . 


* Alluding to the hiſtory of Hannibal. 
+ Timoleon, having long in vain importuned his brother to refign the de- 
mor of Corinth, at laſt reſtored the liberty of the people by ſtabbing him. 
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Like Heav'n's almighty Power, ſerene, 


With fix*d regard to view the ſcene, 
When Nature quakes beneath the ſtorm, 
And Horror wears it direſt form. 


Tho? future worlds are now deſcry'd, 


Tho? Paul has wnt, and Jeſus dy'd, 


Diſpell'd the dark infernal ſhade, 
And all the heaven of heavens diſplay'd : 


Curs'd with unnumber'd groundleſs fears, 
How pale yon ſhiv'ring wretch appears! 


For him the day-light ſhines in vain, 
For him the fields no joys contain; 


Nature's whole charms to him are loſt, 
No more the woods their muſick boaſt; 


No more the meads their vernal bloom, 
No more the gales their rich perfume: 


Impending miſts deform the ſky, 
And beauty withers in his eye. 
In hopes his terror to elude, 


By day he mingles with the crowd; 


Yet finds his ſoul to fears a prey, 

In buſy crowds, and'open day. 

If night his lonely walk ſurprize, 
What horrid viſions round him riſe! 
That blaſted oak, which meets his way, 
Shewn by the meteor's ſudden ray, 


The midnight murd'rer's known retreat, 


Felt Heaven's avengeful bolt of late; 
The claſhing chain, the groan profound, 
Loud from yon ruin'd tower reſound; 


And now the ſpot he ſeems to tread, 


Where ſome ſelf-flaughter'd corſe was laid; 
He feels fix'd earth beneath him bend, 
Deep murmurs from her caves aſcend ; 

Till all his foul, by Fancy ſway'd, 


Sees lurid phantoms croud the ſhade ; 
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While ſhrouded manes palely ſtare, 
And beckoning wiſh to breathe their care: 


Thus real woes from falſe he bears, 
And feels the death, the hel! he fears, 


O Thou! whoſe Spirit warms my ſong, 
With energy divinely ſtrong, 
Erect his ſoul, confirm his breaſt, 


And let him know the ſweets of reſt; 
Till ev'ry human pain and care, 


All that may be, and all that are, 


But falſe imagin'd ills appear, 
Beneath our hope, our grief, or fear. 
And, if I right invoke thy aid, 
By Thee be all my woes allay'd: 


With ſcorn inſtru me to defy 


Impoſing fear, and lawleſs joy; 
To ſtruggle thro' this ſcene of ſtrife, 
The pains of death, the pangs of life; 


With conſtant brow to meet my fate, 
And meet ſtill more, Euanthe's hate. 


i And when ſome ſwain her charms ſhall claim, 


Who feels not half my gen'rous flame; 
Whoſe cares her angel-voice beguiles, 
On whom ſhe bends her heav'nly ſmiles ; 
For whom ſhe weeps, for whom ſhe glows, 
On whom her treaſur'd ſoul beſtows ; 
When perfect mutual joy they ſhare, 


Ah! joy enhanc'd by my deſpair! 


Mix beings in each flaming kiſs, 


And bleſs'd, ſtill riſe to higher bliſs : 


Then, then, exert my utmoſt pow'r, 

And teach me being to endure; 

Left reaſon from the helm ſhould tart, 

And lawleſs fury rule my heart ; 

Leſt madneſs all my ſoul ſubdue, 

To aſk her Maker, © What doſt thou ?? 
be E 
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i ©: Fab couldft thou, in that dreadful hour, 
On my rack'd ſoul all Lethe pour; 

Or fan me with the gelid breeze, 
That chains in ice th' indignant ſeas; 

| Or wrap my heart in ten-fold ſteel ; 

1 _ I ſtill am man, and fill muſt feel. 


HENGIS T AND MEV. 


| * Haæc novimus eſſe nihil. 
| 


1 | N ancient 1 when Arthur reign'd, 
| Sir Elmer had no peer: 

| | | And no young knight in all the land 
The ladies lov'd fo dear. 


His ſiſter Mey, the faireſt maid PS 3 
Of all the virgin train, 5 
Won ev'ry heart at Arthur's court, 

But all their love was vain. 


In vain they lov'd, in vain they vow'd, 
HNer heart they could not move: 
Yet at the evening hour of pray'r 
Her mind was loſt in love. 


The abbeſs ſaw, the abbeſs knew, a 
And urg'd her to explain: 

O name the gentle youth to me, 
And his conſent I'll gain.“ 


Long 


A 


FI 


His hair is black as raven's wing, 


— Wy, vermuntrns > 
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Long urg'd, long tir'd, fair Mey reply d. 


« His name how can I ſay? ß 
An angel from the fields above 
© Has rapt my heart away. 


N 


But once, alas! and never more, 
His lovely form I f py'd, 

One evening, by the ſounding ſhore, 
© All by the greenwood Re. 


* 


His eyes to mine the love confeſs'd 

That glow'd with mildeſt grace; . ; 
His court! ly mien and purple veſt 
8 Beſpoke his princely race. 


* 


* 


But when he heard my brother's horn, — 
«* Faſt to his ſhips he fled : i 2 
Yet, while I ſleep, his graceful form Wi | 
« Still hovers round my bed. = | 


— 1 — 
2 — 2 


Sometimes, all clad in armour bright, 
© He ſhakes a warlike lance; 
And now, 1n courtly garments dight, 
He leads the ſprightly dance. 
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« His ſkin as Chriſtmas ſnow; _ 
His cheeks outvie the bluſh of morn, 
His lips like roſe-buds glow. 
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His limbs, his arms, his ſtature, ſhap'd 

© By Nature's fineſt hand; 
His ſparkling eyes declare him born 

© To love and to command,” 
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The live-long year fair Mey bemoan'd . 
Her hopeleſs pining love: EE 
But when the balmy ſpring return'd, 
And ſummer cloath'd the grove 3 . 


All round, by pleaſant Humber fide, 

Tue Saxon banners flew, 8 

And to Sir Elmer's caſtle · gates 
The ſpearmen came in view. 


15 Fair bluſh'd the n morn when Mey ! look'd o'er ; 


'The caſtle-wall ſo ſheen ; 3 
And, lo! the warlike Saxon youth 
Were ſporting on the green. 


There Hengiſt, Offa's eldeſt ſon, 
Lean'd on his burniſh'd lance; 
And all the armed youth around 
| Obey'd his manly glance. 


His locks, as black as raven's wing, 
| Adown his ſhoulders flow'd ; 
His cheeks outvied the bluſh of morn, | 
His Ups like roſe-buds glow'd. 


And FR the lovely form of Mey 

_ Has eaught his piercing eyes: 

He gives the ſign, the bands retire, 
While big with love he ſighs. | | 


O thou, for whom I dar'd the ſeas, 
And come with peace or war; 
5 Oh, by that croſs that veils thy — 
© Relieve thy lover's care! 


For 


"ME 
SW 
: IS 

4 2 
Ks! » £ 
x 

4 * 

„ 
8 
& # 
"2% 
—- 
"7 
753 , 
DIS | 75 
= 
_” 
_ 2 
_— 
| 8 
. 

1 x 

. 5 

a 

&x3 

b, — 5 

1 ; 
3 
EW 
Re 
o * Y 
Ea 
- 81 
27 
"<< 
- "x 
— 
* 4 * 
* "2 1 
1 

* N * 4 
* 

* 
: 1 

—. 
bY Es: 

«3 8 

« * 

© 1 
"A 

93 

— 
- "SS 
_ 

+ I 
4 + 

3 

+ * 
2 
th 
33 
* 
* 

\- 

1 

. 7 

a4 L 

3 8 

— BOS 
** 

>... 

ce x * 

_— 

x 4 

* | 3 

* TR 

i, 

Td Ll Fog 

* bs | 

, 7 

3 
1 

7 


N 


WO OR 


01 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY, 


For thee I'll quit my father's throne, 
4 With thee the wilds explore; on 
Or with thee ſhare the Britiſh crown, 

„With thee the croſs adore.” 


Beneath PR timorous virgin bluſh, 
With love's ſoft warmth ſhe glows : 


So, bluſhing thro” the dews of morn, 
Appears the opening roſe. 


*Twas now the hour of morning pray'r, 


When men their fins bewail ; 
And Elmer heard King Arthur's horn 


Shrill ſounding ee the dale. 


The pearly tears from: Mey" : bright eyes 


Like April dew-drops fell, 


When with a parting dear embrace 


Her brother bade farewel. 


The croſs with foarkling d diamonds bright, 


That veil'd her ſnowy breaſt, 


With pray'rs to Heav'n, her lily hands 


Have fix'd on Elmer 8 veſt, 


Now:. with five basel bowmen true, 


He's march'd acroſs the plain, 
Till with his gallant yeomandrie 
He join'd King Arthur's train. 


Full forty tliouſand Saxon ſpears 
Came glitt'ring down the hill, 
And with their ſhouts and elang of arms 
The diſtant vallies fill. 
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Old Offa, dreſs'd in Odin's garb, 


Aſſum'd the hoary god; 


And Hengiſt, like the warlike Thor, | 
Before the horſemen rode, 8 


| v. ith dreadfal rage the combat burns, 


The captains ſhout amain; 


And Elmer's tall victorious ſpear 


F ar . o'er the plain. 


0 ſtop it's courſe young Hengiſt flew 


Like lightning o'er the field; 


And ſoon his eyes the well kiiokn croſs 


On 1 8 veſt beheld. 


The lighted lover fell his breaſt 
His eyes ſhot living fire; 


And all his martial heat before, 


T 0 this was mild deſire. 


On his imagin'd rival's front 
With whirlwind ſpeed he preſs'd; 


And, glancing to the ſun, his ſword 


Reſounds on Elmer's creſt. 


The foe gave way, the princely youth | 
With heedleſs rage purſu'd ; 


Till, trembliag in his cloven helm, | 


Sir Elmer's javelin ſtood. | 


He bored his head, Jaw dropp'd his ſpear, © © 
The reins ſlipp'd through his hand; 

And, ſtain'd with blood, his ſtately corſe 
Lay breathleſs on the ſtrand. F 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


1 0 bear me off !* Sir Elmer cry'd: 


* Before my painful fight _ 
The combat ſwims—Yet Hengiſt's veſt 
© I claim, as victor's right.“ 


Brave Hengiſt's fall the Saxons ſaw, 
And all in terror fled, 


The bowmen to his caſtle gates 
The bold Sir Elmer led. 


. Oh! ! wat my wounds, my ſiſter dear, 


O pull this Saxon dart, 


« That whizzing from young Hengiſt's arm, 


c Has _—_ JEN my heart. 


* Yeti in my hall his veſt ſhall hang; 
© And Britons yet unborn, 


© Shall with the trophies of to-day 


© Their ſolemn feaſts adorn.” 


All trembling Mey beheld the veſt ; 
Oh, Merlin!” loud ſhe cry'd, 

« Thy words are true my ſlaughter'd love 
© Shall have a breathleſs bride? 3 | 


Oh! 1 Elmer, boaſt no more 
That low my Hengiſt lies! 

« Oh, Hengiſt, cruel was thine arm; 

My brother bleeds and dies! 


She ſpake — the roſes left her cheek, 
And life's warm ſpirits fled :. 


$0, nipp'd by winter's ling'ring blaſts, 


'The ſnow-drop bows the head. 
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© Oh—iill he lives—he ſmiles again; 


She ſpake—ſhe dy'd. The Saxon dart 


| Where i in the dale a moſs-grown croſs 
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Yet parting life one ſtruggle gave; 
She lifts her languid eyes: : 
Return, my Hengift ; oh! return : | 1 
My flaughter'd love!“ ſhe cries, 


With all his grace he moves: + ot 9 
I] come I come, where bow nor ſpeat = 
* Shall more diſturb our loves,” 


Was drawn from Elmer's fide ; 
And thrice he call'd his ſiſter Mey, 
And thrice he . and dy*d. 


O''erſhades an aged thorn, . 
Sir Elmer's and young Hengiſt's corſe EH | 8 
Were by the ſpearmen borne: ; 


And there, all clad in robes of white, 
With many a ſigh and tear, 
The village maids to Hengiſt's grave 
Did Mey's fair body bear. 


And there, at dawn and fall of day, 
All from the neighb'ring groves, 


The turtles wail in widow'd notes; 


And ſing their hapleſs loves. 


. e N | TH E 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 71 


THE BARD. 
BY MR. N ICHOLLS. 


LD was the year, and dreary clos'd the day, 
Nor moon, nor ſtars, diſpens'd one chearful ray: 
The north wind whiſtled through the lofty row'rs, 
Driving the rattling rain in pond'rous ſhow'rs; 
Whilft the tall oaks, which fenc'd the caſtle round, 
Shrunk from the tempeſt with a hollow ſound, 
The melancholy bird, that reigns alone, 
Affrighted, left her ſolitary throne, 
And on a turret perch'd, in Warwick's cars 
Flutter'd her pl umes, and ſhriek'd her boding fears. 
The chace-tir'd baron, and his nodding train, 
Start from their ſlumbers at the piercing ſtrain: 
* Rouze, rouze, he cry'd; © with Malmſey fill the bowl ! 
< Be dullneſs baniſh'd—till the curfew's knoll 
* Summons my friends and vaſſals to withdraw, 
From mirth and wine, to beds of freſh laid ftraw *, 
More torches bring; let num'rous lights diſplay 
© A blaze to emulate the beams of day. | 
The hoary minſtrel to our board invite, | 
0 His ſongs ſhall charm the terrors of the night; : 
$ Nor the rude winds invade us, whilſt he ſings, 
In lofty ſtrains, of Cimru's ancient kings!“ 
Fill'd were the bowls. The hall, bedeck'd with ſpoils, 
The bright atchievements of his martial toils, 
Soon to the gueſts a double luſtre yields, 
By ſtrong reflection from the burniſh'd ſhields. 
Cloſe by the baron's fide the harp was plac'd, 
That harp which once Llewellyn? s court had grac'd, 


Fs... 


However harſh this may ſound to a modern ear, in the old Britiſh court 
it was the buſineſs of the dryſawer, or porter, to provide ſtraw for all the beds 
in the palace; and this cuſtom of making beds merely of ſtraw continued in 
the royal bed-chamber of England even to the concluſion of the — 
century. WHITAXER 's HISTORY of MANCHBSTER. 

Hence the commen ſaying, that a woman is in the Prew, when the is in 
child- bed. 

Nor 


His limbs were bare, once us'd to mountain ſnow, 


15 
* 
: 
N 
8 
by 
5 
. 
2 
3 
b 


72 BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


Nor yet the mirth began, but waited ftill 
For him who touch'd the wire with magick fill, 
Slow was his ſtep, who oft on Snowden ſung, 
A Bard thrice honour'd by the old and young; 
His ſilver brows a filken fillet grac'd, | : 
His beard hung waving to his girdled waiſt; 1 
Erect in figure, and of comely mien, — 
Tho? fifty years twice told the ſeer had ſeen : 
A ruilet kirtle hung below his knees,  _ 
Where juſt appear'd a coat of fable frieze; 


And thongs of leather brac'd his ſhoes below: 

Ent'ring, he bow'd, with dignity and grace; 

And, greeting all, by Warwick took his place. 
Now to King Edward * were the goblets grown 'd, 

And now Philippa's health went briſkly round, 

Whilſt the hall ſounded with a loud acclaim, 

For inſpiration dwelt upon her name. 

Her matciuets worth the men of Calais knew, . 

When, her ficrce Edward's anger to ſubdue, 5 | 8 

The pearly treaſures of her eye prevail'd, IN | 5 

Where een the fav'rite's + ſupplication fail'd; 

And ftout St. Pierre, whoſe truly honour'd name 

Shall live for ever in the rolls of Fame, 

The brave Waſſants, with thoſe deſerving few, 

The trueſt ſubjects Gallia ever knew, 

Reſcu'd from death, the royal ſuppliant ſends, 

With gifts and pardon, to their drooping friends, 

A calm of ſilence now ſucceeds the ms. | 

Which Howel knew the ſignal to begin. 

After ſome graces on the tuneful wire, 

Some martial ſymphonies, the ſoul to fire, 

Bowing complacent to the noble throng, 

The rev'rend minſtrel thus began his ſong. 

S Edward III. | 

4 Sir Walter Manny, a brave knight, much reſets by Edward III. 
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0 Hark! from Plinlimmon, *tis the claſh of arms; 5 

ec No Cambria” 8 fons, by brave- Llewellyn Hed,” 9 

tc And noble David, form'd for War's alarms, IHE Al 
oh Struggle for freedom, where their fathers pled. 


0 Lo! | lice they come!” lifting | to heav'n their I 
„And hark! what clangor rends the vaulted Mes 1. 
20 See where they ſtrive ! alas, how great my fears! 
«© Now, now, they conquer, and De Fanny flies: 


ce Again the tongue © Terror wounds the ar) ; | : 

e Hark, how von matron on th empurpled plain, 4 

„ Wails to behold her lang- 10% d dying heir 
0 GPs a pale father as Omer lain! E 


\ 


„%%% / A we bee ee bee. 
cc Amongſt the fall'n, her youthful partner ſacks; * 


cc E'en now ſhe finds him: ali, unhappy fair! my 
« In vain vou bathe his blood-forſaken cheeks, b 


4 Oh, that wels BIA iatsſline wepe no ure TR 7 | 
M0 That mighty Edward would with Gies lege, ES 
*© Direct his vengeance to the Gallick ſhore; | | 
„ And LOR baſe Valois for each vile nee 


« O come; ſweet Lees ſeraphick SHO come, ten Ys 


& And plant thine olive in our hoſtile iſle ; 
© Blunt the ſharp faulchion, and unbrace the drum, | - 


«© That dimpled Love may with the graces ſinile, 3 


«« Forgotten Commerce then ſhall ſoon revive, 

At Hymen's fane the maid ſhall give her hand; _ : 
«« Beneath thy reign ſhall Agriculture thrive, 

« And arts aud ſcience flouriſh through the land. 


— o goddeſs 


— 
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0 O goddeſs come! for thou haſt pow'r alone - 


«© To heal my much-lov'd country's bleeding woes 5 2 
« To fix my prince upon his rightful throne, 
«« And bid his brethren ceaſe to be his foes.” 


Thus, for my heart was rent with ſorrows keen, 
Sang I, with other bards, the ſong of ruth; 
Thus, for mine eyes beheld each mournful ſcene, 

Fang I, by Sabrine, in the prime of youth. _. 


In vain we ſang ; no friendly pow'r was near, 
No hand of friendſhip pointed to redreſs : 
e sure, woes like ours demand a gentle tear 5 + 
© Of thoſe who breaths a * for man's diſtreſs,” 1 4 


Thus to his harp, hilft ev'ry tongue; was Kill, 
Sang hoary Howel of the oak-clad hill; 
Whilſt burſting tears his aged eyes o'erflow, 
Tears ſympathetick of his former woe. 
Nor paus'd he long, ere, raptur'd with the frrain, > 
The mighty Warwick bid him ftrike again: 
| Of bold Llewellyn fing, nor fear to tell; 
| How oft he conquer'd, and how nobly fell, 
VB And if my bard would charm the liſt'ning throng, 
© Let him not fail to lengthen out the ſong.” 
So ſpake the baron; and the rev'rend man . 
While all attentive wait, his ſong began. 


Ah, fickle Fortune! wav'ring as the wind! 

14M Nothing's inconſtant when compar'd to thee; 3 

* And wretched mortals, for thy ſport deſign'd, 
Are doom'd thro? life to taſte uncertainty, 


* The artleſs bird, entrap'd by wanton boys, 
© Exults with rapure if ſhe ſcapes the ſnare; 
If captive made again, forgets her joys, 
And feels a double portion of deſpair. 


x 


© $0 'tis with us, the hapleſs ſons of Woe, 
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< Lifted by Fortune we at ills deride ; 
Till adverſe Fate directs ſome deadly blow, 
'« To mark the impotence of human pride. 


Now Prince Llewellyn, and his conq'ring train, 


£ Britain's own hardy ſons, a choſen crew, 
© Recruit their numbers on th? enſanguin'd plain, 
And thro? the dale the flying foe purſue, 


„Swift he purſu'd, as the fierce mountain pard, 
In Africk's deſarts holds his prey in view; 

Till where rude Aberfraw his paſſage barr'd 
Wich ſturdy oaks, which erſt the Druids knew. 


„Forth from theſe oaks a wayward Siſter came; 
« Blear were her eyes, and palſied were her hands; 


© Her crutch ſhe rais'd, then call'd the prince by name, 


And cried, I wait to do thy dread commands.” 


4 Halt!” was the word; it flew thro' ev'ry rank, 
* And all was quiet as the dead of night, 

© When not a breeze diſturbs the reed-bed dank, 
Or moves the pine upon the mountain's height. 


5 Alas, weak prince! and weak is ev'ry one 
Who looks into the book of future things; 
From ſuch a conduct, to the wiſe tis known, 
« Deception follows, and misfortune ſprings, 


e Halt!” was the word; and all around was Mll, 
© When thus the chief, the trait'rous hag beſpoke ; 


é Say (if the Deſtinies afford thee ſkill) 


| Fe Shall I ſucceed, Or bear Aa tyrant's yoke 202 
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« Purſue thy courfs,' the beldam ſtraight reply d; 

«© Through London ſtreets, which thou doſt wiſh to tread, 
72 Llewellyn ſhall e'er long i in triumph ride, | 
With a gay e crown upon his princely] head, 1 


« She ſaid; and ſoon' the form was loſt in air: 

Wo Pleas'd with. her tale, Llewellyn onward. mov'd; 
With equal zeal, nor troops nor leaders ſpare, 0 
* To meet the battle with the oven they lov'd. 


© Between two ber hills*, whoſe lofty tops. 5 
leave the black cloud that bends with pond'rous free, 
© Far ſpreads a vale, bedight with vernal croßs, 
c der i ied wich learn e flow, to Severn's courſe, 
125 There ip the Engliſh Ines i in bright array, 
« With fiery Mortimer, a val'rous knight; 
« Theſe Prince Llewellyn, by the break of FOR 
AM Sow, from the mountain, and nene 


_ 


=] 


The ſinew'd. kong bos were by Ro@rick led, 
Men who ne'er drew the twanging:ſtring in vain; 
Wide ſpread. the pikes, with David at their head, 

- And brave Llewellyn led ths e ala. 

Theſe drew their keen-edg'd. weapons bed in n blood, 
By David ſwore. (their tutelary ſaint) . 
To bathe their bodies in the erimſon fiood;. 1 

Ere they would yield to Mortimer's reſtraint. 


— 


2 


O God of battles! how -I grieve to think 

| That thoſe of kin ſhould- hem each other down; 
That ſuch high blood the thirſty; earth ſhould. ink. 

i F "Fo or Fn 1 aden. and the (RycTanoNn 1 


* 


* * Phaillywon ws Moylradian 
1 © Yet 
ow + 


N 
Were 
— 


* 9282 be _ 
n 1 . * 1 L 4 1 Saad N . E444 uy 5 ok, 3 18 K . 
_—_—_ 5 , COOL n:! ¾ ».. ᷣͤ A . * . ” e n 
9 A EEG Eos 0 5 ee e Ae bo Ad Gr get Vf ä 
, N Ne 3 L834 * P 3. a SSM _ . 2 hae F BEG „ 2 Ny ag . 2 e 
| 2 a Uo OE EF ON ß I RO 49 I OO 1 | : cc = e oo CS 
we wi; eee n JJC % T 1 Y nee _ * r 85 GR 
* 5 To . TT Eo ee tn Ol Ca Bop, FC Et in a bt ar tos yt * 6" hoe ö n dons Sree rh 5 N — 22 . 6 r 
TVT : Ide T ae ee Ae Ct TO - „ JJ. ð⅛ d u AERIE > - . 
A JJJJJ%JVJJVJVJVJVVJVVV%CCCCCCCCC(CCCCC˙˙•˙ •˙ % CCC c EE OED an Taes- N 3 + 
. * E J EO inde on DOG A DI 3 . 5 2 
. n ESE” Y : + ** * ; 8 N : 
: / — * 
0 s 5 7 % 
% 


2 * 0 1 A 1 9 e . 8 - 5 : * Ng N 1 ' % 88 > 3 
. » „ n * N 8 Ro . CT IN. oY ok 3 2 P * Fab" IP + —__ e 
p 2 PP 2 23 FS re Ns = 4s 4 S dt 3% SS $5 eee K 1 TA 3 3 2 — n 2 RR — 1 
5 A . SMES: » Dit z %% ĩ·m- ]ð ᷣ ]ð Cer . ̃ 8 ; 3 * ccc 5 ••½Vnn„„„ . ˙eà IM 
f N . F Ks 8 r N wk 2 6 Fi 4 $ . 3 > * — n e 1 T ps 3 

2 1 \ W 1 8 EL) $444 Ay 4809. 2 Cr - {5% Hd 4 » * * « * * 2 8 hk a "i » 2 N 1 „ Bol” Co 4 8 © 

S 7 F 2 * 892 LOH 10 " 8 8 5 2 PE 2 att ay W 233 4 * DE 4”... 15 $ 1 7 — 1 & 

Et i 1 9 e 2 . N n IOW * A 3 Po . 6 2 Forty If 7 - 2 — : 4 
bf WE R 1 3 FFP 0 ⅛ .. ß . AY 3 by ; : - F 8 

c S De 6 a9 . 2 . e 3 25 EF. 2 » 

. Ne, r =. bo ES; 5 . N g 7 5 GH, ths © 7 v 
: . . : % - 


MT 
s 


r 
5 Nee . * 


N TEAR? 
EET 0 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 77 


Vet why were Cimru's honeſt ſons miſus'd, 
© By lordly marchers, inſolent and vain! 

F Why were their necks with galling yokes abus'd, 
And why did Edward * let . ſtill complain! 


* Reſtleſs Ambition can no rival dart ; 

Her flame in Edward's breaſt the fiend had blown; ; 
6 And oft he wiſh'd Llewellyn's rightful ſhare 

| of rich dominion added to his own, 


"3 


a Nor this alone: the noble peerleſs maid; 
© Great Leiceſter's daughter, to the prince affy'd, 
* Was baſely to the Englich court convey'd, 
As on her way to be Llewellyn's bride. 


- 


Robb'd of his love, expos'd. to baſe controul, 
Daily inſulted by the tools of ſtatez 
A tempeſt gather'd in his princely: ſoul, 

GE Big with revenge and: unrelenting hate. 


:x® 


74 Firm in his people charts Llewellyn reign'd, 
I (The ſtrongeſt bulwark royalty can claim!) 
All felt his wrongs, and thoſe to battle train'd,. 


6 * Haſten to arms, with more than Roman flame. 


a 


3 


Leaders approv'd, the progeny of kings, 

_ © Cimru to better ſpirits ne*er gave breath: 

"Theſe moſt alert led up the vet'ran wings, 

4 And bar'd their rough fronts to the fave of death. 


— A 


For Liberty, like theſe, who would not ſtrive; 
Or who, like them, to danger would not fly? 
In bondage vile what hero would ſurvive? 

| 70 live a dave, is ev ry Hour to die! 


3. % 


* Edward I. 
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78 BEAUTIES Or POETRY. 
© Full oft I've ſeen, in ſultry Virgo's reign, 
* Contending clouds beſpread the welkin o'er; 


Now rudely meet, and now retire again, 
* While Nature trembled at the mighty roar. 


© Such was the onſet, ſuch, the dreadful ſound; 
In vain the Bard deſcribes it in his lay : 
Fancy muſt picture to the gueſts around, 
The conflict dire, and horrors of that day. 


_ © The conſcious ſun, beneath the weſtern ky, 

All ſadly red, forfook the bloody plain; 
- © Foreboding fatal deſolation nigh, = 

Pregnant with horrors, a malignant train! 


« The night, aſham'd that thoſe of human birth, 
© Like favage beaſts, ſhould by each other bleed, 


«© Spread wide her ſable veil *twixt heaven and earth, 


s Cov'ring with darkneſs the unnat'ral deed, 


Hard is the buſineſs of the man of arms, 
© Little his profit, ſave nncertain fame; 
F F or ever ſubject to a thouſand harms, 
o And I Og to _—_—_ from ſhame! 


8 Thrice happy We upon tho mountain bred, 
Who ſeeks no foes, but ſuch as ſeek his fold3 
85 Who aſks no laurels to adorn his head, 

© Who craves no fame, nor idly thirſts for gold! 


« He fears no ſhackles, dreads no victor's feorn, 
Content he pipes beneath the hazel ſhade ; 
His greateſt joy to view, from morn to morn, 


His blithſome ewes and lambkins crop the glade. 
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| BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


At ſultry noon to ſeek the cooling ſpring, 
© To feed content upon his homely fare, 

© Whilſt all around the woodland. chaunters ſing, 
Nor feel a wiſh a better fate to ſhare. 


8 


At eve to ſolacę ver the beechen can, 


A. 


Or toils to come, or future ſports to plan, 


Or ſing of her who moſt employs his thought. 


* 


And happieſt he, with humble means content, 
© To whom, by no falſe carping cares poſſeſs d, 

Sweet ſleep ſucceeds a day in virtue ſpent, 

Nor phantoms follow to diſturb his reſt, | 


Not fo the hoſts whom night had mantled o'er ; 
Each to a faſtneſs took his weary'd way, 
« Reſolving to renew the fight once more, 


Ere the dull bat forſook the dawn of day.” 


And now th* enfeebled Bard, by toil ſubdu'd, 
Indulgence claim'd, ere he his ſtrain renew'd ; 
The grateful baron gave him loud applauſe, 
And thanks and waſſel fill'd the granted pauſe, 
Thrice had the Malmſey goblet paſs'd around, 
And ſilence ſeem'd again to reign profound, 
When, in a ſober and majeſtick mood, 

T he venerable bard his theme . 


The lark his morning carol had forgot, 
No ſong- bird warbled from the bloom-deck'd by; 

e No ſwallow twitter'd from the low-built cot, 
« To greet the harbinger of coming day. 


© With humble ruſtics, like himſelf untaught ; 


80 "BEAUTIES OF tanke 
No bfi whiſtled with his team to plough, | 
© Or wander'd blitheſome to the cowſlip dale; 
0 The buxom maiden, want to milk the cow, 
© Forbore to ſeek the treaſures of the pail. | 


1. © The hunter, who was us'd to top the mound, 
And greet his fellows with the chearful born, 
6 Urg'd not the chace, but wiſely kept the hound 
© Securely kennel'd from the chearleſs morn. 


. Black lour'd the welkin, when the daun began, 
Pouring a deluge of wide-ſpreading rain; 
And not a creature, fave obdurate man, 
_ © Forſook the friendly covert for the plain. 


— _— * 2 
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Nor whelming torrents, nor impending fate, 
Could check the Britons in their fierce career: 
© Urg'd by revenge, and ſtimulated hate, 
The Cambrian leaders on the hills appear. 


„ And ſtraight, in firm and martial form artay'd, 

© The ſongs of Cadwald charm'd them from diſmay # 
This drew the bow, and that the ſhiving blade, 

« Whilſt all impatient wait-the deadly fon: 


c But Engliſh prudence kept the ſhelter ſtill, 
© Until the clouds forſook the azure ſky: 

© Then forth they came ; and we deſcend the hill, 
8 Reſoly'd to conquet, or fot freedom die! 


| 40 0 that ſome gentle Dow's had ftepp'd between! 
Some friendly pow'r, that feels for human woe 3 
© $6 had not havock drawn the deadly ſcene, 

© That ſtill can bid the tear of pity flow! 


© Joon 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY, 
c Joon as Prince Rod'ric ſaw their banners riſe, | 

Fierce as the eagle darts upon his prey, 
«£ He with the right wing to the valley flies, «þ 
The coming of the Engliſh lines to ſtay. 


The Engliſh lines ſoon trod the fatal plain, 

© I with my brethren ſaw the glitt'ring fight; 
Our harps we ſtruck, the phalanx to ſuſtain, 

And martial melody urg'd on the fight, 


The Cambrian firong-bows gan with clamour loud; 1 5 

© The Engliſh archers drew their arrows ſraight, e 9 
KReturning ſwift a dark and dreadful cloud, 1 
The winged meſſengers of ruthleſs fate. . 


© But all in vain the Britons drew the bow, 
For not an arrow to the foe was ſent; 

£ And now, tao late, the fatal cauſe they know, 

Why all their valour muſt in vain be ſpent. 


— 
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© Too late, alas! the fatal cauſe they knew; 
* *Twas madneſs, ſure, to brave the torrent's courſe ! 
»The finewy firing that bent the ſtubborn yew, =. 
F. The ſtorm relaxing, robb'd of half it's force. eee 
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The Engliſh bows, with care ſecur'd from rain, | 
© Now did their duty with a ſure W 5 9 
* Whilſt the ill-fated Britons urge in Fun 

And dearly pay the forfeit of — 


F Now cloſe the left wing, and the furious main; 

Spears claſh'd with ſpears, and flaming: . blaz'd ; 

The vert was mantled with a crimſon ſtain; ;, 
And ev'ry arm was for deſtruction rais dwꝙ. 


L 5 ; | 1 2 5 7 „n, c Back 
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1 8 Back to the perilous charge the . flew z 
Full well they fought their honour to regain; 

© And many a crimſon ſtream of blood they drew, 
of To waſh AWAY the eee ſtain,” 


7 


8 © But Mortimer, with more than 3 pow” T. 
Calling his truſty archers to his aid, 
On brave Llewellyn ſent a fatal ſhow? Kc. 
2 And half his numbers on the held were laid. 


© Yet fill he ſtrove, ſtill dar'd the pow'rful foes, 

j | For liberty he fought, his right of birth; 

i Nor, but with life, his freedom would forego, 
c The choĩceſt bees mortals know on earth! | 


2 But ah | in vain was ev ry effort tryꝛd, 
© Nor their juſt cauſe or valorous deeds avail'd ; 
F * Slaughter” 8 deſtruction-dealing arm ſpread wide, 
* And Cambria's enemies at length prevail d. 


« A ſhaft, by Fate ſelected from the ref, | 
* Full-fledg'd, and pointed with well-temper'd tel 
* Bury'd it's pheon in Llewellyn) s* breaſt, 
© The deadlieſt blow that Cimru's ſons ould feel + 
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- When thus the Britons faw their leader fall, 
| © Rod'ric no more, and half their fellows. "=" | 
And ijound reſiſtance would but riſk their all, -. 
6 With David they the hills once more regain, 


2 — — — 


— — — — —— —— — — 
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5 Fluſh'd with ſaccebs, the Engliſh victors flew - 
2 Where er the Britons ſhelter ſought from harm; 0 

No peace they found, no hour of reſt they knew, 
0 But terror dire, and ev'ry rude alarm. 


_ n was * TAs two thouſand of his Lecople put to the ſword. 


{ 


£ Soon 
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0 $60 v was the beldathe's ; prophecy fulfill d, 

* The hag that ghaſtly ſmil'd while ſhe miſled ; 
+ She who in Deſtiny's dark book was ſkilPd, 
The witch of Aberfraw, the country's dread: 


For ſtraight a knight, by ſuch a deed diſprac'd, 
« Sever'd the fallen, bleeding hero's head, 
And on a ſtaff with envious malice plac'd 


: The rifled horours of the mighty dead; 


+ A ſpeedy e took the gory prize, 


* To Edward's capitol *twas ſoon convey'd ; 
t Thro' Lud's high Sate (a feaſt for cruel eyes dy 
+ Twas borne, 1 in mock * af d. 


With paper cio d, that fear-inlyicia 2 brow, 
© (Which erſt the rabble trembled to behold) 
© Alas! was held to meanef inſult now; 


© Though Virtue wept when' er his tale was 4 


Their prifee thüs flain, arid mangled like à beaſt, 


© Sadly the Britons mourn'd, but mourn'd in vain ; 
| * 


For each revolving moon their ills incteas'd, 


© Without a diſtant hope to ſoothe their pain. 


© Wearied at length with aggravated woe, 
© By friends deſerted, and opprefs'd with age, 
prince David yields him to his country's foe, 
And falls the victim of inſatiate rage. 


. High on the towu- gates * were his quarters plac'd, 
Where Severn laves along the fertile ſhore ; 


A deed which mark'd the victor with diſgrace, 


And ſhall, till time and record be no more. 


® Shrewſbury. 
L 
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8 oh! that a ſoy? reign prinee of ſuch renown, 
A delegate of Him who wrought our grace, 
* Should thus, in ſtriving for his lineal crown, 
Be butcher'd like a traitor vile and baſe ! 


Nor here did Edward's vengeful malice reſt : 5 
Our aged bards, whoſe ſilver locks might move 
The moſt obdurate, e'en the ſavage breaſt, 
To ſhew regard, and reverential love; 


| © 'Theſe were collected by a fair pretence, 
At Snowden's foot, in a ſequeſter'd dell; 
Where, moſt unjuſtly, and without offence, 
© Unpity'd, and unwept, the victims fell! 


© Save me, the youngeſt of the tuneful train, 
More light of foot than any then alive: 
I ſnatch'd my harp, and fled acroſs the plain, 
Swift as the bee at morning leaves the hive. 


In vain purſuit, o'er many an oak-crown'd hill, 
Through deep moraſſes, and the woodland dale, 

In many a winding maze I led them ſtill, 
And live to tell the melancholy tale. 


Till when my patron, noble Warwick, came, 

Led by the creſted ſtag and following hound, 

© I liv'd bereft of fortune, friends, and fame, 
And means of life by honeſt labour found. 


+ Well I remember, how he firſt beheld, 
And ſtood aſtoniſh'd at th' unuſual ſcene ; 
Well I remember he my fears expell'd, 
c Whey thus he * complacent and ſerene: 


% Whoe'e: 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 35 
« Whoe'er thou art, thy looks beſpeak _—_ 175 : 
« And Warwick freely offers thee his hand; 


0 virtue ſhall never languiſh for reward, 
„% While I have pow'r, and fortune at command.” 


c Straight, at thy bidding, from my cell I came, 
Took this companion of my youth along, 
| © Which at the Stethva * won the wreath of fame, 
When ſweeter meaſures waited on my ſong ; 


When ver the chords, hke fire, my fingers ran, 
And dealt ſuch heart-felt harmony around, 


Ta That pallid Envy to admire began, 
And flinty Av'rice melted at the ſound ; 


When — but no more—if doth not well beſeem, 
To ſing too highly of our own deſerts— 
I left my humble 8 by the ſtream, 
* follow'd thes, the idol of our hearts. 


6 Foſter'd by thee, within this i fair, 
« For many a year, in much eſteem I've dwelt ; ; 


© And never knew a pang of galling care, 
E Save what for Cambria's former woes I felt. F 


x Fortune with ample gifts attends me ſtill, Os 0 
I who was erſt ſo much her wanton ſport. 1 

c This! is the tale of Howel of the hill, i 

0 The laſt remains of dete Llewellyn's court.” 5 | Mn | 


* eech, a place of meeting of the Britiſh poets and Win ini for trial 
of their excellency in poetry and muſick, where the victor had his reward, | ) 
(uſually a filyer harp) and was crowned with bays, as appears by M, Drayton * 
and Mn. Selden, | þ 


« 


Now 


13 EA TIES of POETRY, 
. | Now ſtruck the curfew, when the mellow throng 
$ Prais'd the kind Bard, and thank'd him for his ſong: 

Each to his pillow took the neareſt way, 
And ſlept till Chanticleer proclaim'd the days 


5 A PINDARICK ODEs 
BY. MR. GRAY. 
„ | 
'U IN ſeine thee, ruthleſs 7 1 
X © Confuſion on thy banners wait! 
a Tho- fann'd by Conqueſt's crimſon wing, 
They mock the air with idle ſtate. 
Helm, nor hauberk's twiſted mail, 
Nor e' en thy virtues, tyrant, ſhall avail, 
Jo fave thy ſecret ſoul from nightly fears, 
From Cambria's curſe, from Cambria's tears!“ 
Such were the ſounds, that o'er the creſted pride 
Of the firſt Edward ſcatter'd wild diſmay, 
As down the ſteep of Snowden's ſhaggy ſide 
He wound with toilſome march his long array. 
Stout Glo'ſter * ſtood aghaſt in ſpeechleſs trance: 
c To arms ! 1 ry d Mortimer t, and couch'd his quiy nag lance. 


: . 
On a rock, whoſe haughty brow 


Frowns o'er old Conway's foaming flood, 
Rob'd in the ſable garb of woe, 


With arent eyes the Poet ſtood; . 


* Gilbert De Clare, furnamed the Red, Earl of 8 a Hertford, 
ſon-in-law to King Edward. \ 


+ Edmond De Mortimer, Lord of Wigmore. 
They were both lords-marchers, whoſe lands lay on the borders of Wales, 
and probably accompanied the ad in this expedition. 


(Looſe 
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¶Looſe his beard, and hoary hair — F 
Stream'd, like a meteor, to the troubled air) 0 
And with a maſter's hand, and prophet's fire, „ | 
Struck the deep ſorrows of his > ; Wes j 
Hark how each giant oak, and deſart cave, 0 58 

| 


£ Sighs to the torrent's awful voice beneath! 
Ober thee, O king! their hundred arms they Wave, 
Revenge on thee in hoarfer murmurs breathe ; 
Vocal no more, fince Cambria's fatal day, 
E: To  high-borg Hoel's harp, or ſoft Llewellyn” 8 lay. | 2 q 
. Jo — 
Ss Cold i 18 Cadwallo? s tongue, 
c That huſh'd the ſtormy main; 
U | Brave Urien ſleeps ypon his craggy bed: 
— Mountains, ye mourn in vain. 
- Modred, whoſe magick ſong 
i Made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud- top'd h head. - 
c On dreary Avon' 5 ſhore they lie, 
© Smear*d with gore, and ghaſtly pale: 
Far, far aloof th affrighted rayens fail ; 
The famiſh'd eagle 5 ſcreams, and paſſes by. 
f Dear, loſt companions of my tuneful art, 
c Dear, as the light that viſits theſe ſad eyes, 
7 Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my heart, 
5 Ye dy'd amidſt your dying country”: $ Cries - "4 
No more I weep. They do not ſleep. 
On yonder cliffs, a grieſly band, 
* I ſee them ſit; they linger yet, 
6 * Avengers of their native land. 


o 


f 


#* Cambden and others obſerve, that eagles uſed annually to build their 
atrie among the rock: of Snowden, which from thence (as ſome think) were 
named by the Welch Craigian- eryri, or the crags of the eagles. At this day 
(1 am told) the higheſt point of Snowden is called the eagle's net. That bird 
is certainly no ſtranger to this iſland, as the Scots, and the people of Cumber- 
Jand, Weſtmoreland, &c. can teſtify: it even has built it's neſt in the Peak 
of Derbyſhire, See WiL.LouGKHBY's OaNIiTHOLOGY, publiſhed by Rar. 


2 With 
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With me in dreadful harmony they j join, 
; And weave *, 1 bloody hands, the tiſſue of thy line.“ 
8 
c Weave the warp, and weave the woof, 
«© The winding-ſheet of Edward's race: 
6 Give ample room, and verge enough, 
«© The characters of hell to trace. 
* Mark the year, and mark the night, 
«© When Severn ſhall re-echo with affright 1 
« The ſhrieks of death, thro? Berkley's roofs that ring, 
«© Shrieks of an agonizing king #! 
„ She-Wolf of France t, with unrelenting fings, 
<© That tear'ſ the bowels of thy mangled mate, 
% From thee be born, who o'er thy country hangs 
The ſcourge of Heav'n $. What terrors round him wait! 
«© Amazement in his van, with F light combin'd, | 
FF And Sorrow” s faded form, and Solitude behind. 
55 
25 Mighty victor, mighty lord, 
« Low on his funeral out he Kos lj! 
No pitying heart, no eye, afford 
« A tear to grace his obſequies. 5 
«« Is the ſable warrior © fled ? 
Thy ſon is gone. He reſts among che dead. 
«« The ſwarm, that in thy noon-tide beam were horn 
«© Gone to ſalute the riſing morn, 
% Fair laughs the morn tt, and ſoft the zephyr blows, 
«© While proudly riding o'er the azure realm, 
In gallant trim the gilded veſſel goes; 
5 Youth on the prow, and Pleaſure at the helm; : 
* See the Norwegian Ode, that follows. | 
+ Edward the Second, cruelly butchered in Berkley Caſtle, 


1 Ifabel of France, Edward the Second's adulterous queen. 
S Triumphs of Edward the Third in France. 
Death of that king, abandoned by his children, and even 8 in Hie 
laſt moments by his courtiers and his miſtreſs. 
q Edward the Black Prince, dead ſome time before his father. 


11 Magnificence of Richard the Second's reign. See FRron1SSARD, and 
other cantemporary writers, 


* Regardleſs 


te Regardleſs of the ſweeping whirlwind's ſway, 
45 That, huſh'd i in grim repoſe, expects his evening bey. 
| e N 
« P in high the ſparkling bowl “, 
«© The rich repaſt prepare; 
6 Reft of a crown, he yet may ſhare the feaſt: 
* Cloſe by the regal chair 
Fell Thirſt and Famine ſcowl 
rA baleful ſmile upon their baſed oueſt; 
„Heard ye the din of battle bray + ; 
40 Lande to lance, and horſe to horſe? 
Long years of havock urge their deſtin'd courſe, 
And thro” the kindred ſquadrons mow their way. 
cc Ye towers of Julius t, London's laſting ſhame, 
« With many a foul and midnight murder fed, 
« Revere his conſort's 5 faith, his father's || fame, 
c And ſpare the meek uſurper's ¶ holy head. 
& Above, below, the roſe of ſnow, 
« 'Twin'd with her bluſhing foe, we ſpread: 
«© The briſtled boar tt, in infant-gore, 
C Wallows beneath the thorny ſhade. 
« Now, brothers, bending o'er th' accurſed loom, 
« Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify his doom. 
Richard the Second (as we _ told by Archbiſhop Scroop and the confe- 


Exon | is of much later date. 
+ Ruinous civil wars of York and Lancaſter. + 
1 Henry the Sixth, George Duke of Clarence, Edward FO Fifth, Richard 


The oldeſt part of that ſtructute is vulgarly attributed to Julius Cæſar. 

5 Margaret of Anjou, a woman of heroick ſpirit, who ſtruggled hard to 
ſave her huſband and her crown, 

Henry the Fifth. 


Henry the Sixth very near being canonized, Thee of Lancaſter had 


no right of inheritance to the crown. 
It The filver boar was a badge of Richard the Third; whence he was 
a n! in his own time by the name of the Boar. 


rn. 
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derate lords in their manifeſto, by Thomas of Walſingham, and all the older 
writers) was ſtarved to death, The ory of his aſſaſſination by '5 Sir Piers of 


| vac of York, &c. believed to be murdered ſecretly in the Tower of London. 


— — ͤ—————— —— — 
— — — — — 


„ Bret oe ITT > 5 
—W 


96 BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
| III. 1. 
c« Edward, lo! to ſudden fate 
% (Weave we the woof. The thread is ſpun.) 
% Half of thy heart we conſecrate “. 

L The web is wove. The work is dehe.“) 
Stay, O ſtay! nor thus, forlorn, 8 
Leave me unbleſs'd, unpity'd here to mourn : 
In yon bright track, that fires the weſtern ſkies, 

© They melt, they vaniſh from my eyes. 
But, oh! what ſolemn ſcenes on Snowden's height, 
© Deſcending ſlow, their glitt'ring kirts unrol? 
© Viſions of glory, ſpare my aching fight ; 
ve unborn ages, croud not on my foul ! 
No more our fong-loft Arthur 4 we bewail. 
5 All hail, 75 genuine Hop: 3 Britannia's iſſue, hail ! 
Tm 
C Girt ai many a Baron bold, 
Sublime their ſtarry fronts they rear; 
© And gorgeous dames, and ſtateſmen old, 
© In bearded majeſty appear. 
In the midſt a form divine! 
Her eye proclaims her of the Briton line; 
Her lion port 5, her awe-commanding face, 
* N ſweet to virgin grace. 
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* Eleanor of Caſtile died a for years after the conqueſt of Wales, The 
heroick proof ſhe gave of her affeQion for her lord is well known. The mo- 
numents of his regret, and ſorrow for the loſs of her, are ſtill to be ſeen at 
Northampton, Geddington, Waltham, and other places. 

+ It was the common belief of the Welch nation, that King Arthur was 
Aill alive in Fairy-Land, and ſhould return again to reign over Britain. | 

| t Both Merlin and Talieſſin had prophefied, that the Welch ſhould regain | 
their ſovereignty over this iſland ; which ſeemed to be n in the 
Houſe of Tudor. 0 

& Speed, relating an audience given n by Queen Elizabeth to Paul Daialinkki, 

Ambaſſador of Poland, ſays : © And thus ſhe, lion-like riſing, daunted the 
4 malapert orator no leſs with her ſtately port and majeſtical deporture, than 
44 with the tartneſſe of her N checkes.“ 
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BEAUTIES OF POETRY, 21 


© What firings ſymphonious tremble in the air, 
What ſtrains of vocal tranſport round her play! 
Hear from the grave; great Talieſſin “, hear! 
They breathe a ſoul, to animate thy clay. 
Bright Rapture calls, and ſoaring, as ſhe ſings, | 
Waves in the eye of Heav'n her many-colour'd wings. 
III. 3. 
a The verſe adorn again, 
Fierce War, and faithful Love $, 
And Truth ſevere, by fairy Fiction drefs'd. 
In buſkin'd meaſures move 1, 
Pale Grief, and pleaſing Pain; | 
With Horror, tyrant of the throbbing breaſt. 
A voice, as of the cherub choir 9, 
© Gales from blooming Eden bear; 
And diftant warblings leſſen on my ear I, 
© That, loſt in long futurity, expire. 
Fond, impious man! think'ſt thou yon ſanguine cloud, 
© Rais'd by thy breath, has quench'd the orb of day 
5 To-morrow he repairs the golden flood, 
And warms the nations with redoubled ray. 
Enough for me: with j joy I ſee 
The diff”rent doom our Fates aflign. ; 
Be thine deſpair, and ſcepter'd care; 
To triumph, and to die, are mine! 
He ſpoke ; ; and, headlong from the mountain's height, 
Deep in the roaring tide he plung'd to endleſs night. 


F 
. 


* Talieflin, chief of the bards, flouriſhed in the fixth century. His works 
are till preſerved, and his memory held in high yeneration among his coun- 
trymen. | 
T Fierce wars and faithful loyes ſhall moralize my ſong. 
| SpENCER's PROKME TO TAE FAIRY Genn. 
Shakeſpeare, | 
Milton. 


il The ſueceſſion of poets after Milton's time. 
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THE FATAL SISTERS*. 


BY THE SAME. 


ARGUMENT. 


In the eleventh century Sigurd, Earl of the Orkney iſlands, went with a fleet 


of ſhips and a conſiderable bedy of troops into Ireland, to the aſſiſtance of 


Sifryg with the filken beard, who was then making war on his father-in- 


law Brian, King of Dublin: the earl and all his forces were cut to pieces, 


and Sictryg was in danger of a total defeat; but the enemy had a greater 
loſs by the death of Brian, their king, who fell in the action. On Chriſt- 
mas-day, (the day of the battle) a native of Caithneſs in Scotland ſaw at a 
diſtance a number of perſons on horſeback, riding full ſpeed towards an hill, 


and ſeeming to enter into it. Curiofity led him to follow them, till look- | 


ing through an opening in the rocks he ſaw twelve gigantick figures reſem- 
bling women: they were all employed about a loom; and as they wove, they 
:fung the following dreadful ſong ; which when das had finiſhed, they tore 


the web into twelve pieces, and (each PO her potions erer bx to the 
North, and as many t to the South. 


OW the ſtorm begins to lour, 
_ (Haſte, the loom of hell prepare * 
Iron-ſleet of arrowy ſhow'r | 
Hurtles 1 in the darken d air. 5 


Glitt'ring lances are the loom, 
Where the duſky warp we ſtrain, ' 

Weaving many a ſoldier's doom, 
Orkney's woe, and Randver's bane. 


a 


* The Valkyriur were female divinities, ſervants of Odin (or Woden) in 


the Gothick mythology. Their name ſignifies chuſers of the lain. They 
were mounted on ſwift horſes, with drawn ſwords in their hands ; and in the 


throng of battle ſelected ſuch as were deſtined to ſlaughter, and conducted 
them to Valkalla, the hall of Odin, or paradiſe of the brave; where they at- 


tended the banquets and ſerved the departed heroes with horns of mead and 
Al? | "IIS 
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A See the grieſly texture grow, | 4 
F 4 ('Tis of human entrails made) 

2 And the weights, that play below, 

1 Each a gaſping warrior's head. 

3 1 5 Shafts for ſhuttles, dipp'd in gore, 

2 Shoot the tremb' lin g cords along: 


Sword, that once a monarch bore, 
2 the tiſſue cloſe and ſtrong. 


Mia, black, terrific maid, 
8 Sangrida, and Hilda, ſee: 
Join the wayward work to aid; 

"Tis the woof of VIE 


Ere the ruddy ſun be ſet, 
© Pikes muſt ſhiver, javelins ling, 
Blade with clattring buckler meet, 
Hauberk craſh, and helmet ring. 


(Weave the crimſon web of war) 

Let us go, and let us fly, 

Where our friends the conflict ſhare, 

N Where * triumph , where they die. 


As the paths of fate we tread, 
Wading thro' th' enſanguin'd feld; 8 5 
Gondula, and Geira, ſpread 8 

| Ober the youthful Bug your ſhield. 


We the reins to flau ghter give; 
' Ours to kill, and ours to ſpare: 
7255 of danger he ſhall live. 
(Weave the crimſon web of war.) 


\ 
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| They, whom once the deſart-beach 


Pent within it's bleak domain, 


Soon their ample ſway ſhall ſtretch 


O'er the plenty of the plain. 


Low the dauntleſs earl is laid, 


Gor'd with many a gaping wound : 


Fate demands a nobler head; 


Soon a king ſhall bite the ground, 


Long his loſs ſhall Eirin weep, 


Ne'er again his likeneſs ſee ; 


Long her ſtrains in ſorrow ſteep, 


Strains of immortality } * 


— covers all the heath, 
Clouds of carnage blot the fon. 


Siſters, weave the web of death : 


Siſters, ceaſe ; the work is done, 


Hail the taſk; and hail the hands 
Songs of joy and triumph ſing! 


Joy to the victorious bands 


Triumph to the younger king, 


Mortal, thou that hear'ſt the tale, 


Learn the tenor of our ſong. 


Scotland, through each winding vale, 


Far and wide the notes prolong. 


Siſters, hence with ſpurs of ſpeed : 
Each her thund'ring faulchion wield ; 


Each beſtride her ſable ſeed. 


Hurry, hurry to the field! 


THE 
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THE DESCENT OF ODIN. 


AN Od. 
FROM THE NORSE. TONGUE. 
BY __ SAME. 


P roſe the king of men with 3 
And ſaddled ftraight his coal- black ſteed : 
Down the yawning ſteep he rode, 

That leads to Hela's drear abode “. 
Him the dog of darkneſs ſpy'd : 

His ſhaggy throat he open'd wide; 

While from his jaws, with carnage fill'd, 
Foam and human gore diſtill'd. 

Hoarſe he bays with hideous din, 

Eyes that glow, and fangs that grin ; 

And long purſues, with fruitleſs yell, 

The father of the powerful ſpell. 

Onward ſtill his way he takes, 

(The groaning earth beneath him 9500 
Till full before his fearleſs eyes | : 
The portals nine of hell ariſe. 

Right againſt the eaſtern gate, 
N By the moſs-grown pile he ſate; 
5 Where long of yore to ſleep was laid 
5 The duſt of the prophetick Maid. 
Facing to the northern clime, 

Thrice he trac'd the Runick rhyme ; 
Thrice pronounc'd, in accents dread, 

The thrilling verſe that 'wakes the dead ; 
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* Niſfheimr, the hell of the Gothick nations, conſiſted of nine worlds, to 
which were devoted all ſuch as died of ſickneſs, old age, or by any other means 
than in battle; over it preſide d Hela, the Goddeſs of Death. 
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Till, from out the hollow ground, ; 

Slowly breath'd a ſullen ſound, 
PROPHETESS. 

What call unknown, what charms preſume 

To break the quiet of the tomb? 

Who thus afflits my troubled {; prite, 


And drags me from the realms of night ? 
Long on theſe monld'ring bones have beat 
The winter's ſnow, the ſummer's heat, 
The drenching dews, and driving rain! 


Let me, let me ſleep again. 


Who is he, with voice unbleſs'd, | 


T hat calls me from the bed of reſt? 
ODIN. 


A 3 to thee unknown, 


Is he that calls, a warrior's ſon. 

Thou the deeds of light ſhalt know : 

'Tell me what is done below ; 

For whom yon glitt'ring board is ſpread, 

Dreſs'd for whom yon golden bed? 
PROPHETESS. 

Mantling i in the goblet ſee 

The pure bev'rage of the bee: 

O'er it hangs the ſhield of gold; 

*Tis the drink of Balder bold. 


| Balder's head to death is giv'n : 


Pain can reach the ſons of Heay'n ! +. 
Unwilling I my lips uncloſe : 


: Leave me, leave me to repoſe. 


* ODIN. 


Once again my call obey, 


Propheteſs, ariſe, and ſay, = 
What dangers Odin's child await, 


Wo the author of his fate? 


PROPHETESS. 
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Yet a while my call obey. 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


PROPHETESS. 


In Hoder's hand the hero's doom: 
His brother ſends him to the tomb. 


Now my weary lips I cloſe: 


Leave me, leave me to repoſe. 


ODIN. 


Propheteſs, my ſpell obey ; 


Once again ariſe, and ſay, 


Who th' avenger of his guilt ? 


By whom ſhall Hoder's blood be ſpilt? 
PROPHETESS, 


In the caverns of the weſt, 


By Odin's fierce embrace compreſs'd, 


A wond'rous boy ſhall Rinda bear, 
Who ne'er ſhall comb his raven hair, 


Nor waſh his viſage in the ſtream, 
Nor ſee the ſun's departing beam, 
Till he on Hoder's corſe ſhall ſmile 
Flaming on the fun'ral pile. 
Now my weary lips I cloſe : 
Leave me, leave me to repoſe. 

5 ODIN. 


Propheteſs, awake, and ſay, 

What virgins theſe, in ſpeechleſs woe, 

That bend to earth their ſolemn brow, 

That their flaxen treſſes tear, 

And ſnowy veils, that float in air? 

Tell me whence their ſorrows roſe : 

Then I leave thee to repoſe? 

PROPHETESS, 

Ha ! no traveller art thou ; 

King of Men, I know thee now ! 
Mightieſt of a mighty line—— 
ODIN. 

No boding maid of {kill divine 
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98 BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


Art thou, nor propheteſs of good ; 
But mother of the giant brood ! 
h | PROPHETESS. 
Hie thee hence, and boaſt at home, 
That never ſhall enquirer come 
To break my iron ſleep again, 
Till Lok * has burſt his tenfold chain : 
Never, till ſubſtantial Night 
Has reaſſum'd her ancient right ; 
Till, wrapp'd in flames, in ruin hurl'd, 
Sinks the fabrick of the world. 
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IMMORTALITY; * 
OR, THE CONSOLATION OF HUMAN LIFE, 
A MONODY. 


BY MR. DENTON. 


— —Animi natura videtur 

Atque animz claranda meis jam verſi bus eſſe: 

Et metus ille foras præceps Acheruntis agendus 

Funditus, humanam qui vitam turbat ab imo, | 
Omnia uffundus mortis nigrore. er, 


HEN TRE bes . her 1 1 ſpread, 
And wrapp'd in ſolemn gloom the ſable ſky ; 
When ſoothing ſleep her opiate dews had ſhed, 

And ſeal'd in ſilken llumbers ev'ry eye: 


* Lok is the 851 being, who continues in chains till the teviligbe of the 
gods approaches, when he ſhall break his bonds; the human race, the ſtars, 
and ſun, ſhall diſappear ; the earth fink in the ſeas, and fire conſume the ſkies t 
even Odin himſelf and his kindred deities ſhall periſh. For a farther expla». 


nation of this mythology, ſee MArTET' 8 INTRODUCTION TO THE His- 
TORY OF DENMARK, 1755, 4to». 
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| My wakeful thoughts admit no balmy reſt, | 
| Nor the ſweet bliſs of ſoft oblivion ſhare; 
But watchiul woe diſtracts my aching breaſt, 
My heart the ſubject of corroding care. 
From haunts of men, with wand'ring ſteps and flow, 
J ſolitary ſteal, and ſoothe my penſive woe. 


vet no fell paſſion's rough diſcordant rage 

ntun'd the muiick of my tranquil mind; 
Ambition's tinſell'd charms could ne'er engage, 
No harbour there could ſordid av'rice find : 

From Luſt's foul ſpring my grief diſdains to flow z 

No ſighs of envy from my boſom break; 
But ſoft compaſſion melts my ſoul to woe, 

And ſocial tears faſt trickle down my cheek. 
Ah, me! when nature gives one gen'ral groan, 
Each heart muſt beat wath woe, each voice reſponſive moan. 


Where'er I caſt my en eyes around, 
Or ſtretch my proſpect o'er the diſtant land, 
There foul Corruption's tainted ſteps are found, 
And Death, grim viſag'd, waves his iron hand. 
Tho? now ſoft Pleaſure gild the ſmiling ſcene, - 
And ſportive Joy call forth her feſtive train, 
Sinking in night each vital form is ſeen, 
Like air-blown bubbles on the wat'ry plain: 
Fell Death, like brooding Harpy, the repaſt 
Will ſnatch with talons foul, or ſour it's grateful taſte, 


Ye ſmiling glories of the youthful year, 

That ope your fragrant boſoms to the day, 
That, clad in all the pride of ſpring, appear, 

And, ſteep'd in dew, your ſilken leaves diſplay : 
In Nature's richeſt robes, tho? thus bedight, 

Tho? her ſoft pencil trace your various dye, 
Tho' lures your roſeate hue the charmed fight, 
Tho' odours ſweet your nect'rous breath ſupply; 


= N 2 Soon 


4 od I ů — — . 


. Ray — mea, 
: —— 


100 BE AUTIES OF POETRY. 


Soon on your leaves Time's cank'rous tooth ſhall prey, 
Your dulcet dews exhale, your beauteous bloom decay. 


Ye hedge-row elms, beneath whoſe ſpreading ſhade 
The grazing herds defy the rattling ſhow'r ; 
Ye lofty oaks, in wlioſe wide arms diſplay'd, 
The clam'rous rook builds high his airy bow'r; 
Stripp'd by hoar Winter's rough inclement rage, 
In mournful heaps your leafy, honours lie; 
E'en your hard ribs ſhall feel the force of age, 
And your bare trunks the friendly ſhade deny: 
No more by chearful vegetation green, 
Your lapleſs bolls ſhall fink, and Wit th' evanid ſcene. 


Ye ſeather d MET YL of the vernal year, 
That careleſs fing, nor fear the frowns of Fate, 
Tune your ſad notes to death and winter drear ! 
III ſuit theſe mirthful trains your tranſient ſtate. 
No more, with chearful ſong, nor ſprightly air, 
Salute the bluſhes of the riſing day; 
With doleful ditties, drooping wings, repair 
To the lone covert of the nightly ſpray ; 
Where love-lorn Philomela ſtrains her throat, 
Surround the budding thorn, and ſwell the mournful note. 


Come, ſighing Elegy, with ſweeteſt airs 
Of melting muſick teach my grief to flow: 
T too muſt mix my ſad complaint with theirs ; 
Our fates are equal, equal be our woe. 
Come, Melancholy, ſpread thy raven wing, 
And in thy ebon car, by Fancy led, 
To the dark charnel vault thy vot'ry bring, 
The murky manſions of the mould'ring dead; 
Where dank dews breathe, and taint the ſickly ſkies, 
Where, in ſad loathſome heaps, all human glory lies. 


Wrapp'd 
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Wrapp'd in the gloom of ancreated night, 
Secure we ſlept in ſenſeleſs Matter's arms; 

Nor pain could vex, nor pallid fear affright, 
Our quiet fancy felt no dream's alarms. 

Soon as to life our animated clay 

Awakes, and conſcious being opes our eyes, 
Care's fretful family at once diſmay, 

With ghaſtly air a thouſand phantoms riſe; 

Sad Horror hangs o'er all the deep'ning gloom 75 

Grief prompts the labour'd figh, Death opes the 1 dank. 


Vet life! 8 wong love intoxicates the ſoul, 
And thirſt of bliſs inflames the fev'rous mind; 
With eager draughts we drain the pois'nous bowl, 
And in the dregs the cordial hope to find. 
0 Heav'n! for this light end were mortals ads, 
And plac'd on earth, with happineſs in view, 

To catch, with cheated graſp, the flitting ſhade, 
And, with vain toil, the fancied form purſue ; 
Then give their ſhort-liv'd being to the wind, _ 
As the wing'd arrow flies, and leaves no track behind! 


Thus, lonely wand'ring thro? the nightly ſhade, 
Againſt the ſtern decrees of ſtubborn Fate, 
To mockful Echo my complaints I made, 
Of life's ſhort period, or it's toilſome ſtate. 
»Tis death-like filence all; no ſound I hear, 
- Save the hoarſe raven croaking from the ſky, 
Or ſcaly beetle murm'ring thro” the air, 
Or ſcreech-owl ſcreaming with ill-omen'd cry; 
Save when with brazen tongue from yon high tow'r, 
The clock deep-ſounding ſpeaks, and counts the paſſing hour. 


Pale Cynthia, mounted on her filver car, 
O'er heav*n's blue concave drives her nightly round: 
See a torn abbey, wrapp'd in gloom, appear, 
Scatter'd in wild confuſion o'er the ground. 
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Here rav'nous Ruin lifts her waſtefal hands 
O'er briar-grown grots and bramble-ſhaded graves ; 
Safe from her wrath one weeping marble ſtands, 
Oi''er which the mournful yew it's umbrage waves. 
Ope, ope thy pond'rous jaws, thou friendly tomb, 
Cloſe the ſad deathful ſoene, and ſhroud me in thy womb ! 


Forth iſſuing lovely from the gloomy ſhade, _ 
Which ſtately pines in phalanx deep compoſe, 
Fair above mortals comes a ſmiling maid, 
Io ſoothe my ſighs, and chear my heart-felt woes. 
Here, nurs'd by Contemplation, matron ſage, 
Where, with mute Solitude, ſhe loves to dwell, 
In Truth's fair lore he form'd her early age, 
And trimm'd the midnight lamp in lonely cell; 
Here learn'd clear Reaſon's heav*n-ſprung light to raiſe 
O'er Paſſion's low-born miſts, or Pleaſure's ſpurious blaze. 


Her azure mantle flows with eaſy grace, 
1 Door faſtion's folds conſtrain, nor cuſtom's tie; 
An optick tube ſhe bears, each ſphere to trace 5 
That rolls it's rapid orbit round the ſky: : 
Yet not to heav'n alone her view's confin'd ; - 
A clear, reflecting plane ſhe holds, to ſhew 
The various movements of the reasning mind; 
How ſtrange ideas link, and habits grow; 
Paſſion's fierce impulſe, will's free pow'r to ſcan, 
To paint the featur'd ſoul, and mark th' internal man. 


* Whence theſe ſad ſtrains,” ſaid ſhe, * of plaintive grief, 
Which pierce the ſleep-clos'd ear of peaceful reſt? 
Oft has the ſick'ning mind here found relief, 
Here quell'd the throbbing tumults of the breaſt: 
« Lift up thy loaden eyes to yon fair cloud, 
Where moon-ſprung Iris“ blends her beauteous dyes.” 
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* A rainbow, formed by the rays of the moon at night ; an, vobject often viſi- 
ble, though from it's languid colours not often obſerved, _ 
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I lift them ſoon ; and, as I gazing ſtood, 
The fleeting phantom in a moment flies; 


Where beam'd the gilded arch of gaudy hue, 


Frowns the dark louring cloud all gloomy to the view. 


« Life's emblem fit, ſaid I, that roſcid bow ! 
© 'The gay, illuſive pageant of an hour, 
Jo real ſemblance tricks her airy ſhew, 
Then ſinks in Night's dull arms, and is no more!“ 


155 Ah, fool!“ ſaid ſhe, © tho? now to Fancy's ſight 


The violet pale, the bluſhing red decays, 
© 'Tho? now no painted cloud reflect the light, 
Nor drops priſmatick break the falling rays, 


Vet full the colours live, tho? none appear, 
Glow in the darting beam that gilds yon chryſtal ſphere. 


© Then let not Fancy with her vagrant blaze 


* Miſlead in trackleſs paths of wild deceit ; 
© On Reaſon's ' ſteady lamp ſtill ardent gaze, 
© Led by her ſober light to Truth's retreat. 
© Tho? wond'ring Ign'rance ſees each form decay, 
© The breathleſs bird, bare trunk, and ſhrivell'd flow'r: 


© New forms ſucceſſive catch the vital ray, 


© Sing their wild notes, or ſmile th' allotted hour; 


© And ſearch creation's ample circuit round, 
© Tho! modes of being change, all life $ immortal found. 


© See the ſlow reptile grov'ling o'er the . 
That trails thro? ſlimy paths it's cumb'rous load, 
© Start in new beauty from the lowly ſcene, 
And wing, with flutt'ring pride, th' ztherial road: 
© Burſt their ſhell-priſons, ſee the feather'd kind, 
© Where in dark durance pent awhile they lie, 
© Diſpread their painted plumage to the wind, 
© Bruſh the briſk air, ſwift ſhooting thro? the ſky ; _ 
| * Hail 
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Hail with their choral hymns the new-born day, 
Diſtend their joy- ſwoln breaſts, and carol the ſweet lay. 
\ 
© See man, by varied periods, fix'd by fate, 
© Aſcend Perfection's ſcale by ſlow degree; 
a The plant- like fetus quits it's ſenſeleſs taſte, 
And, helpleſs, hangs ſweet-ſmiling on the knee: 
Soon outward objects ſteal into the brain 
© Next prattling childhood liſps with mimick air; 
Then Mem'ry links her fleet-ideal train, 
And ſober Reaſon riſes to compare _ 
The full-grown breaſt ſome manly paſſion warms, 
It pants for glory's meed, or beats to love's alarms, 


Then ſay, fince Nature's high beheſt appears, 

© That living forms ſhould change of being prove; 
© In which new joy the novel ſcene endears, 

© New objects riſe to pleaſe, new wings to move. 

© Since man, too, taught by ſage Experience, knows 
His frame, revolving, treads life's varying ſage, 
That the man-plant firſt vegetating grows; 
Then Senſe directs, then Reaſon rules in age: 
Say, is it ſtrange, ſhould Death's all-dreaded hour 
Waft to ſome unknown ſcenes, or wake ſome untry'd pow'r ? 


f * 


* 


The wiſe Creator wrapp'd in fleſhly veil 
The ray divine, the pure ætherial mate; 
Tho' worn by age the brittle fabrick fail, 
«© The ſmiling ſoul ſurvives the frowns of Fate: 
© Each circling year, each quick-revolving day, 
* Touches, with mould'ring tooth, thy flitting frame, 
With furtive flight repairs th? unſeen decay, 
For ever changing, yet in change the ſame. 
Oft haſt thou dropp'd, unhurt, thy mortal part; 
Dare the grim terror, then, nor dread his guiltleſs dart. 


© The 
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The twinkling eye, whoſe various humour'd round 
Fakes in ſoft net th' inverted form behind, 
The lining ears, that catch the waving ſound, 

© Are but mere organs of the feeling mind: 
External matter thus can lend it's aid, 

< And diſtant ſhapes with foreign pow'r fopply' 1 
„Thus the long tube, by Galileo made, 5 

Brings home the wonders of the peopled . 
© The pow'r precipient then feels no decay, 
8 Tho blind the tube, and darkneſs blot the viſual ray. 


When, lock'd in ſhort ſuſpenſe by Sleep s ſoft pow r, 
© In temporary death the ſenſes lie, 
90 When ſolemn Silence reigns at midnight hour, 
© Deaf the dull ear, and clos'd the curtain'd eye, 
Objects of ſenſe, each conſcious ſenſe aſleep, 
With lively image ftrike the wakeful ſoul ; 
Some frowning rock that threats the foaming deep, 
© Or wood-hung vale, where ſtreams meand”ring roll; 
Some long-loſt friend's returning voice you hear, 
Claſp the . ſhade, and drop the pleaſing tear. 


a 


Each outward organ, as ideas riſe, 

Gives eaſy entrance to the motley train; b 

Reflection calm, with retroſpective eyes, 

Surveys her treaſures in the formful brain: 

* 'Tho? Death, relentleſs, ſhed his baleful dew, 
In Lethe dip each form-conveying pow'r, 

VUnhurt, Reflection may her themes purſue, 

Smile at the ruin, ſafe amidſt her ſtore ; 

220; Without one ſenſe's aid in life's low vale, 

Fancy can furniſh joys, and Reaſon lift her ſcale. 


H 


as. Thus the lone lover, in the penſive ſhade, 
© In day-dreams rapt, of ſoft extatick bliſs, 
© Purſues in thought the viſionary maid, 
* Feaſts on the fancy'd ſmile, and favour'd kiſs, 
| O „ 
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Thus the young poet, at the cloſe of day, 


4: Tod by the magick of ſome fairy ſong, 
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Thro' the dun umbrage winds his heedleſs way, 
Nor hears the babbling brook that brawls along: 
Thus deathleſs Newton, deaf to Nature's cries, 


Would meaſure time and ſpace, and travel round the ſkies, | 


When, juſt expiring, hangs life's trembling light, 


© And fell diſeaſe firikes deep the deadly dart, 
Reaſon and mem'ry burn with ardour bright, 

© And gen'rous paſſions warm the throbbing heart; 
Oft will the vig'rous ſoul in life's laſt ſtage, | 
With keeneſt reliſh taſte pure mental joys. 

Since the fierce efforts of diſtemper's rage 

Nor bates her vigour, nor her pow Ts deſtroys, Y 
Say, ſhall her luſtre death itſelf impair, 

When in high n noon ſhe rides, then ſets in dark deſpair 3 E 


Tho? hank the heart no 3 tide ſhould flow, 
No quiv'ring nerve ſhould vibrate to the brain, 


The mental pow'rs no mean dependence know, 


Thought may ſurvive, and each fair paſſion reign z 
As when Lucina ends the pangful ſtrife, 

Lifts the young babe, and lights her lambent flame, 
Some pow'rs new-waking hail the dawning life, 
Some unſuſpended live, unchang'd, the ſame; 

So from our duſt freſh faculties may bloom, 

Some poſthumous ſurvive, and triumph o'er the tomb. 


This fibrous frame by Nature's kindly law, 


Which gives each joy to keen ſenſation here, 


O'er purer ſcenes of bliſs the veil may draw, 
And cloud Reflection's more exalted ſphere. 
When Death's cold hand, with all-diſſolving pow'r, 
© Shall the cloſe tie with friendly ſtroke unbind, 
Alike our mortal as our natal hour 

May to new being raiſe the waking mind: 


— 
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© On Death's new genial day the foul may riſe, _ 


c Born to ome higher life, and hail ſome brighter kies, 


a The moſs-grown tree, that ſhrinks with rolling years, 
© The drooping flow'rs that die ſo ſoon away, 


Let not thy heart alarm with boding fears, - 


Nor thy own ruin date from their decay: 


© The bluſhing roſe that breathes the balmy dew, 


No pleaſing tranſports of perception knows; 
© The rev'rend oak, that circling ſprings renew, 

© Thinks not, nor by long age experienc'd grows. 
E © Thy fate and theirs confeſs no kindred tie : 


4 Tho! their frail forms may fade, ſhall ſenſe and reaſon die! 


E: Nor let life's ills, that in dire circle rage, 
Steal from thy heaving breaſt thoſe labour'd ſighs ; ; 


© Theſe, the kind tutors of thy infant age, 


« Train the young pupil for the future ſkies : 


© Unſchool'd in early prime, in riper years 


Wretched and ſcorn'd ſtill ſtruts the bearded boy; 
The tingling rod, bedew'd with briny tears, 
© Shoots forth in graceful fruits of manly joy. 


© The painful cares that vex the toilſome ſpring, 
: „Shall FOG yy" of bliſs in life s laſt harveſt bring.“ 


She ceas'd—and vaniſh'd into fi ohtleſs wind't 1. 
O'er my torn breaſt alternate paſſions ſway : 
Now Doubt, deſponding, damps the wav'ring mind; 


Now Hope, reviving, ſheds her chearful ray. 
Soon from the ſkies, in heav'nly white array'd, 


Faith, to my fight reveal'd, fair cherub! ſtood ; 
With life replete, the volume ſhe diſplay'd, 
Seal'd with the ruddy ſtains of crimſon blood. 


Each fear now ſtarts away, as ſpectres fly, 


When the ſun's orient beam firſt Rs the purple ſky. 
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Meanwhile the faithful herald of the day, 
The village cock, crows loud with trumpet ſhrill ; 
The warbling lark ſoars high, and morning grey 
Lifts her glad forehead o'er the cloud-wrapt hill: 
Nature's wild mufick fills the vocal vale ; 
The bleating flocks that bite the dewy ground, 
The lowing herds that graze the woodland dale, 
And cavern'd echo, ſwell the chearful ſound. 
| Homeward I bend with clear unclouded mind, 
Mix with the buſy world, and leave each care behind, 


ELEGY:; 
e 
on sour SLIGHT OCCASION ESTRANGED FROM HIM« 
BY W. SHENS TONE, ESQ 


EA LT H to my friend, and many a chearful day! 
Around his ſeat may peaceful ſhades abide ! 
Smooth flow the minutes, fraught with ſmiles, away; 
_ And, till they crown our union, gently glide ! 


Ah, me! too ſwiftly fleets our vernal bloom! 
Loft to our wonted friendſhip, loſt to joy! 
Soon may thy breaſt the cordial wiſh reſume, 
Fre wint'ry doubt it's tender warmth deſtroy! 


Say, were it ours, by Fortune's wild command, 
By chance to meet beneath the Torrid Zone, 

Wouldf thou reje& thy Damon's plighted hand? 
Wouldft thou with ſcorn thy once-lov'd friend diſown? 
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Life is that ſtranger land, that alien clime ; 

Shall kindred ſouls forego their ſocial claim ? 
Launch'd in the vaſt abyſs of ſpace and time, 
Shall dark ſuſpicion quench the gen'rous flame? 


Myriads of ſouls, that knew one parent mould, 

See ſadly ſever'd by the laws of Chance! 

Myriads, in Time's perennial liſt enroll'd, 
Forbid by Fate to change one tranſient glance! 


But we have met where ills of ev'ry form, 

Where paſſions rage, and hurricanes deſcend; 

Say, ſhall we nurſe the rage, aſſiſt the ſtorm, 
And guide them to the boſom—of a friend ? 


Ves, we have met—thro' rapine, fraud, and wrong: 
Might our joint aid the paths of peace explore ! 
Why leave thy friend amid the boiſt'rous throng, 
Ere death divide us, and we part no more? 


For, oh! pale Sickneſs warns thy friend away; 
For me no more the vernal roſes bloom! 
I ſee ſtern Fate his ebon wand diſplay, 
And point the wither'd regions of the tomb. 


Then the keen anguiſh from thine eye ſhall ſtart, 
Sad as thou follow'ſt my untimely bier: 
Fool that I was—if friends ſo ſoon muſt part, 
Io let ſuſpicion intermix a fear !? 


5 GRONGAR 
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GRONGAR HILL. 
BY MR. DYER. 


\ILENT Nymph ! with curious eye, 
Who the purple ev'ning lie 


: On the mountain's lonely van, 
Beyond the noiſe of buſy man, 


Painting fair the form of things, 


While the yellow linnet ſings, 
Or the tuneful nightingale 


Charms the foreft with her tale . 
Come, with all thy various hues, 


Come, and aid thy ſiſter Muſe. 


Now, while Phebus, riding high, 
Gives luſtre to the land and ſky, 
Grongar Hill invites my ſong, 

Draw the landſcape bright and ſtrong; 


Grongar! in whoſe moſly cells, 


Sweetly muſing, Quiet dwells ; 
Grongar ! in whoſe ſilent ſhade, 
For the modeſt Muſes made, 


So oft J have, the ev'ning ſtill, 


At the fountain of a rill, | 
Sat upon a flow'ry bed, 


With my hand beneath my head, 
While firay'd my eyes ver Towy's flood, 


Over mead and over woad, 


From houſe to houſe, from hill to hill, 


Till Contemplation had her fill. 
About his chequer'd fides I wind, 


And leave his brooks and meads behind ; 
And groves and grottoes, where I lay, 
And viſtoes ſhooting beams of day. 


Wide 
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: Wide and wider Tpreads the vale, 
As circles on a ſmooth canal : 
The mountains round, unhappy fate 
Sooner or later, of all height, 
Withdraw their ſummits from the ſkies, 
And leſſen as the others riſe. 

Still the proſpect wider ſpreads, 
Adds a thouſand woods and meads; 
Still it widens, widens till, | 

And ſinks the newly-riſen hill. 

Now I gain the mountain's pars 

What a landſcape lies below ! 
No clouds, no vapours, intervene 3 
But the gay, the open ſcene, 

Does the face of Nature ſhew 

In all the hues of heav'n's bow; 
And, ſwelling to embrace the light, 
Spreads around beneath the ſight. 
Old caſtles on the cliffs ariſe, 
Proudly tow'ring in the ſkies ; 
Ruſhing from the woods, the ſpires 
Seem from hence aſcending fires; 
Half his beams Apollo ſheds 

On the yellow mountain heads, 
Gilds the fleeces of the flocks, 
And glitters on the broken racks. 
Below me trees unnumber'd riſe, 
Beautiful in various dies: 5 
The gloomy pine, the poplar blue, 
The yellow beech, the ſable yew; 
The ſlender fir, that taper grows, 
The ſturdy oak with broad- ſpread boughs; : 
And, beyond, the purple grove, 
 Haunt of Phillis, queen of love! 
Gaudy as the op'ning dawn, 
Lies a long and level lawn, 
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on which a dark hill, ſteep and high, 


Holds and charms the wand'ring eye, 


Deep are his feet in Towy's flood ; 
His fides are cloath'd with waving wood; 
And ancient towers crown his brow, _ 
That caſt an awful look below; 


Whoſe ragged walls the ivy creeps, 


And with her arms from falling keeps : 


So both a ſafety from the wind 
On mutual APIS find. 


Tis now the raven's bleak abode ; 5 


"Tis now th' apartment of the toad; 


And there the fox ſecurely feeds, 


And there the pois'nous adder breeds, 


_ Conceal'd in ruins, -moſs, and weeds; 
While, ever and anon, there falls 


Huge heaps of hoary moulder'd walls. 


Vet Time has ſeen, that lifts the low, 


And level lays the lofty brow, 
Has ſeen this broken pile compleat, 


Big with the vanity of ſtate: 
But tranſient 1 is the ſmile of F ate! 


A little rule, a little ſway, 


A ſun- beam in a winter's day, 


Is all the proud and mighty have 
Between the cradle and the grave. 
And fee the rivers, how they run 


Thro' woods and meads, in ſhade and fun [ 


Sometimes ſwift, ſometimes ſloiy, 
Wave ſucceeding wave, they go 
A various journey to the deep, 


Like human life, to endleſs ſleep ! 


Thus is Nature's veſture wrought, 
To inſtruct our wand'ring thought 
Thus ſhe dreſſes green and gay, 


To diſperſe our cares away. 
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BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


Euer charming, ever new, 6 
When will the landſcape tire the view! 
The fountain's fall, the river's flow, 
The woody vallies warm and low 
The windy ſummit, wild and high, 
Roughly ruſhing on the ſky ! 
The pleaſant ſeat, the ruin'd tow'r, 
The naked rock, the ſhady bow'r; 1 85 
The town and village, dome and farm 7 
Each give each a double charm, | | 
As pearls upon an Ethiop's arm. 5 
See on the mountain's fouthern fide, = Es 
Where the proſpe& opens wide, 
Where the ev'ning gilds the tide, 
| How cloſe and ſmall the hedges lie! | 
What ſtreaks of meadows croſs the eye! | 
A ſtep, methinks, may paſs the ſtream, 1 
So little diſtant dangers ſeem : 
So we miſtake the future's face, 
Ey'd thro? Hope's deluding glaſs, 
As yon ſummits ſoft and fair, 
Clad in colours of the air, 
Which, to thoſe who journey near, 
Barren, brown, and rough appear; 
Still we tread the ſame coarſe way; 
The preſents ſtill a cloudy day. 
O may I with myſelf agree, 
And never covet what I ſee! 
Content me with an humble ſhade, 
My paſſions tam'd, my wiſhes laid; 


For while our wiſhes wildly roll, ITO TR 
We baniſh quiet from the ſoul : „ 4 
'Tis thus the buſy beat the air, | 
Ang mifers gather wealth and care. 

Now, een now, my joys run high, 
As on the mountain turf I lie; 


. » 
. 
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While the wanton Zephyr ſings, 
l | And in the vale perfumes his wings; 
While the waters murmur deep; 
1 While the ſhepherd charms his ſheep; | 

While the birds unbounded fly, | 9 
| And with muſick fill the ky, C 
Now, een now, my joys run high. 
=: he full, ye courts ! be great, who will; 
= Search for Peace with all your ſkill: 

Open wide the lofty door; 

Seek her on the marble floor: . 
In vain ye ſearch, ſhe is not there; 

In vain ye ſearch the domes of Care! 
Graſs and flowers Quiet treads, 
[| On the meads and mountain heads, 
| | Along with Pleaſure cloſe ally d, 

Ever by each other's fide, - 
And often, by the murm'ring rill, 3 
| | Hears the thruſh, while all is till, C 

Within the groves of Grongar Hill. 


BY DANTEL HAYES, ESQ 


Vole fiber, e meis loco grata ſaluta; ; Fortune memorem te hater 
CI e's elle meæ. 


H! what Salbe bort ſublaner ſphere? 
Why wiſh to act in the fantaſtick ſcene; 
Subject at beſt to many a doubt and fear, | 
Too oft to cold neglect, and certain pain ?: 


2 
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Why does vain man his fondeſt wiſhes pour? 
Why do his earlieſt pray'rs attack the ſky, 

To ftretch the ſpace of each contracted hour? 
"Bays. 1 1s It then o terrible to die? 


What joys hath life to counterpoiſe it's cares ? 


What ſweets to recompenſe for all it's woes? 
Lo! Av'rice gnaws, and fell Ambition tears 
The racking breaſt with hell's united throes, | 


Lo! ſquinting Jealouſy's unſettled frown ; 


Lo! haggard Envy, with her bloodſhot eye, 


Sick*ning at noble deeds and fair renown, 


And circulating ſtill th' GEE lye. 


And creeping Fraud, with well diflembled ler, 


Exerts her baſe inſinuating art, | 
Watching the gen'rous ſtripling's prone career, 
To circumvent his unſuſpecting heart. 


Nor theſe alone embitter th' irkſome way, 


That leads to chequer'd life's uncertain goal; 
Pandora's miniſters, a dread array, 
Convulſe che ſenſe, and rack the toxtur'd foul. 


Who but has ſeen the Epileptick rage, 


With wild diſtortion rend the alter'd frame; 


The Palſy, ſad concomitant of age, 


And 1 Fever's all-devouring dame! 


That fell diſeaſe - „ which o'er th enchanting face 


The hideous veil of rugged horror throws; 


T he Dropſy, ever ſwol'n with foul increaſe, 


And pamper'd Gout's excruciating woes. 


* Small- pox. 
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8 Did laviſh Fortune, from her endleſs ſtore, 

Vain mortal! gratify each greedy thought: 
Did new-born pleaſures court each circling hour, 
Alas! how dearly is exiſtence bought! 


How dearer ſtill, when nor kind Fortune's ray, 


Nor vivid pleaſure, nor ſerene delight, 


Chear the ſad morning of the wretch's day, 


Or cloſe his eye-lids in the ſtormy night! 


Such are his fates, who now in vlalativs lore 


Pours forth the anguiſh of his woe · ſtruck mind, 


Swellin g with tears the gentle river's ſtore, 


Beneath a weeping willow $ ſhade Nenw's ; 


Or near FOR vide 95 where, mould'ring in FR tomb, 
The frail remains of once fam'd St. John lie, 


Joyleſs he wanders thro? night's murky gloom, 
The hollow winds re-echoing to his ſigh : 


Baniſh'd his much lov'd home, the bliſsful plains, 
Where princely Shannon laves the flow'ry ſtrand, 
No dear affociate, no kind friend remains, | 


To chear his Sarge in a foreign land. 


And thee, fair Limerick ! whoſe neee d wall 
So oft the bolts of raging Britain ſtood; 
Before thy gates what thouſands met their fall, | 


And with their bodies choak'd the ſpacious flood ! 


7 


parent of heroes ! each illuſtrious child 
Enlarg'd thy fame thro? ev'ry rolling age; 
Propitious Fortune on her labour ſmil'd, 


And with their triumphs ſwell'd the ſtoried page. 


bd Batterſea, where the great Lord Bolir gbroke lies buried. 


R 


Thing 
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Thine was Borhame “, who fierce in days of yore, 

: Gainſt Denmark's power his hardy ſquadrons led; 
Loud rag'd the fight on Clontarff's founding ſhore, 
When by his arm the ſtern Tur geſus bled, 


Cruſh'd are the tyrants, pierc'd with thouſand e 
The vanquiſh'd raven drops her heavy wing; 


Borhame and Liberty the beach reſounds, | Fil p 
And freed Eblana's + joyful turrets ring. 14 } 


Who like Borhame could launch the deathful ſpear? 
Who ſtem the torrent of th' impetuous fray? 
Or who like him his drooping vaſſals chear, 5 

And bleſs a nation with the happieſt way ? | a; 


But what is ; he, who, by the midnight gloom, 1 
Thro' yonder camp his fearleſs paſſage bends ; | it | 
Sudden terrifick fires the ſkies illume, ? 5 
And the loud burſt th' affrighted welkin rends. | 


F ird is the magazine, theſe ſulphur'd ſtores, 


Deſtin'd to waſte Ierne's fruitful land; = , 15 
Burſt the rude guns that menac'd her fair tow'rs, Pp | 
And all by Sarsfield's unafliſted hand. A 
Nor yet, bleſt city ! is that worth no more, Bt | MN 
Which erſt in fighting fields thy ſons did claimz ib 
Lo! Coote's ſtrong arm controuls the Indian ſhore, — 


Whilſt Niagara roars thy Maſſy's fame. 


, He was king of all Ireland, and gave the Danes a final overthrow many N | 
years before the Englith landed in that kingdom; after which period his family | | 


ruled in Munſter for ſome centuries. After the reduction of the iſland, they 
accepted the dignity of Earls of Thomond, which they held until the death of 
Henry O'Brien, the laſt earl, when the family became extinct. 


+ An old name for Dublin, 
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Equal in arts, thy poliſh'd ſons excel, 

lerne's brighteſt ornaments of yore; 

Who, like Fitz-Gibbon clears Law! s myſtick ſpell, 
_ Whilſt wond'ring ſenates hang on Pery's lore! 


Southwell is thine, with ev'ry pow'r to pleaſe, 
The patriot's freedom with the courtier's art; 
That noble art of elegance and eaſe, 

To win and hold the captivated heart. 


With him how pleaſing flew th' inſtructive hours, 

By Caſtleconnel's ſacred fountain laid; by 

Whilſt fruits and bloſſoms deck'd the ben ava Io I, 
And purple fragrance bluſh'd in ev'ry * FT, 


. Propitious Naiad of that healing fiream, 5 
Inſpire my grateful breaſt thy praiſe to ſing: 
Thy cordial draughts reſtore the ſickly frame, 
And youthful vigour guſhes from thy ſpring, 


What tho? thy ſhore can boaſt no gay parade, 
No circus regular, no ſplendid rooms; 

Lovely Simplicity adorns thy glade, 

And laviſh Nature in perfection blooms. 


Serene Contentment, with unclouded brow, 
| Sheds her ſoft influence o'er thy flow'ry dale | 
Secure delights in ſweet ſucceſſion flow, 
And Health inſpires the animating gale. 
Nor baneful dice thy ev'ning hour moleſt; 
Nor titled courtezans uncomely ſmiles, 
Kindle the flame in youth's too eager breaſt; 
Nor faithleſs wife the ſacred couch defiles. 


Chaſt 
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Chaſte are thy damſels as the virgin train 
Which chro'-Theſſalian groves Diana guides; 
Their hearts, their radiant eyes, untaught to feign, 
Whilſt o'er each eo fair Decency preſides... 


Recount their names ! I might as well diſplay 
Each flow'r that opens on the ſummer lawn, 


Each ſhining gem that decks yon ſtarry way, 


Ere yet invzdious morn begins to dawn, 


Yet far from theſe did rough Misfortune's frown 
Compel the woe-bewilder'd bard to fly ; | 


| Hence from his boſom burſts th' inceſſant groan, 


Th' inceſſant tear that ſwells his aching eye. 


Ah! where is now Selinda's vivid ſmile, 


That wont to ſhed celeſtial gladneſs round; 


Her converſe ſweet, that could all cares beguile, 


And pour the balm of pity in each wound. 


Exil'd from her, how toilſome creep the hours, 
Tho' friendly Chelſea yields it's grateful ſhade ; 
Tho? Thames ſoft waters huſh the willow'd ſhores, . 

And Nature's muſick quivers thro' the glade! 


Exil'd from her, not all that Nature boaſts, 
Not all the flaming treaſures of the Eaſt, 
Not all the ſweets that crown Campania's coaſts, 
Could loothe the lighteſt pang that rends my breaſt, 


She was, indeed—but hold, my y racking brain, 
Canſt thou the glories of that form diſcloſe ? a 


As ſoon (vain wretch l) attempt in frantick ſtrain, 


To poiftt each dew-drop on the vernal roſe, 
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Her eyes were brighter than the orient beam ; 
Her voice far ſweeter than ſweet Philomel ; 
Eaſy proportion harmoniz'd her frame, 
Heay'n gave a mind, and bade her to excel. 


What have I done ?—Sure ſome infatuate "EY 7 
Or private rage, or private diſcord led, 

| God's ſacred fane conſum'd with impious fire, 

Which th” angry Pow'r avenges on my head. 


Welcome, Deſpair; thou king of horrors, come, 
| Cruſh this loath'd being to it's primal clay; 
Prepar'd, I wait th' inexorable doom, : 

And bid adieu to Hope's remoteſt ray. 


Forgotten be my name, my age, my birth; 
Let black Oblivion all my woes conceal : 
Theſe killing woes would poiſon future mirth, 

And happy lovers ſhudder at the tale! 


THE PARSONS*, 
AN E cLOGU x, 
BY DR. DODD. 


Small neat houſe, and little ſpot of oround,. 

Where herbs, and fruits, and kitchen- ſtuff were fund, 

The humble vicar of North Wilford bleſs'd ; 
Small was his living—but his heart at reſt: 
Unſeen, unblam'd, he paſs'd his time away, | 
He ſmoak'd, or rode, or mus'd, or walk'd all day. 
Thro' all the year no anxious cares he knew, 
But juſt at Eaſter, when he claim'd his due; 


» This little poem was written at the 9 of the author's ever honoured 
Father, a worthy covintry vicar, who felt much from the evil here hinted at. 


And 
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And then the ſurly ruſticks churliſh pride 
His well earn'd tythes diſputed or denied. 
The vicar, fill preferring want to ſtrife, 


Gave up his dues to lead a peaceful life. 

His garden once in penſive mood he ſought, 

His pipe attended, as a friend to thought; 

And, while the ſmoak in eddies round him play'd, 
A neighb'ring vicar ent'ring heſurvey'd; _ 
One like himſelf, a downright honeſt . 


Whoſe love of peace his ſcanty dues decreas' d. 


Suppoſe the little ceremonies done, 


And all the rites of lighting pipes begun; 
Suppoſe the whiffs in ſober ſort flow round, 


And both in muſing very deeply drown'd; 


b or ſo it was- till thus the firſt good man, 


F etch'd a deep whiff, and anxiouſly began. 


FIRST PARSON. 
Would God, my friend ! his goodneſs had af gu'd 

Some lot more ſuited to my feeling mind: 

Leſs tho? my income, if from tortute free, 


Content would well ſupply the loſs to me; ; 


For all the pence, the little dues I glean, 


Or raiſe my ſcorn, my pity, or my ſpleen. 


P'11 tell thee—but e 'en now a neighbour came, 


Pale want *diffus'd o'er all his meagre frame ; ; 


Five pence the ſum, he gave a ſhilling o'er, 
Kind ſhook his head, and wiſh'd be could do more : 


I turn'd away, nor could from tears refrain ; 


Twas death to take it—to refuſe it vain, 


SECOND PARSON, 
Such gentle manners more affect the mind 
Than the rough rudeneſs of the baſer kind. 


Juſt ere I came, a ruſtick braggart 1 


Proud of his purſe, and glorying in his pelf, 
Approach'd, and bold demanded what to pay: 


What claims the prieſt, whom we maintain to pray ?” 
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Tk? acco unt he gave me of his ſtock, I Ene) 5 
Was half curtail'd, and ſcarce one number true; 
Howe' er, my ſilence favour'd the deceit, 
And, fond of quiet, I conceal'd the cheat: 
Yet when the ſmall, the half-demand, I made, 
He bullied, ſwore, and damn'd the preaching trade; 
All God's good houthold with irreverence curs'd, 
And me, with foul abuſe, as far as the worſt! 
Thou know'ft, my friend, what agonizing ſmart 
Such brutal outrage gives the tender heart! 
1 FIRST rARSON. 
Too well, alas! too fatally I know, 
From whence theſe complicated evils flow: | 
From tythes, from tythes, the clergy's woes ariſe, 
They mar religion—nay, they rob the ſkies. 
Would God our monarch's ever-gracious hand ' 
In this would deign to bleſs the wretched land! 
Would God, the tythes, like taxes might be paid, 
A fix'd revenue by ſome ſtatute made: 
How then would bleſs'd religion rear her head! 
How thro? cach village kindly virtue ſpread ! 
What ſouls with heav'nly comforts would be bleſs'd! 
How happy, then, pariſhioners and prieft! 


Thus of true grievances the prieſts repin'd, 

And with their own ſpoke all their brethren's mind; 
When toll'd the bell, and to the church ſlow move 
Six virgins, bearing one who died for love. 

The grave debate was filenc'd by the bell; 

The vicars roſe, and kindly took farewel. 
The firſt his ſermon ſeeks, and haſtes away, 
The laſt fad duties to the dead to pay: 

From love he much advis'd the youthful throng, 


Drew tears from all, and pleas'd, tho' preaching long; 


While flow his brother, on his eaſy pad, 
Pac'd home full grave, and ruminating fad. 
— — CELNE 2a ODE 
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ODE ON A STORM. 
BY MR. LEWIS. 


IT H gallant pomp, and beauteous pride, 
The floating pile in harbour rode; 
Proud of her freight, the ſwelling tide 
Reluctant left the veſſel's ſide, 
And rais'd it as ſhe flow'd. 


The waves, with eaſtern breezes curl'd, 
Had filver'd half the liquid plain; 
The anchors weigh'd, the ſails unfurl'd, 
Serenely mov'd the wooden world, 
And ſtretch'd along the main. 


The ſcaly natives of the deep 
Preſs to admire the vaſt machine; 
In ſportive gambols round it leap, 
Or, ſwimming low, due diſtance keep, 
In homage to their queen. 


Thus, as life glides in gentle gale, 
Pretended friendſhip waits on pow'r; 
But early quits the borrow'd veil, ö 
When adverſe Fortune ſhifts the fail, 

And haſtens to devour, 


In vain we fly approaching ill; 
Danger can multiply it's form: 
Expos'd we fly like Jonas ſtill, 
And Heaven, when *tis Heaven's will, 
O'ertakes us in a ſtorm, 
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The diſtant ſurges, fontiry white. 


Foretel the future furious blaſt : 
Dreadful, tho? diſtant, was the ſight ; ; 
Confed'rate winds and waves unite, | 


And 1 menace ev'ry maſt. 


| Winds, whiſtling t thro? the ſhrouds, proclaim 


A fatal harveſt on the deck; 
Quick in purſuit, as active flame, 


Too ſoon the rolling ruin came, 


And ths the wreck. 


T hus Adam ſmil'd with new- born grace, 


Life's flame inſpir'd by heav'nly breath; 
Thus the ſame breath ſweeps off his race, 
Diſorders Nature's beauteous face, ; 

And ſ preads diſeaſe and death, 


Stripp'd of her is. the veſſel rolls; 
And, as by ſympathy ſhe knew _ 

The lecret anguiſh of our ſouls, 

With inward, deeper groans, condoles 
The danger of her en prongs 


Now, what avails it to ; be brave, 

a liquid precipices hung ? 

Suſpended on a breaking wave, 

Beneath ys yawn'd a ſea-green grave, 
And flenc'd ev 15 tongue. 


The faithleſs flood Fen keel, 


And downward launch'd the lab'ring bull; ; 


Stunn'd, ſhe forgot awhile to reel, 
And felt almoſt, or ſeem'd to feel, 
A momentary lull, 
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Thus in the jaws of Death we lay; 
Nor light, nor comfort found us there : 


Loſt in the gulph and floods of ſpray, 


No ſun to chear us, nor a ray 


Of hope, but all deſpair. 


The nearer ſhore, the more deſpair, 
While certain ruin waits on land; 
Should we purſue our wiſhes there, 
Soon we recant the fatal pray'r, 
And ſtrive to ſhun the ſtrand. 


At length, the Being whoſe beheſt 


Reduc'd this chaos into form, 
His goodneſs and his pow'r expreſs'd: 


He ſpoke—and, as a God, ſuppreſs'd | 


Our troubles, and the ſtorm, 


AN EPISTLE 


FROM A UNFORTUNATE GENTLEMAN TO A YOUNG 


LADY *. 
BY: MR. GERRARD, 


E E S E, the laſt lines my trembling hand can write, 
Theſe words, the laſt my dying lips recite, 


Read, and repent that your unkindneſs gave 
A wretched lover an untimely grave! 

Sunk by deſpair from life's enchanting view, 
Loſt, ever loſt, to happineſs and you !— 

No more theſe eye-lids ſhow'r inceſſant tears; 
No more my ſpirits ſink with boding fears; 
No more your frowns my ſuing paſſion meet, 
No more I fall ſubmiſſive at your feet: 


# Occaſtoned by a cataſtrophe well known in the Weſt, 
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With fruitleſs love this heart ſhall cat to burn; 4 

Life's empty dream ſhall never more return. 
Think not, that. labouring to ſubdue your hate, 

My artful ſoul forebodes a fancy'd fate; 

For ere yon ſun deſcends his weſtern way, 

Cold ſhall I lie, a lifeleſs lump of clay! 

Tir'd of my long encounters with diſdain, 

Peaceful my pulſe, and ebbing from it's pain ; 

Each vital movement ſinking to decay, 

And my ſpent ſoul juſt languiſhing away; 

Ere my laſt breath yet hovers to depart, 
I prompt my hand to pour out all my heart: 

T he hand, oft rais*d compaſſion to 1mplore ; 

'T he heart, that burns with lighted fires no more ! * 

Relentleſs nymph ! of Nature's faireſt frame, 

Unpitying ſoul, and woman but in name; 

Angelick bloom, the coldeſt heart to win, 

Without allurement, but diſdain within ; 
Regard the ſounds which ſeal my parting breath, 
j Ere the vain murmurs ſhall be huſh'd in death; | 
| Let Pity view what Love diſdain'd to ſave, 
And mourn a wretch ſent headlong to the grave. 
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| Profuſe of all an anxious lover's care, 

1 To urge his ſuit, and win the TOR fair ; ; 

= Try'd ev'ry purpoſe to relieve my woe 

IN My ſoul chides not, for innocent I OY | 

Li Save when ſoft Pity bids my gentler mind 

Shrink at your fate, and drop a tear behind. 

How oft and fruitleſs have I ſtrove to move 

Unfeeling Beauty with the pangs of love ! 
As roſe your breaſt with captivating grace, 

And heighten'd charms flew bluſhing to your face; 
Inſulting charms ! that gave a fiercer wound, 
Fond as I lay, and proftrate on the ground. 

.  Heav*ns! with what ſcorn you ſtrove my ſuit to meet, 
Frown'd with your eyes, and ſpurn'd me with your feet! 
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To bleeding love ſuch hard returns you gave, 
As barbarous rocks that daſh the prefling wave. 
O could your looks have turn'd my hapleſs fate, 
And frown'd niy ſhort-liv'd paſſion into hate; 
Then had no ſcattering breeze my ſorrows known, 
Nor vale reſponſive had prolong'd the moan ; 
Then had thoſe lips ne'er learn'd their woeful tale, 
Nor Death yet cloath'd them in eternal pale! 
Oft to the woods in frantick rage I flew, 
To cool my boſom with the falling dew ; 
Oft, in ſad accents, ſigh'd each prompting ill, 
And taught wild oaks to pity and to feel ; 
Till, with deſpair, my heart rekindled burns, 
And all the anguiſh cf my ſoul returns. 
Then, reſtleſs, to the fragrant meads J hie, 
Death in my face, diſtraction in my eye; 
There, as reclin'd, along the verdant plain, 
My grief renews her heart-wrung ſtrains again: 
Lo! pitying Phebus ſinks, with ſorrow pale, 
And mournful Night deſcends upon the tale! 
When tir'd, at length, my wrongs no more complain, 
And ſighs are ſtifled in obtuſer pain; 
When the deep fountains of my eyes are ſpent, 
"And fiercer anguiſh ſinks to diſcontent ; 
Slow I return, and, proſtrate on my bed, 
Bid the ſoft pillow lull my heavy head. 
But, oh! when downy ſleep it's court renews, 
And ſhades the ſoul with viſionary views, 
Hlufive dreams, to fan my ſlumb'ring fire, 
And wake the fever of intenſe deſire, 
Preſent your ſofter image to my fight, 
All warm with ſmiles, and glowing with delight ; 
Gods ! with what bliſs I view thy darling charms, 
And ftrive to claſp thee melting in my arms! 
But, ah! the ſhade my empty graſp deceives ; 
And as it flits, and my fond ſoul bereaves, 
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The tranſient ſlumbers lip their airy chain, 
And give me back to all my woes again : 
There, wrapt in floods of grief, I ſigh forlorn, 
The conſtant greetings of unwelcome morn. 
But ſhould Oblivion re-aſſume her ſway, 
And ſlumbers once more ſteal my woes away ; 

When the ſhort flights of F ancy intervene, 
Vour much-lov'd image fills out ev'ry ſcene. 

But now no more ſoft ſmiles your face adorn, 
Lo! o'er each feature broods deſtructive ſcorn. 
Suppliant in tears I urge my ſuit again, 
Sullen you ſtand, and view me with diſdain; 
Your ears exclude the ſtory of my ſmart, 
Your baleful eyes dart anguiſh to my heart. 
T wake—glad Nature hails returning day, 
And the wild ſongſters chaunt their mattin- lay; 
The ſun i in glory mounts the chryſtal ky, 
And all creation is in ſmiles—but T. 
Then fink in death, my ſenſes !—for in vain 
You ſtrive to quench the phrenzy of your pain. 
Break, break, fond heart !—her hate thou canſt not tarde; 
Then take this certain triumph o'er thy flame. 
"Tis done !—the dread of future wrongs is paſs'd—- 
Lo! brittle paſſion verges to it's laſt! 

»Tis done !—vain life's illuſive ſcenes are oer 
Diſdainful Beauty ſhakes her chains no more. 
Come, peaceful gloom, expand thy downy breaſt, 
And ſoothe, O ſoothe me to eternal reſt ! 
There huſh my plaints, and gently lull my woes, 
Where one {till ſtream of dull oblivion flows. | 
No labouring breaſt there heaves with Torture's throes, 
No heart conſumes her daily hoard of woes ; 

No dreams of former pain the ſoul invade ; 

Calmly ſhe ſleeps, a fad unthinking ſhade ! 

But ere from thought my ſtruggling foul 1s tree, 

One lateſt tear ſhe dedicates to thee, 
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She views thee on the brink of vain deſpair, 
Beat thy big breaſt, and rend thy flowing hair; 
Feels torturing Love her ſable deluge roll, 
Weigh down thy ſenſes, and o'erbear thy ſoul. 
In vain your heart relents, in vain you weep, 
No lover wakes from his eternal ſleep. 
Alas! I fee thy frantick ſpirit rave, 
And thy laſt breath expiring on my grave. 

5 Is this the fortune of thoſe high-priz'd charms? 
Ah! ſpare them for ſome worthier lover's arms. 
And may theſe bodings ne'er with truth agree! 

May grief and anguiſh be unknown to thee ! 
May bitter Memory ne'er recount with pain, 
That e'er you frown'd, or I admir'd in vain! 

No more—my ſpirit is prepar'd to fly; 

 Suppreſs'd my voice, and ftiffen'd is my eye: 

Death's ſwimming ſhadows intercept my view; 

Vain world, and thou, relentleſs nymph, adieu! 
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BY W. WHITEHEAD, ESQ. 


Tiffelix ! Nati funus crudele videbis. 
Hi noftri reditus, expectatique triumphi ! 
Hæc mea magna fides !— 


N ancient times, o'er Lydia's fertile land, 
The warrior Crœſus held ſupreme command: 
Vaſt was his wealth, for conqueſt ſwell'd his ſtore ; 
Nor what enrich'd the prince, had left the people poor. 
Iwo ſons he had, alike in outward mien, . 
The tender pledges of a dying queen: 
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But, ſpeechleſs, one ne'er taught his fire to melt 

With liſping eloquence, by parents felt ; 

And mimick art in vain expedients ſought 

To form the tongue, and free th' impriſon'd thought. 

Yet blooming Atys well that loſs ſupply'd ; 

Atys, the people's hope, and monarch's pride: 

His beauteous ſoul thro? ev'ry feature glow'd ; 

And from his lips ſuch ſoft perſuaſion flow'd, 

As Nature had witheld the brother's ſhare, 

Only to pour a double portion there. 

But vain thoſe graces; ſince, conceal'd from view, 

They droop in ſhades, and wither where they grew. 

For one dread night, when o'er the weary king 

The drowſy god had ſtretch'd his leaden wing, 

He ſeem'd, he knew not where, in wars engag'd, 

And whilſt around the doubtful battle rag'd, 

Saw from ſome hoſtile hand unerring part 

A fatal ſpear, which pierc'd his Atys' heart. 

He ſtarts, he wakes—'tis night and ſilence all! 

Yet, ſcarce confirm'd, he ftill beholds him fall; 

Still bleeds in Fancy's eye the gaping wound, 

On Fancy's ear the dying groans reſound. 

Again he ſleeps; the ſame ſad ſcenes return— 

Reſtleſs he rolls, and waits the ling'ring morn. 
What can he do? or how prevent a doom, 

Which Heav'n foretels, and Fate has ſaid ſhall 3 

And yet, perhaps, the gods theſe dreams inſpire, 

© To fave the guiltleſs ſon, and warn the fire, 

Too fond of arms I wander'd far aſtray, 

While Youth and blind Ambition led the way; 

And ravag'd countries may at length demand 

© This bleeding ſacrifice at Crœſus' hand. 

© Then hear me, gods propitious, while I ſwear, 

. © Peace, only peace, ſhall be my future care. 

O would your pow'rs but ſave my darling boy, 

No more this breaſt ſhall glow, this arm deftroy ! 
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| Nor &er ſhall Atys the dire ſport purſ ue; 
« Still in my court, and ſeldom from my view. 
In eaſe inglorious ſhall he paſs his days, 
© Untaught to feel th' inſatiate luſt of praiſe,” 
He ſpake ; and cautious far away remov'd 
From Atys, what next Atys moſt he lov'd, 
The pomp of war: no falchions guard the gate, 
And chiefs, unarm'd, around his palace wait. 
| Nay, farther ſtill extends a parent's fear; Bits 
_ Fen arms themſelves he dreads, and moſt the ſpear : 
Nor leaves of ancient wars the weak remains, 
But ſtrips the trophies from the mould'ring fanes; 
Left, fix'd too looſely, from the faithleſs ſtone 
The caſual ſteel ſhould drop, and pierce his ſon. 
Thus ſome ſweet warbler of the feather'd throng, 
Deep in the thorny brake ſecures her young; 
Yet, vainly anxious, feels a fancied woe, 
And ſtarts at ev'ry breeze that ſtirs the bough ; 
With filent horror hears the whiſp'ring groves, 
And diſtant murmurs of the ſpring ſhe loves. 
_ Unhappy fire ! but vainly we oppoſe 
Weak, human caution, when the gods are foes, 
The ſtory's ſequel muſt too ſurely prove, 
That dreams, prophetick dreams; deſcend from Jove. 
Nor yet ſhall Atys thwart thy fond deſigns; 
He moves implicit as his fire inclines; EE 
On ev? ry look his eager duty hung, 
And read his wiſhes ere they reach'd his tongue, 
With ſmiles he ſtri ps his helmet's plumy pride, 
With ſmiles he lays his uſeleſs ſpear aſide ; 
Nor lets one figh confeſs a latent care, 
Reſerving all his griefs for his Adraſtus' ear. 
Adraſtus early did his foul approve; _ 
Brave, virtuous, learn'd, and form'd for Atys' hw: ; 
A Phrygian youth, whom Fate condemn'd to roam, 
An exil'd wand'rer from a cruel home: 
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For, yet a boy, his inadvertent lance 
An infant brother flew, the crime of chance. 
In vain he wept; the rigid fire demands 
His inſtant abſence from his native lands, 
Or thieatens inſtant death: from death he flew, 
And, loaded with a father's curſe, withdrew, 
Yet not in vain the gods ſuch ills diſpenſe, 
If ſoft-ey'd Pity takes her riſe from hence; 
Tf hence we learn to feel another's pain, 
And from our own misfortunes grow humane. 
This young Adraſtus found; and hence confeſs'd 
Thhat mild benevolence, which warm'd his breaſt: 
Hence too his fortune ſtretch'd a bolder wing, 
And plac'd her wand'rer near the Lydian king. 
There long the favour'd youth exalted ſhone, 
Dear to the fire, but dearer to the ſon: _ 
For pow'rful Sympathy their hearts had join d 
In ſtronger ties than Gratitude can bind. 
| | With him did Atys ev'ry ſport purſue, 
1 | | Which health demands, and earlier ages knew, 
At morn, at eve, at ſultry noon, with him 
Il He rov'd the ſunny lawn, he ſwam the ſtream ; 
| .= | Beſide the brook, which dimpling glides away, 
| 1 Caught the cool breeze, or lur'd the finny prey: 
1 | Urg'd the light car along th' indented mead, 
lf Or hung impetuous o'er th' exulting ſeed ; 
| i Beneath whoſe hoof unhurt the flow'rets riſe, 
1 And the light graſs ſcarce trembles as he flies. 
=_ 5 But chief he lov'd to range the woods among, 
| | And hear the muſick of Adraſtus' tongue: 
With graceful eaſe unlock the letter'd ſtore; 
if And that he learn'd from him endear'd the knowledge more. 
Of Thales“ wiſdom oft the converſe ran; 
How varying Nature's beauteous frame began: 
And erſt to different forms the waters flow'd, 
As o'er the chaos mov d the breathing God, 
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Of Solon too he ſpake, and laws deſign'd 
To guard fair Freedom, not enſlave mankind 
And hinted oft what mutual duties ſpring 
*Twaxt willing ſubjects and their father king: 
| How cloſe connected greatneſs was with pain, 
What earthly bliſs, and who the happy man. 
Nor leſs the while his youthful breaſt he warms 
With pictur'd fights, the theory of arms; 
Leſt inbred ſloth ſhould taint his future reign, 
And virtue wake, and glory tempt in vain. 
Thee, Homer, thee with rapture they peruſe, 
Expand the ſoul, and take in all the Muſe; 
Mix with thy gods, with war's whole ardour burn, 
Or melt in filent tears o'er Hector's urn. 
_ How oft, tranſported, would young Atys cry, 
Thus might I fight, twere glorious thus to die! 
But why to me are uſeleſs precepts giv'n, 
© Tied down and. pinion'd by the will of Heav'n ? 
© No early wreathes my coward youth muſt claim, 
No juſt ambition warm me into fame; _ 
« Hid from the world, to ruſt in ſloth, and buy 
© A poor precarious life with infamy. 
Happy, thrice happy, on each hoſtile ſtrand, 
* The youths who periſh'd by my father's hand! 
Their honour ſtill ſurvives, and o'er their tomb 
Their country's tears deſcend, and laurels bloom. 
To life alone the conq'ring ſword's confin'd— 
© Would you indeed diſtreſs, employ a love too kind, ? 
As oft Adraſtus, ſtudious to controul 
With Reaſon's voice the tumult of the ſoul, 
Would hint, to what exceſs foever. wrought, 
Paternal fondneſs was a venial fault. 
Perhaps, as lenient time ſtole gently on, 
The ſtorm which threaten'd might be quite o'erblown, 
And ſun-bright honour only be delay'd 
A while, to burſt more glorious from the ſhade. 
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5. Yet think,” he cried, * whatever they appear, 
© Few are the cauſes can excuſe a war. 
To raiſe th' oppreſs'd, to curb th' inſulting proud, , 
Or ſhould your injur'd country call aloud, 
*© Ruſh, ruſh to arms,” *tis glorious then to dare: 
© Delay is cowardice, and doubt deſpair. 
ut let not idler views your breaſt inflame, | 
Of boundleſs kingdoms, and a dreaded name. 
© *T'is yours at home to ſtem Oppreſſion's waves, 
© To guard your ſubjects, not increaſe your ſlaves ; 
On this juſt baſis Fame's firm column raiſe, 
© And be deſert in arms your ſecond praiſe.” 
T was thus in converſe, day ſucceeding day, 

They wore, unfelt, the tedious hours away; 

And years on years in downy circles ran, 
Till the boy roſe inſenſibly to man. 
What now ſhall Crœſus find, what Syren voice, 
To make retirement the reſult of choice? 
No father's ſtern command theſe years allow ; 
A chain more pleaſing muſt detain him now, 
In roſy fetters ſhall the youth be ty'd, 

And Myſia's captive fair the choſen bride. 
_ _ Haſte, gentle god, whoſe chains unite the globe, 
Known by the blazing torch, and ſaffron robe; 
To Lydia haſte, for Atys blames your ſtay, 
Nor fair Idalia's bluſhes brook delay; 
O'er glory's blaze your ſoft enchantments breathe, 
And hide the laurel with the myrtle-wreathe, 

And now the king with ſecret tranſport found 
His hopes ſucceed, nor fears a martial wound, 
While loſt in love the happier Atys lies, 

The willing victim of Idalia's eyes. 

O thoughtleſs man! from hence thy ſorrows flow; 

The ſcheme projected to avert the blow 

But makes it ſure— for ſee, from Myſia's land, 

Round liſt'ning Atys crouds a ſuppliant band, — 
| | Their 
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Their tears, their cries, his eaſy breaſt aſſail, 

Fond to redreſs them ere he hears their tale. 

© A mighty boar, the curſe of angry Heav'n, 

Had from their homes the wretched ſufPrers driv'n. 

© Waſte were their viny groves, their riſing grain, 
Their herds, their flocks, th' attendant ſhepherds ſain, | 
And ſcarce themſelves ſurvive. 

O would but Atys lead the hunter train, 
Again their viny groves, their waving grain 
Might riſe ſecure, their herds, their flocks increaſe, 
And fair Idalia's country reſt in peace.” 
The youth aſſents; th' exulting crowds retire : 
When thus, impatient, ſpeaks the trembling ſire; 
What means my ſon ? preſerv'd, alas! in vain, 
From hoſtile ſquadrons, and the tented plain, 
You ruſh on death -recal your raſh deſign ; 
Mine be the blame, and be the danger mine; 
Myſelf will lead the band.“ The youth return'd, 
While his luſh'd cheek with mild reſentment burn'd, 
Will Crœſus lead the band, a hunter now, | 
Skill'd in the fight, and laurels on his brow ? ? 

Alas! ſuch mockeries of war become 

The loit'rer, Atys, fearful of his doom. 

To him at leaſt theſe triumphs be reſign'd, 

That not ts uſeleſs to mankind 

His days may paſs ; theſe triumphs all his aim, | | 
Theſe humble triumphs ſcarce allied to fame. - 
And yet, dread Sir, if you command his ſtay, 
(O force of duty !) Atys muſt obey. | 
Alas! on you whatever blame ſhall fall, 

A father's fondneſs can excuſe it all; 

But me, of me, if ſtill your pow'r withſtands, 
What muſt the Lydian, what the Myſian bands, 
What mult Idalia think?“ Adraſtus here 

Soft interpos'd, * Great king, diſmiſs your fear, 
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Nor longer Atys' firſt requeſt oppoſe ; TT as 
War was your dream, no war this region knows: 
For humbler prey the hunters range the wood, 


Their ſpears fly innocent of human blood. 
Had in the ſportive chace ſome phantom boar 


© Dug deep the wound, and drank the vital gore, 
© That dreadful viſion had excus'd your care, 


Nor Atys offer'd an unheeded pray'r. 


I love the prince; and, but J think his life 
© Safe as my own, would urge him from the ſtrife. 


Permit him, Sir—this arm ſhall guard him there; 
© And ſafely may you truſt Adraſtus? care; 


For, ſhould he fall, this arm would ſurely prove 
My boſom feels a more than father's love.“ | 
As, when impetuous thro? th' autumnal ſky, 


Urg'd by the winds the clouds diſparting fly, 


O'er the broad wave, or wide-extended mead, 
Shifts the quick beam, alternate light and ſhade; 
So glanc'd the monarch's mind from thought to thought, 


So in his varying face the paſſions wrought. 


Oft on his ſon he turn'd a doubtful eye, 


Afraid to grant, nor willing to deny ; 


Oft rais'd it, tearful, to the bleſs'd abodes, 


And ſought in vain the unregarding gods: 


'Then look'd conſent. But added, with a groan, | 
From thee, Adraſtus, I expect my ſon!” | 
Why ſhould J tell, impatient for the fight, 


How Atys chid the ling'ring hours of night? 


Or how the roſeate morn with early ray 


Streak'd the glad eaſt, and gradual ſpread the day, 


When forth he iſſu'd like the Lycian god! 


Looſe to the breeze his hov'ring mantle flow'd, 
Wav'd the light plume above, behind him hung 


His ratt'ling quiver, and his bow unſtrung. 
He mounts his ſteed; the ſteed obey'd the rein, 


| Arch'd his high neck, and graceful paw'd the plain. 
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E'en Crœſqs“ ſelf forgot a while his fear 
Of future ills, and gaz'd with tranſport 3 
Or why relate, when now the train withdrew, | 
Tow fair Idalia ſigh'd a ſoft adieu ; - 
| How Crœfus follow'd with his voice and eyes, 
Fond to behold, but fonder to adviſe, 5 
And oft repeated, as they journey'd on, 
© From thee, Adraſtus, expect my fon? ! 
Suffice it us, they leave the waves which flow 
O'er beds of gold, and Tmolus' fragrant brow ; 1 
They pals Magnefia' 8 plains, Caicus? * | RR 
The Myſian bound, which chang* di it $ ancient name, 3 
And reach Ohmpus⸗ verge; 1 85 
There Deſolation ſpread her ghaſtly reign 
O'er trampled vines, and diſſipated grain, 
And ſaw with j Joy revolving ſeaſons ſmile 
To ſwell her pomp, and mock the lab'rer's toil. 
Lied by her baleful ſteps, the youth explore 
The dark retreats, and rouze the foaming boar. 
Hard is the ſtrife ; his horny ſides repel, 
Unting'd, the plumy ſhaft and blunted ſteel. 
The dogs lie mangled o'er the bleeding plain, 
And many a ſteed, and many a youth was lain; 
When now his well-aim'd bow Adraitus drew, 
Twang'd the ſtretch'd ſtring, the feather'd vengeance flew, 
And raz'd the monſter's neck: he roars, he flies; 
The crowd purſues, the hills reſound their cries, 
Full in the centre of a vale, embrown'd | 
With arching ſhades, they cloſe the ſavage round: 
He wheels, he glares, he meditates his prey, 
Reſolv'd to ſtrike, reſolv'd to force his way; 
But Atys timely ſtopp'd his flerce career, 
And thro' his eye-bal! ſent the whizzing ſpear, 
And joyful ſaw him reel; with eager ſpeed 
He bares the ſhining blade, he quits his ſteed. 3 
Sy Mts * Ah, 
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5 Ah! ſtop, raſh youth ! ! not conqueſt you purſue, 
Death lies in ambuſh there, the victim you; 
ou ruſh on fate. In vain—he reach'd the beaſt; 
1 He rais'd his arm, and now had pierc'd his breaſt; 
When, in that moment, from the adverſe ſide, 
His too-advent'rous prince Adraſtus ſpy d, 
And launch'd, with nervous haſte, his eager ſpear, 
Alarm'd, and trembling for a life fo dear; 
Glanc'd o'er the falling beaſt the fated wood, 
And fix'd in Atys' breaſt drank deep the vital flood. 
The ſtruggling prince, impatient of the wound, 
Writh'd on the ſpear; the crowds encloſe him round: 
Then ſunk in death, unknowing whence it came; 
pet, e'en in death, he call'd Adraſtus' name, 
Where flies Adraſtus from his dying friend ? 
| O bear me near! Poor prince! thy life muſt end 
| Not in thy murd'rer? s arms, he hears thee not; 
Like ſome ſad wretch, fix'd to the fatal ſpot 
Where fell the bolt of Jove; nor ear, nor eye, 
Nor arm to help, nor language to reply, 
Nor thought itſelf is his. Oblig'd to move 
As they direct his ſteed, he leaves the grove; 
As they direct, to Sardis' tow'rs again, 
In ſilence, follows the returning train. 
There too we turn; for there the penſive fire 
Now hopes, now fears, and pines with vain deſire. 
In ev'ry duſt before the wind that flies, 
In ev'ry diſtant cloud which ſtains the ſcies, 
He ſees his ſon return : till, oft deceiv'd, | 
No more his eye the flatt'ring ſcene believ'd: 
Yet ſtill he wander'd; and, with looks intent, 
The fatal road his darling Atys went. 
There to averted Heav'n he tells his pain, 
And ſlaughter'd hecatombs decrees in vain. 
There to Idalia, frequent by his fide, 
Relates his fears, or ſoothes the weeping. bride: 
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5 With tales of Atys' worth, and points the place 
Where late he parted from their laſt embrace. 
And now, perchance, in tears they linger'd there, 
When ſlowly-moving real crowds appear. | | 1 
* What means he cried, and ſhat a trembling eye. —— 
A youth deputed by the reſt drew nigh, | $ 
And in (ad accents told the dreadful tale: — 
Rage ſeiz' d the king ; expiring, breathlols, pale, „ | h 
Idalia finks ; th' attendant fair convey, 5 
With tears and ſhrieks, the lifeleſs frame away. 
Where is the wretch ? Hear, hoſpitable Jove hs 
Is this, is this thy more than father's love? \ 
© Give me my ſon why ſtare thy haggard eyes rl 
As fix'd in grief? usrE only ſorrow hes— _ 
And ſmote his breaſt, © Thy life in blood began 
A fated wretch, a wurd'rer, ere a man. 
O fooliſh king! by my indulgence ſtole mak 
* This ſerpent near me, that has ſtung my foul. | = 
This thy return for all a king could fhow'r 
Of bounty o'er thee, life, and wealth, and pow'r— 
But what are thoſe ? How great ſoc'er they be, 
I gave thee more, I gave myſelf to thee: — 
© I gave thee Atys, link'd in Friendſhip's chain | 
O fatal gift, if thus return'd again! 


© Reach me a ſword—and yet, dear bleeding clay, . ll 
„Can his, can thouſand lives thy loſs repay?® + | 4 
Then burſt in tears. Heav'n's inſtrument I blame; _ 1 


5 Tho' by his hand, from Heav'n the vengeance came. 
* This ſtroke, O Solon, has convinc'd my pride; 
O had I never liv'd, or earlier dy'd! 
Alas! poor wretch ! why doſt thou bare thy Wy) 

And court my ſword ! Tho' loſt himſelf to reſt, 

This curs'd of Heav'n, this Crœſus, can forgive 
* Th' unhappy cauſe, and bids the murd'rer live.“ 

* Ah, ſtop!” he cried, © and write the milder fate 

c E. with thy ſword; I only „ 
| 8 2 | * Undone, 
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BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
Undone, I thought, beyond Misfortune's pow'r; 


| O do not, by forgiveneſs, curſe me more! 


_ While yet he pleaded to the mourning crowd, 
= Forth ruſh'd Idalia, by her maids purſu'd ; 


Eager ſhe ſeem'd, with light ſuſpicions fill'd, 
And on her face heart-piercing madneſs ſmil'd. 
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* Where is my wand'ring love, ye Lydians, ſay; - 
Does he, indeed, along Meander ſtray, | | 
And rove the Aſian plain ?—Pll ſeek him there. — 
Ye Lydian damſels of your hearts beware. 

Fair is my love as to the ſunny beam 
The light-ſpread plumage on Cayiſter's fiream : 

His locks are Hermus' gold; his cheeks outſhing 
The ivory, tinctur'd by your art divine.— - 


I ſee him now, in Tmolus' ſhade he lies 


On ſaffron beds; ſoft Sleep has ſeal'd his eyes. 
His breath adds ſweetneſs to the gale that blows 
Tread light, ye nymphs, I'll ſteal on his repoſe. 
Alas! he bleeds O murder! Atys bleeds !— 


And o'er his face a dying paleneſs ſpreacs ! 


Help, help, Adraftus !—Can you leave him now! > 
In death negle& him! once it was not ſo. 
What, and not weep ! A tear at leaſt is due; 


Unkind Adraſtus ! he'd have wept for you, 


Come, then, my maids, our tears ſhall waſh the gore; 
We too will die, ſince Atys is no more. 

But firſt we'll ſtrew with flow'rs the hallow'd ground 
Where lies my love, and plant the cypreſs round; 

Nor let Adraſtus know: for ſhould he come, 

New ftreams of blood would iſſue from the tomb ; 
The flow'rs would wither at his baleful tread, 

And at his touch the ſick'ning cypreſs fade. 

Come, come—nay do not tear me from his ſide ; 
Cruel Adraftus, am I not his bride ? 


© I muſt—I will—me would you murder too? 2 
At this, unable to ſuſtain his woe, 
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My ſoul can bear no more,“ Adraſtus cries, 


(His eyes on heav'n.) Ve pow'rs, who rule the ſkies ! 


* 


If your auguſt, unerring wills decreed, 

That ſtates, and kings, and families, muſt bleed, 
Why was I ſingled to perform the part, 

Unſteel'd my ſoul, unpetrify'd my heart? 

What had J done, a child, an embryo man, 

« Ere paſſions could unfold, or thought began? 

Vet then, condemn'd, an infant wretch I fled, 

Blood on my hands, and curſes on my head. 

O had TI periſh'd ſo !—but Fortune ſmil'd, 

* 'To make her frowns more dire.— This vagrant child 
* Became the friend of kings, to curſe them all, 

And with new horrors dignify his fall.?“ 

Then eager ſnatch'd his ſword. * For murders paſt 

© What have I not endur'd ?—be this my laſt, ? 
And pierc'd his breaſt. * This fated arm ſhall pour 

* Your ſtreams of wrath, and hurl your bolts no more, 
For pangs ſuitain'd, oblivion's all I crave ; 

O let my ſoul forget them in the grave! 

Alas! forgive the wretch your judgments doom; 
Park are your ways, I wander in the gloom, 
Nor ſhould perhaps complain. —Be grief my ſhare; ; 
But, if your heav'n has mercy, pour it there, 

On yon heart-broken king, on yon diſtracted fair!? 
He ſpake, and drew the ſteel: the weeping train 
Support him to the bier, he graſps the ſlain; 
There feels the laſt ſad joy his ſoul deſires, 
And on his Atys' much-lov'd breaſt expires, 

O happy both, if I, if I could ſhed 
Thoſe tears eternal, which embalm the dead; 
While round Britannia 8 coaſt old Ocean raves, 
And to her ſtandard roll th? embattled waves, 
Fair empreſs of the deep; ſo long your names | 

Should live, lamented by her brighteſt dames : 7 
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Who oft, at ev'ning, ſhould with tears relate 

The murder'd friend, and poor Idalia's fate; 

And oft, enquiring from their lovers, hear 

How Crœſus mourn'd a twice- revolving year; 
Then, rouz'd at Cyrus? name, and glory's charms, 
Shook off enervate grief, and ſhone again in arms. 
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T IFE! the dear, precarious boon ! 
Soon we loſe; alas, how ſoon t 
Fleeting viſion, falſely gay! 
Graſp'd in vain, it fades away; 
Mixing with ſurrounding ſhades, 
Lovely viſion! how it fades ! 
1 Let the Mufe, in Fancy's glaſs, 
1 Catch the phantoms as they paſs. 
| See, they riſe ! a nymph behold, 
8 Careleſs, wanton, young, and bold; 
Mark her devious, haſty pace, 
| Antick dreſs, and thoughtleſs face; 
Smiling cheeks, and roving eyes, 
Cauſeleſs mirth, and vain ſurprize— 
Tripping at her fide, a boy 
Shares her wonder, and her joy: 
This is Folly. Childhood's guide; 
This is Childhood, at her fide. 
What is he ſucceeding now, 
Myrtles blooming on his brow, 
Bright and bluſhing, as the morn; 
Not on earth a mortal born ? 


: Shafts, 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
Shafts, to pierce the ſtrong, I view; 
Wings, the flying to purſue: 
Victim of his pow'r, behind 
Stalks a ſlave of human kind, 
Whoſe diſdain of all the free, 

Speaks his mind's captivity. 

| Love's the tyrant, Youth the ſlave ; 
Youth, in vain, is wiſe or brave: 
Love, with conſcious pride, defies 
All the brave, and all the wiſe. 
Who art thou, with anxious mien, 
Stealing o'er the ſhifting ſcene? 
Eyes, with tedious vigils red, 
Sighs, by doubts and wiſhes bred : 

_ Cautious ſtep, and glancing leer, 
Speak thy woes, and ſpeak thy fear. 
Arm in arm, what wretch 1s he 755 
Like thyſelf, who walks with thee? 
Like thy own his fears and woes, 
All chy pangs his boſom knows. 
Well, too well! my boding breaſt 
Knows the names your looks ſuggeſt; 
Anxious, buſy, reſtleſs pair! 
Manhood, link'd by Fate to Care. 
Wretched ſtate! and yet 'tis dear. 
Fancy, cloſe the proſpect here 
Cloſe it, or recal the paſt, _ 
Spare my eyes, my heart the laſt. 
Vain the wiſh ! the laſt appears, 
While I gaze, it ſwims in tears. 
Age—my future ſelf—T trace, 
Moving ſlow with feeble pace; 
Bending with diſeaſe and cares, 

All the load of life he bears : 

White his locks, his viſage wan, 
Strength, and eaſe, and hope, are gone. 
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Death, the ſhadowy form I know f 
Death o'ertakes him, dreadful foe! 
Swift they vaniſh—mournful ſight ; | 
Night ſucceeds, impervious night! 
What theſe dreadful glooms conceal, 
Fancy's glaſs can ne'er reveal. 
When ſhall time the veil remove? 
When ſhall light the ſcene improve? 
When ſhall truth-my doubts diſpel? _ 
Awful period! who can tell? 


BY MISS CARTER, 
5 OME, Melancholy ! filent pow r. 


Companion of my lonely hour, 
| To ſober thought confin'd ; 


Thou ſweetly fad ideal gueſt, 


In all thy ſoothing charms confeſs'd, 
Indulge my inn mind. 


No longer wildly hurried through. | 
'The tides of mirth, that ebb and flow 


In Folly's noiſy fiream ; J 
I from the buſy croud retire, 


To court the objects that inſpire 


Thy philoſophick dream. 


Thro' yon dark grove of mournful yews, 


With ſolitary ſteps 1 muſe, 
By thy direction led: 
Here, cold to Pleaſure's tempting forms, 


Conſociate with my ſiſter- worms, 
And mingle with the dead. 5 
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Ye midnight horrors! awful gloom ! | 
Ve ſilent regions of the tomb, 
My future peaceful bed; 5 
Here ſhall my weary eyes be clos dd. 3 þ 
And ev'ry ſorrow lie repos'd O12 l 
In Death's refreſhing ſhade, | 
Ve pale inhabitants of night, | | 0 
Before my intellectual ſight 5 
In ſolemn pomp aſcend: 
O tell how trifling now appears | 
The train of idle hopes and fears TO | | 
That varying life attend! © : kl 
Ye faithleſs idols of our ſenſe, | 
Here own how vain your fond pretence, | ti 
Ye empty names of joy ! . 3 3 
Vour tranſient forms like ſhadows paſs, | 9 
Frail offspring of the magick glaſs, 8 1 
Before the mental eye. 4 
| 
The dazzling colours, falſely bright, | 
Attract the gazing vulgar ſight : = 
With ſuperficial ſtate : | =_ 
Thro' Reaſon's clearer opticks 5 4 e | 
How ftripp'd of all it's pomp, how rude | | * | | 
Appears the painted, cheat, . . 5 | 


Can wild Ambition's tyrant pow'r, 
Or ill-got wealth's ſuperfluous ſtore, - 
The dread of death controul ? 
Can Pleaſure's more bewitching charms 
Avert or ſoothe the dire alarms 
That ſhake the parting ſoul ? 
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Shall make Reflection plead too late, 


Thy penetrating beams diſperſe 


Beyond the range of low deſires, 


And arm'd by Faith, intrepid pays 
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Religion ! ere the hand of Fate 


My erring ſenſes teach, 
Amidſt the flatt'ring hopes of youth, 
To meditate the ſolemn truth 
Theſe awful relicks preach. 


The miſt of error, whence our fears 
Derive their fatal ſpring : 
'Tis thine the trembling heart to warm, 
And ſoften to an angel form 
The pale terrifick king. 


When, ſunk by guilt in ſad deſpair, 
Repentance breathes her humble pray” by” 
And owns thy threat'nings juſt; _ 
Thy voice the ſhudd'ring ſuppliant chears, 
With mercy calms her torturing fears, 
And lifts her from the duſt, 


Sublim'd by thee, the ſoul aſpires 


In nobler views elate: 
Unmov'd her deſtin'd change ſurveys, 


The univerſal debt. 
In Death's ſoft lumber lull'd to reſt, | 


She ſleeps, by ſmiling viſions bleſs'd, 
That gently whiſper peace : 


Till the laſt morn's fair opening ray 


Unfolds the bright eternal day 
Ot active life and bliſs, 


DAMON 
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DAMON and DELIA. 
A PASTORAL ELEGY. 
BY THE REV. MR. MAVOR. 


ENEATH the ſhade of waving beech, 


'The love-lorn Damon lay ; 
The warblers huſh'd their tuneful throats, | 
The flocks forgot to play. 


His pipe and crook were laid beſide, 

The ſhepherds round him throng ; 
With languid eyes he look'd around, 
And thus began his _ 


A 


Ye ſwains, who feed your ſnowy flocks. 
Where mazy Windruſh ſtrays ; 

And ye who love imperial Thames, 

Or Ifis crown'd with bays! 
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With pity hear a ſhepherd's tale, 
And heave a friendly figh! 

So ſhall the ſod that greens my grave, 
With lighter preſſure lie! 
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© © So may you meet a happier fate, 

Nor feel a pang like me; | 
So Venus hear your fond requeſts, 
And {et her ſuppliants free! 


E 


Once, bleſs'd as Æther's painted tribes, 

When balmy zephyrs play; 

© To reſt I gave the ſtarry night, 

To ſong the ſunny day. 3 
1 2 © The 
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I ſtill had liv'd a happy ſwain, 


But, ah! one morning as I roſe, 


« Amaz'd I ſaw angelick charms, 


I faw, and land eve witneſs, Heay? nl— 


J For Innocence had all her heart, 
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Fhe various 90000 that Nature ſhew'd, 


The flow'r, the ſhrub, the tree; 
© The murm'ring rill, the moſſy bank, 
* Had ſweets enough for me. 


* 


E 0 had theſe ſweets my wiſhes clos'd, . 
And bounded all my care, 


For Nature ſtill is fair! 


And bruſh'd the glitt'ring dew, 
« To tend the ewes and bleating lambs, 
1 Voung Delia caught my view. 


c The morn that ſaw Sa 8 birth, 
Than her was not more fair; 

Or more ſerene the clordleſs ſky, 
© Or milder vernal atr. 


* 


Nor brighter luftre decks the vale, 
Than ſparkled from her eyes: 


And flood in 1 — 
With paſſion pure and ſtrong; 


And Love i is eloquent in ſpeech, 
And ſmoothes th' untutor'd tongue. 


In ſofteſt terms I told my flame, 
« She ſmil'd and bluſh'd to hear; 


And that has nought to fear. 


cc And 
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1 And fhall I ſee my love,” ſaid I, 
„ Next morning near yon grove!“ 
Again a bluſh conſent declar'd ; 
I thought that bluſh was love. 


Nor envy me, ye blooming ſwains, 
That morn I met my fair; 

© Heard paſſion faulter on her lips, 
And tremble in her air. 


Nor blame, ye prudes, to cenſure prone, 
| © Too ſoon ſhe own'd her love; 

Or ye who flutter round the ring, 

© And with diſſemblers rove. 


A : 


Unlike her fortune, and her fate, 
Unlike her guiltleſs heart; 

She never wore the ſpecious look, 
Or language cloath'd with art! 


A 


K 


And now each day came wing'd with joy, 
© All Nature ſhone more bright: 

A gayer proſpect form'd each ſcene, 
For Delia bleſs'd my ſight. 


=. 


Aa 


And when the ſhades began to fall, 
One ev'ning, from the hills, 
And ſhepherds penn'd their fleecy care, 
And ceas'd the tinkling bell 


A 


«A 


On, Windrufh banks I claſp'd my fair, 
And hung on ev'ry charm : 

Our plighted faith bright Venus heard, 
£ And vows with rapture warm. | 


— 
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« And when next moon ſhould fill her horns 
With filver's gentle light, | 

My Delia vow'd to bleſs theſe arms, 

In Hymen's holy rite, 


E 105 ah ! why bleeds my heart afreſh! 
Why falls the recent tear! 

© Before next moon had fill'd her horns, 
© She preſs'd the ſable bier! 


© Her dying lips I fondly kiß⸗ d, 
And caught her parting breath; 

6 Heard fainting Nature ſpeak my name, 
* When ev'ry throb was death ! 


* Wrapp'd in an agony of woe, 
Long Reaſon loſt her ſeat : 

And oft I curs'd my ling'ring fate, 
And long'd my fair to meet. 


And oft my wav'ring fancy ſaw 
Her rob'd in ſhining white; 
And oft I tried to burſt thro' life, 
< To reach the fields of light. 


CY 


© Nor can the lapſe of time aſſuage 


Ihe current of my grief; 
As loſt for ever is my love, 
© So loſt be all relief. 


And now I feel Death's ;leaden hand 
« Arreſt my vital tide; 


Nor half ſo bitter is the pang, 
As when my Delia dy'd. 
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But live, ye ſwains! ſee happy days: 
© For me, this boon I crave ; 

As Love had twin'd our hearts in one, 
© So be the ſame our grave. 


There let the year's firſt violets blow, 

© And ev'ry month be ſpring; 
There let the ſhepherds love to reſt, 
And Delia's beauties ſing. 


There let the maiden make her moan, 
When preſs'd with anxious fear! 

© But O far gentler be their fate, 
© Who drop for us a tear !* 


PLAIN TRUTH. 


BY HENRY FIELDING, ESQ. 


8 Bathian Venus tother day 

. Invited all the gods to tea, 
Her maids of honour, the Miſs Graces, 
Attending duly in their places, 
Their godſhips gave a looſe to mirth, 
As we at Butt'ring's here on earth. 

Minerva, in ker uſual way, 

Rallied the daughter of the ſea, 
© Madam,” ſaid ſhe, © your lov'd reſort, 
The city where you hold your court, 
« Is lately fallen from it's duty, 
And triumphs more in wit than beauty; 


© For here,” ſhe cried ; © ſee here a poem 


© *Tis Dalſton's; you, Apollo, know him. 
Little perſuaſion ſure invites 
Pallas to read what Dalſton writes: 


151 


© Nay, 
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Apcrord-=—fore gave the critick nod : 
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£ Nay, I have heard, that in Parnaſſus 

© For truth a current whiſper paſſes, 

That Dalſton ſometimes has been known 

© To publiſh her works as his own.“ 
Minerva read, and every god 


Apollo and the ſacred Nine 
Were charm'd, and ſmil'd at ev'ry line; 
And Mars, who little underſtood, 
Swore, d——n him, if it was not good. 
Venus alone ſat all the while | 


Silent, nor deign'd a fingle ſmile. 
All were ſurpriz'd ; ſome thought her ſtupid: 
Not fo her confident, Squire Cupid; 


For well the little rogue diſcern'd 


At what his mother was concern'd ; 


| Yet not a word the urchin ſaid, 
But hid in Hehe's lap his head, 


At length the riſing choler broke 


From Venus? lips—and thus ſhe ſpoke. 


That poetry ſo cramm'd with wit, 


Minerva, ſhould your palate hit, 


I wonder not; nor that ſome prudes 
(For ſuch there are above the clouds) 

* Should with the prize of beauty torn 

© From her they view with envious ſcorn, 
Me poets never pleaſe, but when 

« Juſtice and truth direct their pen. 


© This Dalſton—formerly I've known him; 


< Henceforth for ever I diſown him; 

© For Homer's wit ſhall I deſpiſe 

In him who writes with Homer's eyes. 
A poem on the faireſt fair 

© At Bath, and Betty's name not there ! 
© Hath not this poet ſeen thoſe glances 
In which my wicked urchin dances ? 
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Nor that dear dimple, where he treats 
< Himſelf with all Arabia's ſweets; 
© In whoſe ſoft down while he repoſes, 
In vain the lilies bloom, or roſes, 
To tempt him from a ſweeter bed 
© Of fairer white or livelier red? 
fHath he not ſeen, when ſome kind gale 
© Has blown aſide the cambrick veil, 
| © That ſeat of paradiſe, where Jove 
Might pamper his almighty love? 
© Our milky way leſs fair does ſhew.: 
There ſummer's ſeen *twixt hills of ſnow. 
From her lov'd voice whene'er ſhe {| peaks, 
© What ſoftneſs in each accent breaks 
© And when her dimpled ſmiles ariſe, 
< What ſweetneſs ſparkles in her eyes! 
Can I then bear,” enraged ſhe ſaid, 
«© Slights offer'd to my fav'rite maid; 
The nymph whom I decreed to be 
The repreſentative of me ?? 
The goddeſs ceas*d—the gods all bow'd, 
Not one the wicked bard avow'd, | 
Who, while in Beauty's praiſe he writ, 
Dar'd Beauty's goddeſs to omit : 
For now their godſhips recollected, 
*T'was Venus? ſelf he had neglected, 
Who in her viſits to this place, 
Had ftill worn Betty Dalſton's face. 


— ELEGY. 
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E LE G F. 
WRITTEN AMONG THE RUINS OF PONTEFRACT CASTLE. 


BY DR. LANGHORNE. 


| R GHT ſung the bard, that all-involving Age, 
With hand impartial, deals the ruthleſs blow; 
That war, wide-waſting, with impetuous rage, 
Lays the tall ſpire and ſæy-crown'd turret low. 


A pile ſtupendous, once of fair renown, 

This mould'ring maſs of ſhapeleſs ruin roſe ; 
Where nodding heights of fractur'd columns frown, 
. And birds obſcene in ĩvy-bow'rs repoſe: 


Oft the pale matron, from the threat'ning wall, 
| ©. - Suſpicious, bids her heedleſs children fly; 
1 Oft, as he views the meditated fall, 

Full ſwiftly ſte ps the a peaſant by. 


: But more reſpectful views th' hiſtorick ſage, 
Mluſing, theſe awful relicks of decay, 
That once a refuge form'd from hoſtile rage, 
In Henry's and in Edward's dubious day. 


He, penſive, oft reviews the mighty dead, 
That erſt have trod this deſolated ground 
Reflects how here unhappy Sal'ſbury bled, 
When Faction aim'd the death-diſpenſing wound. 


61 tone ent bi res | 
A flow'r or tear oft ſtrews your humble grave, 
Whom Envy ſlew, to pave Ambition's way, 


| An d wh om a monarch wept in vain to ſave. | 


Ah! 
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Ah! what avail'd th' alliance of a throne ? 

The pomp of titles what, or pow'r rever'd ? 
Happier ! to theſe the humble life unknown, 
With virtue honour'd, and by peace endear'd, 


Had thus the ſons of bleeding Britain thought, 
When hapleſs here inglorious Richard lay, 
Yet many a prince, whoſe blood full dearly bought 
The ſhameful triumph of the long-fought day ; 


Vet many a hero, whoſe defeated hand 

In death reſign'd the well-conteſted field, 
Had in his offspring ſav'd a ſinking land, 
The tyrant's terror, and the nation's ſhield, 


III could the Muſe indignant grief forbear, 
Should Mem'ry trace her bleeding country's woes; 
Ill could ſhe count, without a burſting tear, 

Th' inglorious triumphs of the varied roſe ! 


While York, with conqueſt and revenge elate, 
\ Inſulting, triumphs on St. Alban's plain, 
Who views, nor pities Henry's hapleſs fate, 
Himſelf a captive, and his leaders ſlain ? 


Ah, prince! unequal to the toils of war, 

To ftem ambition, Faction's rage to quell; 
' Happier | from theſe had Fortune plac'd thee far, 
In ſome lone convent, or ſome peaceful cell. 


For what avail'd that thy victorious queen 
Repair'd the ruins of that dreadful day? 

That vanquiſh'd York, on Wakefield's purple green, ; 
Proſtrate, amidſt the common ſlaughter, lay ? 


U 2 | — 
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In vain fair Vi&'ry beam'd the gladd'ning eye, 


And, waving oft her golden pinions, ſmil'd; 
Full ſoon the flatt'ring goddeſs meant to fly, 
Full rightly deem'd unſteady Fortune's child. 


Let Towton's field——but ceaſe the diſmal tale; 
For much it's horrors would the Muſe appal : 
In ſofter ſtrains ſuffice i it to bewail | 

The patriot's exile, or the hero's fall. 


Thus Silver Wharf *, *, whoſe chryſtal- ſparkling urn 
Reflects the brilliance of his blooming ſhore, 


Still, melancholy-mazing, ſeems to mourn, 


But rolls, confus'd, a crimſon wave no more, 


THE SWALLOWS. 
WRITTEN IN SEPTEMBER. 
BY MR. JAGO. 


RE yellow Autumn from ovr plains retir'd, 
And gave to wint'ry ſtorms the varied year, 
The ſwallow-race, with foreſight clear inſpir'd, 
To ſouthern climes prepar'd their courſe to ſteer. 


On Damon's roof a grave aſſembly ſate ; 
His roof, a refuge to the feather'd kind: 
With ſerious look he mark'd the nice debate, 
And to his Delia thus addreſs'd his mind, 


© Obſerve yon twitt'ring flock, my gentle maid ; 


© Obſerve, and read the wond'rous ways of Heav'n! 
With us thro' ſummer's genial reign, they ſtay'd, 
© And food and lodging to their wants were giv'n. 


* A river near the ſcene of battle, in which were ſlain 35,000 men · 
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© But now, thro? ſacred preſcience, well they know 
The near approach of elemental ftrife; 

The bluſtry tempeſt, and the chilling ſow, 
With ev'ry want, and ſcourge of tender life! 


© Thus taught, they meditate a ſpeedy flight ; 

For this, e' en now they prune their vig'rous wing; 
© For this, conſult, adviſe, prepare, excite, 

And prove their ſtrength in many an airy ring. 


© No ſorrow loads their breaſt, or ſwells their eye, 
© To quit their friendly haunts, or native home ; 


Nor fear they, launching on the boundleſs ſky, 


© In ſearch of future ſettlements, to roam. 


«T hey feel a pow'r, an impulſe all divine! 


© That warns them hence ; they feel it, and obey: 
« To this direction all their cares reſign, | 
© Unknown their deſtin'd tage, unmark'd their way! 


© Well fare your flight, ye mild, domeſtick race! 


© Oh! for your wings to travel with the ſun! 
« Health brace your nerves, and Zephyrs aid your pace, 
Till your long voyage happily be done 


© See, Delia, on my roof your gueſts to-day ; 
© To-morrow on my roof your gueſts no more! 
« Ere yet ' tis night, with haſte they wing away, 
To- morrow lands them on ſome ſafer ſhore.* 


How juſt the moral in this ſcene convey'd ! 


And what without a moral would we read ? 


Then mark what Damon tells his gentle maid ; 


And with his leſſon regiſter the deed. 
Tis 


rr 
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£ *T1s thus life's chearful ſeaſons roll away ; 
© Thus threats the winter of inclement age: 
Our time of action but a ſummer's day; 
And earth's frail orb the ſadly-varied ſtage! 


© And does no pow'r it's friendly aid diſpenſe, 

Nor give us tidings of ſome happier clime ? 

© Find we no guide in gracious Providence, 
Beyond the ſtroke of Death, the verge of time? 


© Yes, yes, the ſacred oracles we hear, 

© That point the path to realms of endleſs day: 

That bid our hearts nor death nor anguiſh fear; 
© This future tranſport, that to life the way. 


© Then let us timely for our flight prepare, 

And form the ſoul for her divine abode ; 

-< Obey the call, and truſt the Leader's care, 
To bring us ſafe, thro? Virtue's paths, to God. 


Let no fond love for earth exact a ſigh ; 
No doubts divert our ſteady ſteps aſide; 
© Nor let us long to live, nor dread to die: 
« Heav'n is our hope, and Providence our guide.“ 


PART u. 
” WRITTEN IN APRIL. 


e AT length the winter's ſurly blaſts are o'er ; 
Array'd in ſmiles the lovely ſpring returns: 
Health to the breeze unbars the ſcreaming door, 
And ev'ry breaſt with heat celeſtial burns. 


Again 
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Again the daiſies peep, the violets blow, 
Again the tenants of the leafy grove 
(Forgot the patt'ring hail, the driving ſnow) 
Reſume the lay to melody and love. 


And ſee, my Delia, ſee o'er yonder ſtream, 
© Where, on the ſunny bank, the lambkins play; 
0 Alike attracted to th' enliv'ning gleam, 
The ſtranger-ſwallows take their wonted way. 


4 Wine ye gentle tribe, your ſports purſue j 
Welcome again to Delia and to me: 
_ © Your peaceful councils on my roof renew), 
And plan your ſettlements, from danger free, 5 


No tempeſt on my ſhed it's fury pours; _ 
* My frugal hearth no noxious blaſt ſupplies : 

Go, wand'rers, go; repair your ſooty how'rs; 
© Think, on no hoſtile roof my chimnies riſe. 


"Fac Þ 


Again I'll liſten to your grave debates, 
« P'll think I hear your various maxims told; 
* Your numbers, leaders, policies, and ſtates, 
© Your limits ſettled, and your tribes enroll'd. 


* I'll think I hear you tell of diſtant lands; 

What inſe& nations riſe from Egypt's mud; 

* What painted ſwarms ſubſiſt on Lybia's ſands, . 
© What mild Euphrates yields, and _ flood. 


Thrice happy race whom Nature's call; invites 
© To travel o'er her realms with active wing; 
To taſte her choiceſt ſtores, her beſt delights, 
The ſummer's radiance, and the ſweets of ſpring. 


« While 
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0 While we are doom'd to bear the reſtleſs change 
Of ſhifting ſeaſons, vapours dank, or dry, 

« Forbid, like you, to milder climes to range, 
When wint'ry clouds deform the troubled ſky. 


© But know the period to your joys aſlign'd ! 
_ © Known ruin hovers o'er this earthly ball; 
Certain as fate, and ſudden as the wind, 
* It's ſecret adamantine props ſhall fall. 
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© Yet when your ſhort-liv'd ſummers ſhine no more, 
My patient mind, ſworn foe to Vice's way, 

« Suſtain'd on lighter wings than yours, ſhall ſoar 
< T0 rarer realms, beneath. a brighter ray. 


« To lee etherial, and Elyſian bow'rs, --- 
Where wint'ry ſtorms no rude acceſs obtain; 

© Where blaſts no lightning, and no thunder lours, 

I But ſpring and joy, unchang'd, for ever reign.” 


| TL LATTE 

15 ELEGY- 

| . 5 BY MR. JERNINGHAM. 

| = | E fair, for whom the hands of Hymen weave 
The nuptial wreathe to deck your virgin brow, 


While pleaſing pains the conſcious boſom heave, 
And on the biegen cheeks the bluſhes glow ; * 


Whoſe ſpotleſs ſoul contains the better dower; 
Whoſe life, unſtain'd, full many virtues vouch ; 

For whom now Venus frames the fragrant bower, 

And ſcatters roſes o'er th' expecting couch; 
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To you I ſing.—Ah ! ere the raptur'd youth _ 

With trembling hand removes the jealous veil, 

Where, long regardleſs of the vows of truth, 
Unſocial coyneſs ſtamp'd th' ungrateful ſeal, 


Allow the poet round your flowing hair, 

Cull'd from an humble vale, a wreathe to twine; 1 
To Beauty's altar with the Loves repair, 

And wake the lute beſide that living ſhrine; 


That ſacred ſhrine, where female virtue glows, 
Where e'en the Graces all their treaſures bring, 

And where the lily, temper'd with the roſe, 
(Harmonious contraſt !) breathes an Eden ſpring ; 


That ſhrine, where Nature, with preſaging aim, 
What time her friendly aid Lucina brings, 

The ſnowy near pours, delightful ſtream ! 
Where flutt'ring Cupids dip their purple wings: 


For you who bear a mother's ſacred name, 
Whoſe cradled offspring, in lamenting ſtrain, 

With artleſs eloquence aſſerts his claim, 

The boon of Nature, but aſſerts in vain. 


Say why, illuſtrious daughters of the great, 

Lives not the nurſling at your tender breaſt ? = 
Buy you protected in his frail eſtate ? TOR 

By you attended, and by you careſs'd ? 


To foreign hands, alas! can you reſign 
The parent's taſk, the mother's pleaſing care? 
To foreign hands the ſmiling babe conſign, 
While Nature ſtarts, and Hymen ſheds a tear? 


> "ai —— When 
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When *mid the poliſh'd circle ye rejoice, 
Or, roving, join fantaſtick Pleaſure's train, 
Unheard, perchance, the nurſling lifts his voice, 
His tears unnotic'd, and unſooth'd his pain. 


Ah! what avails the cont crown'd with gold * 
In heedleſs infancy the title vain? 

The colours gay the purfled ſcarfs unfold ? 
'The ſplendid nurs'ry, and th attendant train 2 


Far better hadfi thou firſt beheld the light, 
Beneath the rafter of ſome roof obſcure? 

There i in a mother's eye to read delight, 
And in her cradling arm repos'd ſecure. 


No wonder, ſhould Hygeia, bliſsful queen! 


Her wonted falutary gifts recal, 


While haggard Pain applies his dagger keen, 


And o'er the cradle Death unfolds his pall. 


The flow'ret, raviſh'd from it's native air, 


And bid to flouriſh in a foreign vale, 
Does it not oft elude the planter's care, 
And breathe 1t's dying odours on the gale? 


For you, ye plighted fair, when Hymen crowns 
With tender offspring your unſhaken love, 

Behold them not with rigour's chilling frowns, 
Nor from your fight unfeelingly remove. 


Unſway'd by Faſhion's dull unſeemly jeſt, 
Still to the boſom let your infant cling ; 
There banquet oft, an ever-welcome gueſt, 
Unblam'd inebriate at that healthful ſpring. 


With 
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With fond ſolicitude each pain aſſwage, 

1 Explain the look, awake the ready ſmile ; 

Unfeign'd attachment ſo ſhall you engage, 
To crown with gratitude maternal toil. 


So ſhall your daughters, in Affliction's day, 
When o'er your form the gloom of Age ſhall ſpread ; 
With lenient converſe chaſe the hours away, 
And ſoothe with Duty's hand the widow'd bed : 


Approach, compaſſionate, the voice of Grief, 
And whiſper patience to the cloſing ea; 
From Comfort's chalice miniſter relief, 
And in the potion drop a filial tear. 


So ſhall your ſons, when beauty is no more, 
When fades the languid luſtre in your eye, 
When Flatt'ry ſhuns her dulcet notes to pour, 
The want of beauty and of praiſe ſupply. 


Fen from the wreathe that decks the warrior's bro, 
Some choſen leaves your peaceful walks ſhall ſtrew; 
And een the flow'rs on claſſick ground that blow, 
Shall all unfold their choiceſt {ſweets for you. 


When to th' embattled hoſt the trumpet blows, > , 
While at the call fair Albion's gallant train 
Dare to the field their triple-number'd foes, 
And chaſe them ſpeeding o'er the frighten'd plain; 


Tne mother kindles at the alotious thought, 
And to her ſon's renown adjoins her name 
For, at the nurturing breaſt the hero caught 

The love of virtue, and the love of fame. 


"uh X 2 | Or, 
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| Or, in the ſenate, when Britannia's cauſe . 
| [ With generous themes inſpires the glowing mind; 
| | While liſtening Freedom grateful looks applauſe, 

Il | Pale Slavery drops her chain, and ſculks behind; | 
| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

( 


With conſcious joy the tender parent fraught, 
Still to her ſon's renown adjoins her name; 
For, at the nurturing breaſt the patriot caught 
The love of virtue, and the love of fame. 


A PASTORAL, 


I | 70 A YOUNG LaDY, UPON HER LEAVING AND RETURN 10 
pe Rt | THE COUNTRY. | | 


BY DR. BROOME. 


DAMON. 

AV, while each ſcene ſo beautiful appears, 

| Why heaves thy boſom, and why flow thy tears? 

il} | See from the clouds the ſpring deſcends in ſhow'rs, 

= The painted vallies laugh with riſing flow'rs : 

Smooth flow the floods, ſoft breathe the vernal airs ; 

The ſpring, flow'rs, floods, conſpire to charm our cares. 
FLokus. 

But vain the pleaſure which the ſeaſon yields, | 

1 The laughing vallies, or the painted fields. 

No more, ye floods, in ſilver mazes flow; 

Smile not, ye flow'rs, no more ſoft breezes blow ! 

Far, Damon ! far from theſe unhappy groves 

The cruel lovely Roſalinda roves. 


| | | D AMON. 
Ah! now I know, why late the op'ning buds 
Clos'd up their gems, and ſicken'd in the woods 
Why droop'd the lily in her ſnowy pride, 
And why the roſe withdrew her ſweets, and dy'd, 
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For thee, fair Roſalind, the op'ning buds 


Clos'd up their gems, and ſicken'd in the woods; 


For thee the lily ſhed her ſnowy pride, 


For thee the roſe withdrew her ſweets, and dy'd. 


- FLORUS. 
See where yon vine in ſoft embraces weaves 
Her wanton ringlets with the myrtle's leaves 
There tun'd ſweet Philomel her ſprightly lay, 


Both to the riſing and the falling day: 
But ſince fair Roſalind forſook the plains, 


Sweet Philomel no more renews her ſtrains; 


With ſorrow dumb, ſhe diſregards her lay, 


Nor grooms the riſing nor the falling day. 
DAMON. 


Say, O ye wind! that range the diſtant ſkies, 


Now ſwell'd to tempeſt by my riſing ſighs ; 


Say, while my Roſalind deſerts theſe ſhores, 


How Damon dies for whom his ſoul adores. 
* FLORUS, 
Ye murm'ring fountains, and ye wand'ring floods, 
That viſit various lands thro? various roads ; 
Say, when ye find where Roſalind reſides, 
Say how my tears increaſe your ſwelling tides. 
DAMON. 


Tell me, I 4 you, O ye ſylvan ſwains ! 
Who range the mazy grove, or flow'ry plains, 
Beſide what fountain, in what breezy bow r, 
Reclines my charmer 1 in the noon-tide hour: ? 


 FLORUS. 
Soft, I adjure you by the — fawns, 


By the fleet roes that bound along the lawns ; 


Soft tread, ye virgin daughters of the grove, 


Nor with your dances wake my ſleeping love! 


| DAMONs« 
Return, O virgin ! and if proud diſdain 
Arm thy fierce ſoul, return, enjoy my pain: 
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If pleas'd thou view'ſt a faithful lover's cares, 
Thick riſe, 2 ſighs ! in floods deſcend, ye teara 
| FILORUS. 
Return, O virgin ! while in verdant meads 
By ſprings we ſport, or dream on flow'ry beds, 
She weary wanders thro' the deſart way, | 
The food of wolves, or hungry lions prey. 
DAMON. 
Ah! ſhield ks, Heav'n! your rage, ye beaſts, forbear k 
Thoſe are not limbs for ſavages to tear! 
Adieu, ye meads! with her thro' wilds I go, 
O'er burning ſands or everlaſting ſnow; 
With her I wander through the deſart way, 
The food of wolves, or hungry lions prey. 
 FLORUS. 
Come, Roſalind ! before the wint'ry clouds 
Frown o'er th' atrial vault, and ruſh.in floods; 
Ere raging ſtorms howl o'er the frozen plains ; 
Thy charms may ſuffer by the ſtorms or rains. 
DAMON. 
Come, Roſalind ! O come! then infant flow? rs 
Shall bloom and ſmile, and form their charms by yours: : 
By you the lily ſhall her white compoſe, 
Your bluſh ſhall add new bluſhes to the roſe ; 
Each flow'ry mead, and ev'ry tree ſhall bud, 
And fuller honours clothe the youthful wood. 
5 | FLORUS. | 
Yet, ah! forbear to urge thy homeward way, 
While ſultry ſuns infeſt the glowing day: 
The ſultry ſuns thy beauties may impair !— 
Yet haſte away, for thou art now too fair, 
DAMON. 
Hark! from you bow'r what airs ſoft-warbled play ! 
My foul takes wing to meet th' enchanting lay. 
Silence, ye nightingales !—attend the voice 
While thus it warbles all your ſongs are noiſe. 


, FLORU s- 
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FLORUS». 
See from the bow'r a form majeſtick moves, 
And ſmoothly gliding ſhines along the groves! 
Say, comes a goddeſs from the golden ſpheres ? 
A goddeſs comes, or Rofalind appears ! 

8 | DAMON. 
Shine forth, thou ſun! bright ruler of the day 
And where ſhe treads, ye flow'rs ! adorn the way: 
Rejoice, ye groves | my heart, diſmiſs thy cares! 
My goddeſs comes! my Roſalind appears! 


THE TRIUMPH OF MELANCHOLY. 
BY DR. BEATTIE. 


TEM RV, be fill! why throng upon the thought 
Theſe ſcenes, ſo deeply ſtain'd with Sorrow's dye? 

Is there in all thy ſtores no chearful draught, 

Jo brighten yet once more in Fancy's eye? 


Les from afar a landſcape ſeems to riſe, | 
Embelliſh'd by the laviſh hand of Spring; 

Thin gilded clouds float lightly o'er the ſkies, 
And laughing Loves diſport on flutt'ring wing. 


How bleſs'd the youth, in yonder valley laid ! 
What ſmiles in ev'ry conſcious feature play! 
While, to the murmurs of the breezy glade, 
His merry pipe attunes the rural lay. 


Hail Innocence ! whoſe boſom, all ſerene, 
Feels not as yet th' internal tempeſt roll: 
O! ne'er may Care diſtract that placid mien! 
| Ne'er may the ſhades of Doubt o'erwhelm thy foul ! 
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Vain wiſh! for lo, in gay attire conceal'd, 
Yonder ſhe comes! the heart-inflaming fiend ! 

(Will no kind pow'r the helpleſs ſtripling ſhield ?} 
Swift to her deftin'd prey ſee Paſſion bend! 


O ſmile accurs'd, to hide the worſt deſigns ! 
Now with blithe eye ſhe wooes him to be bleſs'd; 


While round her arm unſeen a ſerpent twines— 


And, lo? fhe hurls it hiſſing at his breat! 


And inftant, Io! his dizzy eye-ball ſwims 


Ghaſtly, and redd*ning darts a frantick glare; 
Pain with ſtrong graſp diſtorts his writhing limbs, 
And Fear's. cold hand ere&s his frozen hair. 


Is this, O Life, is this thy boaſted prime! 
And does thy ſpring no happier proſpe& yield ! 


Why ſhould the ſun-beam paint thy glitt'ring clime, 


When the keen mildew deſolates the field !. 


How Mem'ry pains! let ſome gay theme beguile 
The muſing mind, and ſoothe to ſoft >. 


Ye images of Woe, no more recoil ; 


Be Life's paſt ſcenes wrapp'd i in oblivious night! ! 


Now, when fierce Winter, arm'd with waſteful pow'r, 
Heaves the wild deep that thunders from afar ; 
Flow ſweet to fit in the ſequeſter'd bow'r, | 

To hear, and but to hear, the mingling war | 


Ambition here diſplays no gilded toy, 
That tempts on deſperate wing the ſoul to riſe; 
Nor Pleaſure's paths to wilds of woe decoy, 


Nor Anguiſh lurks i in Grandeur's proud diſguiſe, 
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Oft | has Contentmetit cheat'd this lone abode 
With the mild languiſh of hef ſmiling eye; 
Here Health in roſy bloom has often glow'd, 
While loofe-fob'd Quiet ſtobd enamour' by. 
E'en the ſtornt lulls to more profound repoſe 3 
The ſtorin theſe humble walls aſſails in vain : 
The ſhrub is ſhelter'd when the whirlwind blows, 
While the oak's mighty ruin ſtrews the plain. 


Blow on, ye winds ! thine, Winter, be the ſkies, 


And toſs th' infuriate ſurge, and vales lay waſte : 


Nature thy temporary rage defies ; 
To her relief the gentler Seaſons haſte, 


Throwd in her emerald car, ſee 3 appear ! 
(As Fancy wills the landſcape ſtarts to view: ) 
Her em'rald car the youthful Zephyrs bear, 
F nt e botom with their e blue. 


Around the jocund Hours are flutt' ting ſeen, 
And, lo! her rod the roſe-lip'd Power extends ! 
And, lo ! the lawns are deck'd in living green, 


And Beauty's bright-ey'd train from heav'n deſcends |. 


Haſte, happy days! and make all Nature glad 
But will all Nature joy at your return? 

O can ye chear pale Sickneſs” gloomy bed, 
Or dry the tears that bathe'th* untimely urn: 


Will ye one tranfient ray of gladneſs dart, 


Where groans the dungeon to the captive's wail 7 


To eaſe tir'd Difappointment's bleeding heart, 
Will all your ſtores of ſoft 'ning bal avail? 
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When ſtern Oppreſſion,. i in his ho fangs, fl 91 46 
From Want's weak graſp the laſt ſad morſel bears, 

Can ye allay the dying parent's pangs, 
Whoſe infant craves relief with fruxttels. tears ? 


F or, ah! thy reign, eration. is not 1 "JS 
Who from the ſhiv*ring limbs the veſtment rends z 3 
Who lays the once rejoicing village waſte, 
| Burſting the ties of lovers and of friends. 


But hope not, Muſe, vain-glorious as thou art, 
With the weak impulſe of thy humble ſtrain; 
Hope not to ſoften Pride's obdurate heart, 
When Erroll's bright example ſhines in vain. 


Then ceaſe the theme. Turn, Fancy, turn thine eye, 


Thy weeping eye, nor farther urge thy flight; 
Thy haunts, alas! no gleams of joy ſupply, 
Or tranſient gleams that flaſh in ſinking night. 


Yet fain the mind it's anguiſh would forego. 
Spread then, Hiſtorick Muſe, thy pictur'd ſcroll ; 
Bid thy great ſcenes in all their ſplendor glow, 
And rouze to thought ſublime th' exulting ſoul. 


What mingling pomps ruſh on th' enraptur'd gaze! 
Lo, where the gallant navy rides the deep! 
Here glitt'ring towns their ſpiry turrets raiſe, _ 
There bulwarks overhang the ſhaggy ſteep. 


Briſtling with ſpears, and bright with burniſh'd ſhields, . 


. Th' embattled legions ſtretch their long array; 
Diſcord's red torch, as fierce ſhe ſcours the fields, - 
With bloody tincture ſtains the face of day. 


And 
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And now the hoſts in ſilence wait the ſign; 
Keen are their looks whom Liberty inſpires : 


Quick as the Goddeſs darts along the line, 
E Lan breaſt n een with noble fires. 


Her form how graceful in her lofty mien 
The ſmiles of Love ſtern Wiſdom's frown controul; 
Her fearleſs eye, determin'd tho? ſerene, 
Speaks the yu purpoſe, and the unconquer'd foul. 


Mark, where Ambition leads he adverſe "87k 

Each feature fierce and haggard, as with pain! 

With menace loud he cries, while from his hand 
He vainly ſtrives to wipe the cimſqa ſtain, 


Lo! at his call, impetuous as the forms, 

Headlong to deeds of death the hoſts are driv'n; 
Hatred, to madneſs wrought, each face deforms, 

Mounts the black whirlwind, and involves the heav'n! 


| Now, Virtue, now thy pow'rful ſuccour lend, 
Shield them for Liberty who dare to die 
Ah, Liberty! will none thy cauſe befriend ? 
Are thoſe thy ſons, thy generous ſons, that fly? 


Not Virtue's ſelf, when Heav'n it's aid denies, 
Can brace the looſen'd nerves, or warm the heart ; 
Not Virtue's ſelf can ſtill the burſts of ſighs, 
When feſters in the foul Misfortune's dart. 


See where, by Terror and Deſpair diſmay'd, 

The ſcatt'ring legions pour along the plain! 
Ambition's car, in bloody ſpoils array'd,, - 

Heys it's broad en e guides the rein. 
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| But who 1s he, that, by yon lonely brock e, 


Lies all abandon'd; yet, with dauntleſs look, 


Ah, Bestes erer thine be Virtue 5 tear! Ie 


| Meanwhite the id Ambition, owns thy ſwayz Gr K. B 


With woods o 'erhung, and precipices rude, 


Sees n from his breaſt the purple flood 7 


Lo, his dim eyes to Liberty he turns! 
As ſcarce ſupported on her broken ſpear, 
O'er her expiring ſon the Goddeſs mourns. 


Looſe to the wind her azure mantle flies, n TT o 


From her diſhevell'd locks ſhe rends the Fes 
No luſtre lightens in her weeping eyes, & 177 
""_ her tear-Hain d cron no roſes nn 4 25 


Fame's loudeſt trumpet labours with thy name: nl 
For thee the Muſe awakes her ſweeteſt lay, 88 
And Flatt'ry bids for _ her altars lame. Rees of op7Ap HE 


Nor in life's lofty buſtling "Te alone, 15 
The ſphere where monarchs and where heroes tall, % 
Sink Virtue's ſons beneath Misfortune's frown, OOTY” 
While Guilt's thrilPd boſom leaps at Pleaſure? 8 ſanile, 5 


Full _ where Salitads 4 Silencer duell, | 


Far, far remote, amid the lowly plain, 
Reſounds the voice of Woe from Virtue's cell; 
Such is man's doom—and Pity weeps in vain, 


Ws - 


Still Grief recoils. How vainly have I ſtrove 


Thy pow'r, O Melancholy, to withſtand ! 


Tir'd, I ſubmit; but yet, O yet remove, 


Or eaſe the preſſure of thy heavy hand! 


a Such, according to Plutarch, was the ſcene of Brutus's death. 
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(© Yer for a while let the bewilder'd foul 


2 Find in ſociety relief from woe; 
D yield a while to Friendſhip's fofe controul ! 


Some reſpite, F riendiiipy wilt thog not beſtow ! 


Come, then, Philander, whoſe alto mind 
Looks down from-far on all that charms the great; 3 
For thou canſt bear, unſhaken and reſign'd, 
The brighteſt ſmiles, the blackeſt frowns of Fate, 


Come thou, whoſe love unlimited, ſincere, 

Nor Faction cools, nor Injury deſtroys; 

Who lend'ſt to Miſery” s moan a pitying eur, 
And feel with Wy another's 09»: 25 


3 Who know ak lene 3 with a fav ring eye, 
+ And melting heart, behold'ſt a brother's fall; 
| ; | Who, unenſlay'd by Faſhion's narrow tie, 

H With mauly freedom follow'ft Nature's call. 


And bring thy Delia, ſweetly-ſmiling fair, 

Whoſe ſpotleſs ſoul no rankling thoughts deform ; 
Her gentle accents calm each throbbing care, 
And harmonize the thunder of the ſtorm. 


Tho? bleſs'd with wiſdom; and with wit refin'd. 
She courts no homage, nor deſires to ſhine ; 

Tn her each ſentiment ſablime is jain'd 5 

Po female ſoftneſs; and a form divine. 


Come, and diſperſe th involving ſhadows drear ; 
Let chaſten'd Mirth the ſocial hours employ : 

0 catch the ſwift-wing'd moment while *tis near ; | 

On ſwifteſt wing the moment flies of joy. 


F'en 
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_ Fen while the careleſs, diſencumber'd foul; 
_ Sinks, all diſſolving, into Pleaſure's dream; 
E'en then to Time's tremendous verge we roll, 8 
With headlong haſte, along Life's ſurgy ſtream, | 7 


Can Gaiety the vaniſh'd years reſtore, . 
Or on the withering limbs freſh beauty ſhed ; ; 
Or ſoothe the {ad inevitable hour, 
Or chear the Ark, dark manſions of the died ? 


Still ſounds the ſolemn knell in Fancy's ear: 
That calFd Eliza to the ſilent tomb: | 

With her how jocund roll'd the ſprightly year! 
How ſhone the nymph in Beauty's brighteſt bloom! 


Ah! Beauty's bloom avails not in the grave, „ 
Youth's lofty mien, nor Age's awful grace = 
Moulder, alike unknown, the prince and flave, ; 
Whelm'd in th' enormous wreck of human race. 


The thought-fix'd portraiture, the breathing buſt, 

The arch with proud memorials array'd, —_ 

The long-liv'd pyramid, ſhall fink in duſt, - 
To dumb Oblivion's ever-defart ſhade. 


Fancy from Foy fill wanders far aftray ; | 
Ah, Melancholy, how I feel thy pow'r! 
Long have I labour'd to elude thy ſway— 
But, tis enough; for I reſiſt no more. 


The traveller thus, that o'er the midnight waſte, 
Thro' many a loneſome path, is doom'd to roam „ 
Wilder'd and weary, fits him down at laſt 
For the long night, and diſtant far his hone: 


[ 
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TO A YOUNG NOBLEMAN LEAVING THE UNIVERSITY. | 


BY MR. MASON. 


RE yet, ingenious youth, thy ſteps retire 
/ From Cam's ſmooth margin, and the peaceful vale, 
Where Science call'd thee to her ſtudious ms | 
& And met thee muſing in her cloiſters pale; 
91 let thy friend (and may he boaſt the name) 
Breathe from his artleſs reed one parting * 5 
A lay like this thy early virtues claim, 
And this let voluntary friendſhip pay. 
Yet know, the time arrives, the dang'rous time, 
When all thoſe virtues, op'ning now ſo fair, 
Tranſplanted to the world's tem peſtuous clime, 
Muſt learn each paſſian's boiſt'rous breath to bear: 
There, if Ambition, peſtilent and pale, 
Or Luxury, ſhould taint their vernal glow ; 
If cold Self-intereſt, with her chilling gale, 5 
Should blaſt th' unfolding bloſſoms ere they blow ; 
If mimick hues, by Art or Faſhion ſpread, _ 
Their genuine, ſimple colouring, ſhould ſupply; 
O! with them may theſe laureate honours fade, 
And with them (if it can) my friendſhip die. 
Then do not blame, if, tho' thyſelf inſpire, 
Cautious I ſtrike the panegyrick ſtring ; 
The Muſe full oft purſues a meteor fire, | 
And, vainly vent'rous, ſoars on waxen wing: 


Ton actively awake at Friendſhip's voice, 7 


The poet's boſom pours the fervent ſtrain, 
Till-ſad Reflection blames the haſty choice, 
And oft invokes Oblivion's aid in vain. _ 


cn 
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Call we the ſhade of Pope, from that bleſs'd bow'r 


Where thron'd he fits with many a tuneful ſage ; 


| Aſk, if he ne'er bemoans that hapleſs hour 


When St. John's name illumin'd Glory's page; 
Aﬀc, if the wretch, who dar'd his memory ſtain, 
_ Afﬀk, if his country's, his religion's foe, 


Deſerv'd the meed that Marlbto? fail'd to gain, 


The deathleſs meed he only could beſtow : 


The bard will tell thee, the miſguided praiſe 


Clouds the celeſtial ſunſhine of his breaſt; 


Fen now, repentant of his erring lays, 


He heaves a figh amid the realms of reft. 


If Pope thro! friendſhip fail'd, indignant view, 


Vet pity Dryden; hark, whene'er he fings, 


How Adulation drops her courtly dew 


On titled rhymers, and inglorious kings. 


See, from the depths of his exhauſtleſs mine, 


His glitt'ring ſtores the tuneful fpendthrift throws: 
Where Fear or Intereſt bids, behold they ſhine; 
Now grace a Cromwell's, now a Charles's brows. 
Born with too gen'rous, or too mean a heart, 
Dryden! in vain to thee thoſe ſtores were lent : 
Thy ſweeteſt numbers but a trifling art; 
Thy ſtrongeſt dition idly eloquent. 
The ſimpleſt lyre, if Fruth directs it's lays, 
Warbles a melody ne*er heard from thine : 
Not to diſguſt with falſe or venal praiſe, 
Was Parnell's modeſt fame, and may be mine. 


Go then, my friend, nor let thy candid breaſt 


| Condemn me, if I check the plauſive firing : 


. Go to the wayward world; compleat the reſt ; 


Be what the pureſt Muſe would wiſt to fing. 
Be ſtill thyſelf : that open path of truth, 
Which led thee here, let manhood firm purſue; 2 


| Retain the ſweet ſimplicity of youth, 


And all thy virtue dictates, dare to do. 


Sill 


B 


5 eee Go 2 n ͤ—a ͤ —:. RS 
nes 8 7 s 1 > a N „ Ly * 2 n . > 1 . 2 S N pg, TY 
r 1 8 3 e n oh 5 8 n Fs 
r en cots Ms S 8 r ͤ a 3 1 
ALON C * 6G n - 8 PEP "yo * ef. 7 1 
RNs ES EL AT Pe Ig cc 5 2 25 


*. 3 15 00 v0 SE 3 t: 1 * ! . 
. my” "3 J : (PS _ 14 {RS 3 i "17 #7 » 


2 — 
IG e ee 8 


$3.5 


* 


1 


— 8 
r — k Sou 
L 7 e 


5 


Rp 75 


Still ſcorn, with conſcious pride, the maſk of Art; : 
And teach the diffident, diſcreeter part, 
So, round thy brow when Age's honours ſpread, 


When the green turf lies lightly on his head, 


For truſt, with rev'rence truſt this Sabine ſtrain, 
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On Vice's front let fearful caution lour, 


Of knaves that plot, and fools that fawn for pow'r. 
When Death's cold hand unſtrings thy Maſon's lyre, 


Thy worth ſhall ſome ſuperior bard inſpire : 
He to the ampleſt bounds of Time's domain, 
On Rapture's plume ſhall give thy name to fly; 


»The Muſe forbids the virtuous man to die,” 


KNOWLEDGE. 
AN ODE. 
BY MR. MICKLE: 
Ducit in errorem variarum ambage viarum. OVID, 


IGH on a hill's green boſom laid, 
At eaſe my careleſs fancy ſtray d, 
"And o'er the landſcape ran; 
Review'd what ſcenes the ſeaſons ſhew, 
And weigh'd what ſhare of joy and woe 
Is doom'd to toiling man. 
The nibbling flocks around me bleat, 
The oxen low beneath my feet 
Along the clover'd dale ; 
'The golden ſheaves the reapers bind, 
The ploughman whiſtles near behind, 
And breaks the new-mown vale. 


: | 


* 
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Hail, Knowledge! gift of Heav®n !” I cried, 
© Een all the gifts of Heav'n beſide, . 

* Compar'd to thee, how low! | 4 

Ihe bleſſings of the earth and air | 1 3 

« The beaſts of fold and foreſt ſhare, | 

But godlike beings x NM w. 


How mean the ſhort- liv'd joys of Senſe! 
But how ſublime the excellence 
Of Wiſdom's ſacred lore! 
In Death's deep ſhades what nations lie! 
vet {ill can Wiſdom's piercing eye 
Their mighty deeds explore. = 


«© She ſees the little Spartan band, 
With great Leonidas, withſtand 
The Aſian world in arms; Sf ö | 
© She hears the heavenly ſounds that hung i 
© On Homer's and on Plato's tongue, 
© And glows at Tully's charms, 


The wonders of the ſpacious ſky 

She penetrates with Newton's eye, 
And marks the planets roll; 

The human mind with Locke ſhe ſcans, 
With Cambray Virtue's flame ſhe fans, 
«© And lifts to heav'n the ſoul. 


K 


« 


A 
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How matter takes ten thoufand forms 
Of metals, plants, of men, and worms, 
© She joys to trace with Boyle: 
6 This life ſhe deems an infant ſtate, 
© A gleam that bodes a hight compleat, 
© Beyond the mortal toil. 


© What 
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8 


What numerous ills in life befal! 

Yet Wiſdom learns to ſcorn them all, 
And arms the breaft with ſteel: | 
E'en Death's pale face no horror wears; 


A 


A. 


* 


But, ah! what horrid pangs and fears 
© Unknowing wretches feel! 


4% 


That breaſt excels proud Ophir's mines, 
And fairer than the morning ſhines, 
Where Wiſdom's treaſures glow ; 

But, ah! how void yon peaſant's mind! 
His thoughts, how darken'd and confin'd! ! 
Nor cares he more to Know. 
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The laſt two tenants of the ground, 

Of ancient times his hiſt'ry bound; 
Alas! it ſcarce goes higher: 

In vain to him is Maro's bal, | 
And Shakeſpeare's magick pow'rs in vain, 
© In vain is Milton's fire, 
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Nor ſun by day, nor ſtars by night, 
Can give his ſoul the grand delight 


A 


To trace Almighty pow'r : 

His team think juſt as much as he 

Of Nature's vaſt variety | \ 
© In animal and flow'r.” 
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As thus I ſung, a ſolemn ſound _ 
Accoſts mine ear; I look'd around, 
And, lo! an ancient ſage, _ 
Hard by an ivy'd oak, ftood near, 
That fenc'd the cave, where many a year 
Had been his hermitage. 
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His mantle grey flow'd looſe behind. 


His ſnowy beard wav'd to the wind, 
And added ſolemn grace 
His broad bald front gave dignity, 


Attention mark'd his lively eye, 


And Peace ſmil'd in his face. 


He beckon'd with his wrinkled hand * 


My ear was all at his command; 


And thus the ſage began. 
< Godlike it is to know, I own, 


© But, oh! how little can be known 


By poor, ſhort-ſighted man! 


© Go, mark the ſchools, where letter'd Pride, 
And ſtar-crown'd Science, boaſtful guide? 


© Diſplay their faireſt light: 
There, led by ſome pale meteor's ray, 
That leaves them oft, the ſages ſtray, 
© And grope in endleſs night, 


La) 


A 


Of Wiſdom proud yon ſage exclaims, 
« Virtue and Vice are merely names, 
© And changing ev'ry hour: 
Aſhley, how loud in Virtue's praiſe! 
Vet Aſhley with a kiſs betrays, 
And ſtrips her of her dow's, 
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Hark ! Bolingbroke his God arraigns ; 
Hobbes ſmiles on Vice, Deſcartes maintains 
© A godleſs paſſive cauſe ; 

See, Bayle, oft ſlily ſhifting round 

Would fondly fix on ſceptick ground, 
And change, O Truth! thy laws. 
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And what the joy this lore beſtows? 


Alas! no joy, no hope it knows 


Above what beſtials claim: 
To quench our nobleſt native fire, 
That bids to nobler worlds aſpire, 


© Is all it's hopes, it's aim. 


Not Africk's wilds, nor Babel's waſte, 


Where Ignorance her tents hath plac'd, 
More diſmal ſcene diſplay : 

A ſcene, where Virtue ſick'ning dies, 
Where Vice to dark extinction flies, 


N And ſpurns the future Av 
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Wiſdom, you bil" to you 1s vivn ; | 
At night then mark the fires of heav'n, 


And let thy mind explore: 
Swift as the lightning let it fly 
From ſtar to ſtar, from {ky to ſky, 
© Still, ſtill are millions more. 


Th' immenſe ideas ſtrike the ſoul 
With pleaſing horror, and controul 

© 'Thy Wiſdom's empty boaſt. 

What are they ?—Thou canſt never fay : 
Then ſilent adoration pay, 

And be in wonder loſt, 


Say, how the ſelf-ſame roots produce 


The wholeſome food, and pois'nous juice, 
And adders balſams yield: 

How fierce the lurking tiger glares, 

How mild the heifer with thee ſhares 

* The labours of the field ? 
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Why growling to his den retires 

The ſullen pard, while joy inſpires 

© Yon happy ſportive lambs? _ 
Now, ſcatter'd o'er the hill, they fray, 
Now, weary of their gamb' ling play, 

— ſingle out their dams. 
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Inſtinct directs—Bu ut what is that? 

Fond man, thou never canſt ſay what: : 
Oh, ſhort thy ſearches fall! 

By ſtumbling chance, and ſlow degrees, 

The uſeful arts of men increaſe, 

© But this at once is all. 
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A trunk firſt floats alon g the deep; 
Long ages fill improve the ſhip, | 
Till ſhe commands the ſhore : 
But never bird improv'd her neſt ; 
Each all at once of pow'rs poſleſs'd, BZ 
Which ne'er can riſe to more, A 
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That down the ſteep the waters flow, 
That weight deſcends, we ſee, we know; 
But why, can ne'er explain: 

Then humoly weighing Nature's laws, 

* To God's high will aſcribe the cauſe, 

And own thy wiſdom vain. 
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For till the more thou know'ſt, the more 
« Shalt thou the vanity deplore 
Of all thy foul can find: 
This life a ſickly woeful dream, 
© A burial of the ſoul will ſeem, 
© A pally of the mind, 
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5 T ho? Knowledge ſcorns the peaſant's fear, 
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Alas! it points the ſecret ſpear 


Of many a nameleſs woe; 
Thy delicacy dips the dart 
In rankling gall, and gives a ſmart 


Beyond what he can know. 


How happy then the ſimple mind 


Of yon unknowing, lab'ring hind, 


Where all is ſmiling peace! 


No thoughts of more exalted joy 


His preſent bliſs one hour deſtroy, 
Nor rob one moment's eaſe, 


The ſtings neglected Merit feels, 


The pangs the virtuous ſoul conceals, 


© When cruſh'd by wayward fate; 


© 'Theſe are not found beneath his roof; 
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Againſt them all ſecurely proof, 
* Heav'n guards his humble ſtate. 


D 


Knowledge or wealth to few are giv'n; 


But, mark how juſt the ways of Heav'n! 

« True joy to all is free: 

Nor Wealth nor Knowledge grant the boon; 
"Tis thine, O Conſcience, thine alone, 
It all belongs to thee, 


Bled in thy ſmiles the ſhepherd lives, 
Gay 1s his morn, his ev'ning gives 

© Content and ſweet repoſe. 

Without them—ever, ever cloy'd, 

To ſage or chief, one weary void 

© Is all that life beſtowss. 
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Then wouldſt thou, mortal, riſe divine, 
© Let innocence of ſoul be thine, 
With active goodneſs join'd : 
Thy heart ſhall then confeſs thee bleſs'd; 
© And, ever lively, joyful taſte 
The pleaſures of the mind.“ 
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So ſpake the ſage. My heart reply'd, 
How poor, how blind is human pride! 
All joy how falſe and vain, 
But that from conſcious Worth which flows, 
Which gives the death-bed ſweet repoſe, 
And hopes an after reign.“ 
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ANN BOLEYN TO HENRY VII.. 


AN HEROICK EPISTLE; 


BY W. WHITEHEAD, ESQ. 


Ne quid inexpertum fruſtra moritura relinquat. VIR G. 
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F ſighs could ſoften, or diſtreſs could move 
1 Obdurate hearts, and boſoms dead to love, 

Already ſure thgſe tears had ceas'd to flow, 

And Henry's ſmiles reliey'd his Anna's woe. 
Vet Rill I write, ill breathe a fruitleſs pray'r, 
The laſt fond effort of extreme deſpair: 

As ſome poor ſhipwreck'd wretch, for ever loſt, 

In ſtrong deluſion graſps the leſs'ning coaſt, 

Thinks it ſtill near, howe'er the billows drive, 

And but with life reſigns the hopes to live. 

You bid me live; but, O how dire the means! 

Virtue ſtarts back, and conſcious pride diſdains. 
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Confeſs my crime hat crime ſhall I confeſs ? 
In what ſtrange terms the hideous falihood drets ? 
A vile adultreſs! Heav'n defend my fame! 


Condemn'd for acting what I fear'd to name. 
| Blaſt the foul wretch, whoſe impious tongue could dare 


With ſounds like thoſe to wound the royal ear! 
To wound ?—alas ! they only pleas'd too well, 


And cruel Henry ſmil'd when Anna fell. 


Why was I rais'd, why bade to ſhine on high 
A pageant queen, an carthly deity ? 


This flow'r of beauty, ſmall, and void of art, 


Too weak to fix a mighty ſov'reign's heart, 


In life's low vale it's humbler charms had ſpread, 


While ſtorms roll'd harmleſs o'er it's ſhelter'd head: 
Had found, perhaps, a kinder gath'rer's hand, 
Grown to his breaſt; and, by his care ſuſtain'd, 


Had bloom'd a while; then, gradual in decay, 
Grac'd with a tear, had calmly paſs'd away! 


Yet, when thus rais'd, I taucht my chaf te defires 
To know their lord, _ burn with equal fires, 
Why, then, theſe bonds? is this that regal ſtate 
The fair expects whom 8 bids be great ? 

Are theſe lone walls and never-varied ſcenes 

The envied manſion of Britannia's. queens ? 

Where diſtant ſounds in hollow murmurs die, | 
Where moſs-grown tow'rs obſtruct the trav'ling eye; 
Where o'er dim ſuns eternal damps prevail, 

And health ne'er enters wafted by the gale. 

How curs'd the wretch, to ſuch ſad ſcenes confin'd, 


If guilt's dread ſcorpions laſh his tortur'd mind, 


When injur'd innocence is taught to fear, 
And coward virtue weeps and trembles here ! 
Nay, e'en when ſleep ſhould ev'ry care allay, 
And ſofily ſteal th' impriſon'd foul away, | 
Quick to my thoughts excurſive fancy brings 
Long viſionary trains of martyr'd kings. 
Aa 
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There pious Henry, recent from the blow, 
There ill-ſtarr'd Edward lifts his infant brow *. . 
Unhappy prince ! thy weak, defenceleſs age, 
Might ſoften rocks, or ſoothe the tiger's rage: 
But not on theſe thy harder fates depend; 

Man, man purſues, and murder is his end. 
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Such may my child t, ſuch dire proteQors find, 

_ Thro? av'rice cruel, thro? ambition blind: 

No kind condolance in her utmoſt need, 

Her friends all baniſh'd, and her parent dead! 

MJ hear me, Henry! huſband, father, hear, 

If e'er thoſe names were gracious in thy ear: : 
Since I muſt die, (and fo thy eaſe requires, 

For love admits not of divided fires) 

O to thy babe thy tend'reſt cares extend! 

As parent cheriſh, and as king defend ! 

Transferr'd to her, with tranſport I refign 

Thy faithleſs heart—if e'er that heart was mine. 

Nor may remorſe thy guilty cheek inflame, 

When the fond prattler liſps her mother's name; 

No tear ſtart conſcious when ſhe meets your eye, 

No heart- felt pang extort th” unwilling ſigh; 

Leſt ſhe ſhould find, (and ſtrong is Nature's call) 

I fell untimely, and lament my fall; 

Forget that duty which high Heav'n commands, 

And meet ſtrict juſtice from a father's hands. 

No, rather ſay what malice can invent, 

My crimes enormous, ſmall my puniſhment, 

Pleas'd will I view from yon ſecurer ſhore, 

Life, virtue, love too loſt, and weep no more, | 

If in your breaſts the bonds of union grow, —__ * 

And, undiſturb'd, the ſtreams of duty flow. 

vet can I tamely court the lifted ſteel, 

Nor honour” s wounds with ftrong reſentment feel ? 


* Henry VI. and Edward V. both murdered in the Tower, 


+ Afterwards Queen Elizabet Fils y 
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Ve pow'rs! that thought improves e'en Terror's king, 


Adds horrors to his brow, and torments to his ſting. 

No, try me, prince ; each word, each action weigh, 

My rage could dictate, or my fears betray ; 

Each ſigh, each ſmile, each diſtant hint that hung 

On broken ſounds of an unmeaning tongue; 

Recount each glance af theſe unguarded eyes, 

The ſeats where paſſion, void of reaſon „lies: 

In thoſe clear mirrors ev'ry thought appears J 

Tell all their frailties—oh, explain their tears! 
Yes, try me, prince; but, ah! let truth prevail, 


And juſtice only hold the equal ſcale, 


Ah! let not thoſe the fatal ſentence give, 


_ Whom brothels bluſh to own, yet courts receive 


Baſe, vulgar ſouls—and ſhall ſuch wretches raiſe 
A queen's concern? To fear them, were to praiſe. 
Yet, oh! (dread thought!) oh, muſt I, muſt I lay, 


Henry commands, and theſe conſtrain'd obey ? 
Too well I know his faithleſs boſom pants 


For charms, alas ! which hapleſs Anna wants: 

Yet once thoſe charms this faded face could boaſt, 

Too cheaply yielded, and too quickly loft. 

Will ſhe®, O think, whom now your ſnares purſue, 
Will ſhe for ever pleaſe, be ever new ? 

Or muſt ſhe, meteor like, awhile be great, 


Then weeping fall, and ſhare thy Anna's fate? 


Miſguided maid! who now perhaps has form'd, 
In tranſport melting, with ambition warm'd, 
Long future greatneſs in extatick ſchemes, 

Looſe plans of wild delight, and golden dreams ! 


Alas! ſhe knows not with how ſwift decay 


1 hoſe viſionary glories fleet away; 
Alas! ſhe knows not the ſad time will come, 
When Henry's eyes to other nymphs ſhall roam; 


* Lady Jane Seymeur. 
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When ſhe ſhall vainly ſigh, plead, tremble, rave, 


5 BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


Wat * , 6 "_ V "*D 
_=< 
< 7 — 5 r 5 
- ith Oo ES ' 
A 1 Sh $00” 129% 0k a - 


And drop, perhaps, a tear on Anna's grave: 1 9 4 

Ele would ſhe ſooner truſt the wint'ry ſea, | 

Rocks, deſarts, monſters—any thing than thee ; | 

Thee, whom deceit inſpires, whoſe ev'ry breath = 

Soothes to deipair, and ev'ry {mile is death. 
Fool that I was ! I ſaw my riling fame 

Gild the ſad ruins of a nobler name *. 

For me the force of ſacred ties diſown'd, 

A realm inſulted, and a queen dethron'd: 

Yet, fondly wild, by loye, by fortune led, 

Excus'd the crime, and ſhar'd the guilty bed; 

With ſpecious reaſon lull'd each rifing care, 

And hugg'd deſtruction in a form ſo fair. 
*Tis juſt, ye pow'rs! no longer I complain; 


Vain be my tears, my boaſted virtaes vain |! 
Let rage, let flames, this deſtin'd wretch purſue, 
Who begs to die—but begs that death from you. 


Ahl why muſt Henry the dread mandate {cal ? 
y * 


Why mult his hand, uninjur'd, point the ſteel ? Z 
Say, for you ſearch the images that roll 
In deep receſſes of the inmoſt ſoul ; : A 
Say, did ye e'er, amid thoſe number, find | 


LY ; | 1 a 
One wiſh diſloyal, or one thought unkind? 


Then ſnatch me, blaſt me, let the lightning's wing 

Avert this ſtroke, and ſave the guilty king! 

Let not my blood, by lawleſs paſſion ſhed, 

Draw down Heav'n's vengeance on his ſacred head; 

But Nature's pow?r prevent the dire decree, 

And my hard lord, without a crime, be free. 
Still, fill I live; Heav'n hears not what I fav, 

Or turns, like Henry, from my pray'rs away. 

Rejected, loit, O whither ſhall I fly! 

1 fear not death, yet dread the means to die, 
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* Catharine of Arragon. 
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And hope, ſoft-beaming, brightens all my woes. 


Small was my part, yet all I could employ, 


O hear a ſiſter for a brother + plead. 


y Heav'n, he's wrong'd !—Alas! why that to you? 


* Her marriage with King Henry was a means of introducing the proteſtant 
religion, of which ſhe was a great patroneſs. 
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To thee, O God, to thee again I come, [ 
The ſinner's refuge, and the wretch's home. 
Since ſuch thy will, farewel my blaſted fame! 
Let foul detraction ſeize my 1njur'd name: 


* — — 


No pang, no fear, no fond concern, I'll Know; 
Nay, ſmile in death, tho' Henry gives the blow. 
And now, reſign'd, my boſom lighter grows, 


Releaſe me, earth; ye mortal bonds, untie: 

Why loiters Henry when ] pant to die? 

For angels call, heav'n opens at the ſound, 

And glortts blaze, and mercy ſtreams around. | 
Adieu“, ye fanes, whoſe purer flames anew | 
Roſe with my riſe, and as I flouriſn'd grew: 

Well may ye now my weak protection ſpare; 

The pow'r that fix*d you ſhall preſerve you there. | 


— — — 


And Heav'n repays it with eternal joy. de 1 
| Thus rapt, O king, thus lab'ring to be free, | 
My gentleſt paſſport fill depends on thee, 

My hov'ring foul, tho” rais'd to Heav'n by pray'r, | . 
Still bends to earth, and finds one ſorrow there; 
Breathes for another's life it's lateſt groan— _ 1 
Reſign'd and happy, might I part alone! 

Why frowns my lord? Ere yet the ſtroke's decreed, 


You know he's wrong*'d—you know, and yet purſue. 
Unhappy youth! what anguiſh he endures !— 

Was it for this he preſs'd me to be yours, 

When ling'ring, wav'ring, on the brink I Rood, 
And ey'd obliquely the too tempting flood ? 


＋ George Boleyn, Viſcount Rochford. 
| | Was 
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Was it for this his laviſh tongue dilplay'd 
A monarch's graces to a love- ick maid ? 
With ſtudied art conſenting nature fir'd, 
And forc'd my will to what it moſt deſir'd? 2 
Did he, enchanted by the flatt'ring ſcene, | K 
Delude the fiſter and exalt the queen, | \ 
To fall attendant on that ſiſter's ſhade, ö 
And die a victim with the queen he made ? | 
And, witneſs Heav'n! F'd bear to ſee him die, 
Did not that thought bring back the dreadful auhy ; 
The blaſting foulneſs, that muſt ſtill defame 
Our lifeleſs aſhes, and united name. 
 —Ah! ſtop, my ſoul, nor let one ee purſue 
That fatal track, to wake thy pangs anew! _ 5 . 
Perhaps ſome pitying bard ſhall ſave from death * 
Our mangled fame, and teach our woes to breathe; 
Some kind hiſtorian's pious leaves diſplay 
Our hapleſs loves, and waſh the ſtains away. 
Fair Truth ſhall bleſs them, Virtue guard their cauſe, 
And ev'ry chafte-ey'd matron weep applauſe. 
Yet, tho? no bard ſhould ſing, or ſage record, 
I ſtill ſhall vanquiſh my too faithleſs lord; 
Shall fee at laſt my injur'd caufe prevail, 
When pitying angels hear the mournful tale. 
—And muſt thy wife, by Heav'n's ſevere command, 
Before his throne thy ſad accuſer ſtand ? 
© Henry, chain my tongue, thy guilt atone, 
Prevent my ſuff*rings—ah ! prevent thy own! 


Or hear me, Heav'n: fince Henry's ſtill unkind, 
With ſtrong repentance touch his guiity mind; 
And, oh! when anguiſh tears his lab'ring ſoul, 
Thro' his rack'd breaſt when keeneft horrors roll, 
When, weeping, grov'ling in the duſt, he hes, 
An humbled wretch, a bleeding ſacrifice, 

Then let me bear, ('tis all my griets ſhall claim, 0 
For life's loſt honours, and polluted fame) 
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Then let me bear thy mandate from on high, 


With kind forgivenels let his Anna fly; 
From ev'ry pang the much-lov'd ſuff' rer free, 
And breathe that mercy he denies to me. 


ODE TO MIR TH. 
Dy PR, SMOLLET 7: 


ARENT of Joy! heart-eaſing Mirth ! 
Whether of Venus or Aurora born, 
Yet goddeſs ſure of heay' nly birth, 
Viſit benign a ſon of Grief forlorn: 
Thy glitt'ring chlours gay, 
Around him, Mirth, diſplay; 
And o'er his raptur'd ſenſe 
| Diffuſe thy living influence. 
So ſhall each hill, in purer green array'd, 
And flow'r, adorn'd in new-born beauty, glow ; 
The grove ſhail ſmooth the horrors of his ſhade, 
And ſtreams in murmurs ſhall for rget to flow. 
Shine, goddeſs, ſhine with unrem mitted. ray, 
And gild (a ſecond ſun) with bri gn iter DCAM OUT dag. 


Labout with thee "Rv his pain, 
And aged Poverty can ſmile with thee ; 
If thou be nigh, Grief's hate is vain, 
And weak thi uplifted arm of Tyranny. 
The Morning opes on high 
His univerſal eye ; 
And on the world doth pour 
His glories in a golden ſhow'r. 
Lo! Darkneſs, trembling *fore the hoſtile ray, 
Shrinks to the cavern deep and wood forlorn; 
Jhe brood obſcene, that own her gloomy ſway, 
_4roop in her rear, and fly th' approach of morn. 
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Pale ſhivering ghoſts, that dread th' all -chearing light, 


ek as the lightnings flaln glide to ſepulchral night. 


But whence the gladd'ning beam, 
That t pours his purple ſtream 
Ober the long proſpect wide? 
"Tis Mirth. I ſee her fit .. 
In majeſty of light, 

With Laughter at her fide. 
Bright-ey'd Fancy, hovering near, 
Wide waves her glancing wing in air; 

And young Wit flings his pointed dart, 
That guiltleſs ſtrikes the willing heart. 
Fear not now Affliction's pow'r, | 
Fear not now wild Paſſion's rage; 
Nor fear ye aught in evil hour, 
Save the tardy hand of Age. 
Now Mirth hath heard the ſuppliant Poct's pray'r T5 


No cloud that rides the blaſt ſhall vex the troubled air. 


THE RAPE or THE hens 


AN HEROI-COMICAL POEM, 
IN FIVE cave. 
INSCRIBED TO MRS. ARABELLA FERMOR. 
BY MR. POPE. 


Nolueram, Belinda, tuos violare capillos 
Sed juvat, hoc precibus me tribuille tuis. MART- 


SANTO. 
HAT dire offence from am'rous cauſes ſprings, 
What mighty conteſts riſe from trivial things, 
I ſing. This verſe to Caryl, Muſe, is due; 
This e'en Belinda may vouchſafe to view: 
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Could make a gentle belle reject a lord? 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
Slight i is the ſubje&, but not ſo the praiſe, 


If ſhe inſpire, and he approve, my lays. = 


Say, what ſtrange motive, Goddeſs, could compel 
A well-bred lord t' aſſault a gentle belle? 
O ſay, what ſtranger cauſe, yet unexplor'd; 


In taſks ſo bold can little men engage, 


And in ſoft boſoms dwell ſuch mighty rage ? 


Sol thro? white curtains ſhot a tim'rous ray, 
And op'd thoſe eyes that muſt eclipſe the day: 


Now lap-dogs give themſelves the rouzing ſhake, 


And ſleepleſs lovers juſt at twelve awake, 


Thrice rung the bell, the ſlipper knock'd the ground, 
And the preſs'd watch return'd a filver ſound : 
Belinda ſtill her downy pillow preſs'd; 

Fer guardian Sylph prolong'd the balmy reſt. 

*Twas he had ſummon'd to her ſilent bed 


The morning dream that hover'd o'er her head : 
A youth more glitt'ring than a birth-night beau; 


(That een in lumber caus'd her cheek to glow) 


Seem'd to her ear his winning lips to lay, 


And thus in whiſpers ſaid, or ſeem'd to ſay. 


* Faireſt of mortals ! thou diſtinguiſh'd care 
Of thouſand bright inhabitants of air! 
If e'er one viſion touch'd thy infant thought, 
Of all the nurſe and all the prieſt have taught; 
Of airy elves by moon-light ſhadows ſeen; 
© The ſilver token and the circled green ; 
Or virgins viſited by angel pow'rs, 


With golden crowns and wreathes of heav'nly flowrs ; : 


© Hear, and believe! thy own importance know, 
Nor bound thy narrow views to things below. 
Some ſecret truths, from learned pride conceal'd, 
* To maids alone and children are reveal'd ; 

© What tho? no credit doubting wits may give, 


The fair and innocent ſhall fill believe. 
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Know, then, unnumber'd ſpirits round thee fly, 


The light militia of the lower ſky ; 


Theſe, tho? unſeen, are ever on the wing, 


Hang o'er the box, and hover round the ring. 
Think what an equipage thou haſt in air, 


© And view with ſcorn two pages and a chair. 
As now your own, our beings were of old, 
And once inclos'd in woman's beauteous mould 3 3 


Thence by a ſoft tranſition we repair 
From earthly vehicles to thoſe of air. 


Think not, when woman's tranſient breath is fled, 
That all her vanities at once are dead; 


Succeeding vanities ſhe {till regards, 


And tho? ſhe plays no more o'erlooks the cards, 
Her joy in gilded chariots, when alive, 
And love of ombre, after death ſurvive ; 


For when the fair in all their pride expire, 

To their firſt elements their ſouls retire ; | 
The ſprites of fiery termagents in flame 

Mount up, and take a Salamander's name; 
Soft yielding minds to Water glide away, 

And ſip, with nymphs, their elemental tea; 
The graver prude ſinks downward to a Gnome, 


In ſearch of miſchief ſtill on earth to roam; 
The light coquettes in Sylphs aloft repair, 
And ſport and flutter in the fields of air. 
© Know farther yet; whoever, fair and chaſte, 


Reje&s mankind, is by ſome Sylph embrac'd ; 
For ſpirits, freed from mortal laws, with eale 
Aſſume what ſexes and what ſhapes they pleaſe. 
What guards the purity of melting maids, 

In courtly balls and midnight maſquerades, 


Safe from the treach'rous friend, the daring ſpark, 


The glance by day, the whiſper in the dark, 


When kind occaſion prompts their warm deſires, 


When muſick ſoftens, and when dancing fires? 


«Tis: 
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»Tis but their Sylph, the wiſe celeſtials know, 
© Tho? Honour is the word with men below. 
© Some nymphs there are, too conſcious of their face, 1 

For life predeſtin'd to the Gnomes' embrace. 
© Theſe ſwell their proſpects and exalt their pride, 
When offers are diſdain'd and love deny'd; 
Then gay ideas croud the vacant brain, 
© While peers, and dukes, and all their ſweeping train, 
© And garters, ſtars, and coronets, appear, 
© And in ſoft ſounds = Your Grace” ſalutes their ear. 
© Tis theſe that early taint the female ſoul, 
Inſtruct the eyes of young coquettes to roll, 
c Teach infant cheeks a bidden bluſh to know, 
And little hearts to flutter at a beau. 

Oft, when the world imagine women ſtray, 
The Sylphs thro? myſtick mazes guide their way; = 
« 'Thro' all the giddy circle they purſue, Lo 
And old impertinence expel by new. 
© What tender maid but muſt a victim fall 
© To one man's treat, but for another's ball? 1 
© When Florio ſpeaks, what virgin could withſtand, = 
If gentle Damon did not ſqueeze her hand? | 

© With varying vanities from ev'ry part 
They {hift the moving toy-ſhop of their heart; 
© Where wigs with wigs, with ſword-knots ſword: knots ſtrir 4 
© Beaus baniſh beaus, and coaches coaches drive. , 
This erring mortals levity may call; 
© Oh, blind to truth! the Sylphs contrive it all. 

© Of theſe am I, who thy protection claim, 
A watchful ſprite, and Ariel is my name. 
© Late, as I rang'd the chryſtal wilds of air, 
© In the clear mirror of thy ruling ftar 
© I ſaw, alas! ſome dread event impend, j 
© Ere to the main this morning ſun deſcend; | — — 
© But Heay'n reveals not what, or how, or where: | 
185 Warn'd by thy Sylph, O pious maid, beware! 
B b 2 
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© This to diſcloſe is all thy guardian can: 
© Beware of all, but moſt beware of man l“ 
He ſaid; when Shock, who thought ſhe ſlept too long, 
Leap'd up, and wak'd his miſtreſs with his tongue. 
*'T was then, Belinda, if report ſay true, 
Thy eyes firſt open'd on a billet-doux; 
Wounds, charms, and ardours, were no ſooner read, 
But all the viſion vaniſh'd from thy head. 
And now, unveil'd, the toilette ſtands diſplay'd, 
Each filver vaſe in myſtick order laid. 
Firſt, rob'd in white, the nymph intent adores, 
With head uncover'd, the coſmetick pow'rs. 


A heav'nly image in the glaſs appears, 

To that ſhe bends, to that her eyes ſhe rears; 
'Th' inferior prieſteſs, at her altar's fide, 

Trembling begins the facred rites of Pride, 
Unnumber'd treaſures ope at once, and here 

The various off rings of the world appear: 

From each ſhe nicely culls with curious toil, 

And decks the goddeſs with the glitt'ring ſpoil. 
This caſket India's glowing gems unlocks, 

And all Arabia breathes from yonder box: 

'The tortoiſe here and elephant unite, 
*Fransform'a to combs, the ſpeckled and the white, 
Here files of pins extend their ſhining rows, 

= -- Puffs, powders, patches, bibles, billet-doux. 
Now awful Beauty puts on all it's arms; 
The fair each moment riſes in her charms, 


Repairs her ſmiles, awakens ev'ry grace, 
And calls forth all the wonders of her face; 
Sees by degrees a purer bluſh ariſe, 
And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes. 
The buſy Sylphs furround their darling care, 
Theſe ſet the head, and thoſe divide the hair; 
Some fold the ſleeve, whilſt others plait the gown, 
And Betty's prais'd for labours not her own. we 7 
N CANTO 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


CANTO I. 


N 0 T with more glories in th' ethereal plain 

The ſun firſt riſes o'er the purpled main, 
Than, iſſuing forth, the rival of his beams 
Lavnch'd on the boſom of the ſilver Thames. 
Fair nymphs and well-dreſs'd youths around het ſhone, 
But ev'ry eye was fix'd on her alone. 
On her white breaſt a ſparkling croſs ſhe wore, 
Which Jews might kiſs, and Infidels adore. 
Her lively looks a ſprightly mind diſcloſe, 
Quick as her eyes, and as unfix'd as thoſe: 
Favours to none, to all ſhe ſmiles extends; 
Oſt the rejects, but never once offends. | 
Bright as the ſun her eyes the gazers ſtrike, 
And, like the ſun, they ſhine on all alike. 
Yet graceful eaſe, and ſweetneſs, void of pride, 
Might hide her faults, if belles had faults to hide: 
If to her ſhare ſome female errors fall, 
Look on her face, and you'll forget them all. 

This nymph, to the deſtruction of mankind, 
Nouriſh'd two locks which graceful hung behind 
In equal curls, and well conſpir'd to deck 
With ſhining ringlets the ſmooth iv'ry neck. 

Love in theſe labyrinths his ſlaves detains, 
And mighty hearts are held in ſlender chains, 
With hairy ſpringes we the birds betray, | 
Slight lines of hair ſurprize the finny prey; 
Fair treſſes man's imperial race inſnare, 
And Beauty draws us with a ſingle hair. 
Th' advent'rous Baron the bright Locks admir'd ; 
He ſaw, he wiſh'd, and to the prize aſpir'd. 
Reſolv'd to win, he meditates the way, 
By force to raviſh, or by fraud betray ; 
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For when ſucceſs a love: toil attends, 

Few aſk'd if fraud or attein'd his ends. 

For this, ere Photbus roſe, he had implor'd 
- Propiticas !T{oavn, and ev'ry pow'r ador'd, 

But chiefly Love Love an altar built, 

Of twelve vaſt French romances, neatly gilt. 
There lay thee garters, half a pair of gloves, 
And all the trophics cf his former loves; 

With tender billet-doux he lights the pyre, 

And breathes three am'rous fighs to raiſe the fire; 
Then proſtrate falls, and begs, with ardent eyes, 
Soon to obtain, and long poſſeſs the prize. 
The pow'rs gave ear, and granted half his pray'r, 
The reſt the winds diſpers'd in empty air. 
But now ſecure the painted veſſel glides, 
he ſun-beams trembling on the floating tides, 
While melting muſick ſteals upon the ſky, 
And foften'd ſounds along the waters die; 
Smooth flow the waves, the zephyrs gently play, 
Belinda ſmil'd, and all the world was gay: 
All but the Sylph—with careful thoughts oppreſs'd, 
Th' impending woe ſat heavy on his breaſt. 

He ſummons ſtraight his denizens of air; 
The lucid 1quadrons round the ſails repair: 
Soft o'er the ſurouds aërial whiſpers breathe, 
That ſeem'd but zephyrs to the train beneath. 
Some to the ſun their inſect wings unfold, 
Waft on the breeze, or ſink in clouds of gold; 
Tranſparent forms, too fine for mortal fight, 
Their fluid bodies half diſſolv'd in light, 
Looſe to the wind therr airy garments flew, 
Thin glitt'ring textures of the filmy dew, 
Dipp'd in the richeſt tincture of the ſkies, 
Where light diſports in ever-mingling dyes, 
While ev'ry beam new tranſient colours flings, 
Colours that change whene'er they wave their wings, 


Amid 
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Amid the circle, on the gilded maſt, _ 
Superior by the head, was Ariel a 
His purple pinions op'ning to the ſun, 
He rais'd his azure wand, and thus begun. 
_ © Ye Sylphs and Sylphids, to your chief give ear! 
Fays, fairies, genu, elves, and dzmons, hear! 
Ye know the ſpheres, and various taſks aſſign'd 
By laws eternal to tl aerial kind. 
Some in the fields of pureſt zther play, 
And baſk and whiten in the blaze of day ; 

Some guide the courſe of wand'ring orbs on high, 
Or roll the planets thro' the boundleſs iy ; | 
Some, leſs refin'd, beneath the moon's pale light 

«* Purſue the ſtars that ſhoot athwart the night, 
Or ſuck the miſts in groſſer air below, 
Or dip their pinions in the painted bow, 
Or brew fierce tempeſts on the wint'ry main, 
Or o'er the glebe diſtil the kindly rain: 
© Others on earth o'er human race preſide, 
© Watch all their ways, and all their actions guide. 
© Of theſe the chief the care of nations own, 
* And guard with arms divine the Britiſh throne. 
Our humbler province is to tend the fair, 
© Not a leſs pleaſing, tho? leſs glorious care; 
© To fave the powder from too rude a gale, 
© Nor let th' impriſon'd eſſences exhale ; ITT 
© To draw freſh colours from the vernal flow'rs ; 
To ſteal from rainbows ere they drop in ſhow'rs 
A brighter waſh ; to curl their waving hairs, 
Aſſiſt their bluſhes, and inſpire their airs; 
© Nay oft, in dreams, invention we beſtow, 
* To change a flounce, or add a furbelow. 
This day black omens threat the brighteſt fair 
© That e'er deſerv'd a watchful ſpirit's care; 
Some dire diſaſter or by force or ſleight ; 
© But what, or where, the Fates have wrapp'd in night : 
18 e 5 e e no Whether 
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© Whether the nymph ſhall break Diana's law, 
Or ſome frail china-jar receive a flaw; 
© Or ſtain her honour or her new brocade, 
© Forget her pray'rs, or miſs a maſquerade; 
Or loſe her heart or necklace at a ball, -i 
Or whether Heav'n has doom'd that Shock muſt fall. oY 
* Haſte then, ye ſpirits! to your charge 7 5 
* The flutt'ring fan be Zephyretta s care; | 
* The drops to thee, Brillante, we conſign; 
© And, Momentilla, let the watch be thine ; 
© Do thou, Criſpiſſa, tend her fav'rite Lock; 
Ariel himſelf ſhall be the guard of Shock: 

Io fifty choſen Sylphs, of ſpecial note, 
We truſt th* important charge, the petticoat : 
Oft have we known that ſev*nfold fence to fail, 

* Tho? ſtiff with hoops, and arm'd with ribs of whales 
Form a ſtrong line about the ſilver bound, 
* And guard the wide circumference around. 

© Whatever ſpirit, careleſs of his charge, 

His poſt neglects, or leaves the fair at large, 
© Shall feel ſharp vengeance ſoon o'ertake his ſins; 
He ſtopp'd in phials, or transfix'd with pins; 
Or plung'd in lakes of bitter waſhes lie, 
© Or wedg'd whole ages in a bodkin's eye: 
© Gums and pomatum ſhall his flight reſtrain, 
While clogg'd he beats his ſilken wings in vain 
Or alum ſtypticks, with contracting pow'r, 
+ Shrink his thin efſence like a ſhrivell'd flow'r 3 
Or, as Ixion fix'd, the wretch ſhall feel 
The giddy motion of the whitling mill, 
In fumes of burning chocolate ſhall glow, 
And tremble at the ſea that froths below!“ 

He ſpoke; the ſpirits from the fails deſcend- 
Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend; 

Some thrid the mazy ringlets of her hair; 
Some hang upon the pendents of her ear: 
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With beating hearts the dire event they wait, 


Anxious and trembling for the birth of Fate. 


CANTO Ill. 


: C LOSE by thoſe meads, for ever crown'd with flow'rs, 


Where Thames with pride ſurveys his riſing tow rs, 
There ſtands a ſtructure of majeſtick frame, 


Which from the neighb'ring Hampton takes it's name. 
Here Britain's ſtateſmen oft the fall foredoom 


Of foreign tyrants, and of nymphs at home; 
Here thou, great Anna! whom three realms obey, 


Doft ſometimes counſel take—and ſometimes tea. 
Hither the heroes and the nymphs reſort, 


To taſte a while the pleaſures of a court: 


In various talk th' inſtructive hours they paſs'd, 
Who gave the ball, or paid the viſit laſt; 


One ſpeaks the glory of the Britiſh queen, 


And one deſcribes a charming Indian ſcreen ; 
A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes ; 

At ev'ry word a reputation dies. 

Snuff or the fan, ſupply each pauſe of char, 
With ſinging, laughing, ogling, and all that. 


Meanwhile, declining from the noon of day, 


The ſun obliquely ſhoots his burning ray ; 


The hungry judges ſoon the ſentence ſign, 

And wretches hang, that jurymen may dine; 

The merchant from th' Exchange returns in peace, 
And the long labours of the toilette ceaſe. 
Belinda now, whom thirſt of fame invites, 

Burns to encounter two advent'rous knights; 

At ombre fingly, to decide their doom, 

And ſwells her breaſt with conqueſts yet to come. 


Straight the three bands prepare in arms to join, 
Each band the number of the ſacred Nine. 


ge 


201 


*— Y— 


4 * — 
———— wV— — — 


——U—ä—ũ— — — — . ng, — 
2 
> 


202 BTAUTIES OF POETRY. 


Are, as when women, wond'rous fond of e 


And four fair queens, whoſe hands ſuſtain a flower, 
Th' expreſſive emblem of their ſofter pow'r; 
Four knaves, in garbs ſuccin&, a truſty band! 
Caps on their heads, and halberts in their hand; 
And party-colour'd troops, a ſhining train! 
Drawn forth to combat on the velvet plain, 


Him Baſto follow'd; but his fate, more hard, 
| Gain'd but one trump and one plebeian card. 


The hoary Majeſty of Spades appears, 
Puts forth one manly leg to fight reveal'd, 
The reſt his many-colour'd robe conceal'd. 
The rebel Knave, who dares his prince engage, 
| Proves the juſt victim of his royal rage. 
_ E*en mighty Pam, that kings and queens o'erthrew, 


Now to the Baron fate inclines the field, 


Soon as ſhe ſpreads her hand, th' agrial guard 
Deſcend, and ſit on each important card: 
Firſt Ariel perch'd upon a matadore, 


Then each according to the rank they bore ; 


For Sylphs, yet mindful of their ancient race, 


Behold four kings in majeſty rever'd, 
With hoary whiſkers and a forky beard; 


The ſkilful nymph reviews her force with care. 
Let ſpades be trumps !? ſhe ſaid, and trumps they were.” 
Now move to war her ſable matadores, 
In ſhew, like leaders of the ſwarthy Moors, 
Spadillio firſt, unconquerable lord! 
Led off two captive trumps, and ſwept the board. 
As many more Manillio forc'd to yield, 125 
And march'd a victor from the verdant field. 


With his broad ſabre next, a chief in years, 


And mow'd down armies in the fights of Loo, 

Sad chance of war! now deftitute of aid, 

Falls undiſtinguiſh'd by the victor Spade ! 
Thus far both armies to Belinda yield ; 
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His warlike Amazon her hoſt invades, 
Th' imperial conſort of the crown of Spades. 

The Club's black tyrant firſt her victim dy'd, 
Spite of his haughty mien and barb'rous pride: 

What boots the regal circle on his head, 

His giant limbs, in ſtate unwieldy ſpread; 

That long behind he trails his pompous robe, 

And of all monarchs only graſps the globe ? 
The baron now his diamonds pours apace ; 

Th embroider'd king who ſhews but half his face, 

And his refulgent queen, with pow'rs combin'd, 
Of broken troops an eaſy conqueſt find. 
Clubs, di'monds, hearts, in wild diſorder ſeen, 
With throngs promiſcous ſtrew the level green. 
Thus when diſpers'd a routed army runs, 

Of Aſia's troops, and Africk's ſable ſons, 

With like confuſion difPrent nations fly, 
Of various habit and of various dye ; 

The pierc'd battalions diſunited fall 
In heaps on heaps ; one fate o'erwhelms them all! 

The Knave of Di'monds tries his wily arts, 
And wins (oh, ſhameful chance!) the Queen of Hearts. 

At this the blood the virgin's cheek forſook, 

A livid paleneſs ſpreads o'er all her look; 

' She ſees, and trembles at th* approaching ill, 
Juſtin the j Jaws of ruin and codille. 
And now (as oft in ſome diſtemper'd ſtate). 

On one nice trick depends the gen'ral fate, 

An ace of hearts ſteps forth; the king, unſeen, 
Lurk'd in her hand, and mourn'd his captive queen: 
He ſprings to vengeance with an eager pace, 
And falls like thunder on the proſtrate ace. 

The nymph, exulting, fills with ſhouts the ſky ; 
The walls, the woods, and long canals, reply. 
O thoughtleſs mortals ! ever blind to Fate, 
| Too ſoon dejected, and too ſoon elate. 
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Coffee (which makes the politician wile, 
And ſee thro? all things with his half-ſhut eyes) 
Sent up in vapours to the Baron's brain, 
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Sudden theſe honours ſhall be ſnatch'd away, 
And curs'd for ever this victorious day! 


For, lo! the board with cups and ſpoons is crown'd, 
The berries crackle, and the mill turns round ; 


On ſhining altars of japan they raiſe 


The ſilver lamp; the hery ſpirits blaze: 


From ſilver ſpouts the grateful liquors glide, 
While China's earth receives the ſmoaking tide ; 


At once they gratify their ſcent and taſte, 
And frequent cups prolong the rich repaſt. 


Straight hover round the fair her airy band; 


Some, as ſhe ſipp'd, the fuming liquor fann'd, 
Some o'er her lap their careful plumes diſplay'd, 
Trembling, and conſcious of the rich brocade. 


New ſtratagems the radiant Lock to gain. 

Ah! ceaſe, raſh youth! deſiſt ere *tis too late, 
Fear the juſt gods, and think of Scylla's fate ! 
Chang'd to a bird, and ſent to flit in air, 

She dearly pays for Niſus' injur'd hair! 

But when to miſchief mortals bend their will, 
How ſoon they find fit inſtruments of ill! 

Juſt then Clariſſa drew, with tempting grace, 


A two-edg'd weapon from her ſhining caſe : 
So ladies, in romance, aſſiſt their knight, 


Preſent the ſpear, and arm him for the fight. 
He takes the gift with rev'rence, and extends 
The little engine on his fingers ends; | 
This juſt behind Belinda's neck he ſpread, 
As o'er the fragrant ſteams ſhe bends her head, 


| Swift to the Lock a thouſand ſprites repair, 


A thouſand wings, by turns, blow back the hair; 
And thrice they twitch'd the di'mond in her ear; 
Thrice ſhe look'd back, and thrice the foe drew near. 
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Juſt in that inſtant, anxious Ariel fought _ 


The cloſe receſſes of the virgin's thought: 


As on the noſegay in her breaſt reclin'd, 


He watch'd th' ideas riſing in her mind; 
Sudden he view'd, in ſpite of all her art, 


An earthly lover lurking at her heart. 
Amaz'd, confus'd, he found his pow'r expir'd, 


| Refign'd to fate, and with a ſigh retir'd, 


The Peer now ſpreads the glitt'ring forfex wide 
T' incloſe the Lock; now joins it to divide. 
E'en then, before the fatal engine clos'd, 


A wretched ſylph too fondly interpos'd: 

Fate urg'd the ſheers, and cut the ſylph in twain; 

(But airy ſubſtance ſoon unites again) 

The meeting points the ſacred hair diſſever 
From the fair head, for ever, and for ever! 


Then flaſh'd the living lightning from her eyes, 


Fe And {creams of horror rend th' affrighted ſkies! 


Not louder ſhrieks to pitying Heav'n are caſt, 
When huſbands, or when lapdogs breathe their laſt; | 


Or when rich China veſſels, fall'n from high, 


In glitt'ring duſt and painted fragments lie! 
Let wreaths of triumph now my temples twine,? 


The victor cry'd, the glorious prize is mine! 


* While fiſh in ſtreams, or birds delight in air, 

* Orin a coach and fix the Britiſh fair; 

As long as Atalantis ſhall be read, 

Or the ſmall pillow grace a lady's bed; 

c While viſits ſhall be paid on folemn days, | 
When num'rous wax-lights in bright order blaze; 85 

© While nymphs take treats, or aſſignations give, 
* $o long my honour, name, and praiſe, ſhall live! 
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What Time would ſpare from ſteel receives it's date, 


And monuments, like men, ſubmit to fate! 


# Steel could the labour of the gods deſtroy, 


And ſtrike to duſt th' imperial towers of Troy; 


© Steel 


Her wrinkled form in black and white array d- 
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© Steel could the works of mortal pride confound, 
And hew triumphal arches to the ground: 
What wonder then, fair nymph, thy hair ſhould feet 
The conqu'ring force of unrefiſted ſteel ?? 


CANTO Iv. 


BY T anxious cares the penſive nymph oppreſs'd, 
And ſecret paſſions labour'd in her breaft. 
Not youthful kings, in battle ſeiz'd alive; 

Not fcornful virgins, who their charms ſurvive 

Not ardent lovers, robb'd of all their bliſs; 

Not ancient ladies, when refus'd a kiſs; 

Not tyrants fierce, that unrepenting die; 

Not Cynthia, when her mantua's pinn'd awry; 
E'er felt ſuch rage, reſentment, and deſpair, 
As thou, ſad virgin, for thy raviſh'd hair! 
For that ſad moment when the Sylphs withdrew, 
And Ariel , weeping, from Belinda flew, 
Umbriel, a dnſky, melancholy ſprite, 
As ever ſullied the fair face of light, 
Down to the central earth, his proper ſcene, 
Repair'd to ſearch the gloomy cave of Spleen. 
Swift on his ſooty pinions flits the Gnome, 

And in a vapour reach'd the diſmal dome. 

No chearful breeze this ſullen region Knows; 
The dreaded eaſt is all the wind that blows. 

Here in a grotto, ſhelter'd cloſe from air, | 
And ſcreen'd in ſhades from day's deteſted glare, 
She ſighs for ever on her penſive bed, 
Pain at her fide, and Megrim at her head. 

Two handmaids wait the throne ; alike in place, 
But diff ring far in figure and in face. 
Here ſtood III-nature, like an ancient maid, 
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With ftore of pray'rs for mornings, nights; and noons, 
Her hand is fill'd; her boſom with lampoons. 
There Affectation, with a ſickly mien, 
Shews in her cheek the roſes of eighhteen; | 
Practis'd to liſp, and hang the head aſide, | 
Faints into airs, and languiſhes with pride; | | | 
On the rich quilt ſinks with becoming woe, 
Wrapp'd in a gown, for ſickneſs and for ſhew. 
The fair-ones feel ſuch maladies as theſe, 
When each new night-dreſs gives a new diſeaſe. 
A conſtant vapour o'er the palace flies, 
Strange phantoms riſing as the miſts ariſe; 
Dreadful as hermits' dreams in haunted ſhades, 
Or bright as viſions of expiring maids: _ 
Now glaring ſiends, and ſnakes on rolling ſpires, 
Pale ſpectres, gaping tombs, and purple fires; 
Now lakes of liquid gold, Elyſian ſcenes, 
And chryſtal domes, and angels in machines. 
Unnumber'd throngs on ev'ry fide are ſeen, 
Of bodies chang'd to various forms by Spleen. 
Here living tea-pots ſtand, one arm held out, 
One bent; the handle this, and that the ſpout : 
A pipkin there, like Iſomer's tripod, walks; 
Here ſighs a jar, and there a goole-pye talks; 
Men prove with child, as pow'rful fancy works, 
And maids, turn'd bottles, call aloud for corks. * = 
Safe paſs'd the Gnome thro” this fantaſtick band, 
A branch of healing ſpleenwort in his hand; 
Then thus addreſs'd tne pow'r. Hail, wavward queen! 
Who rule the ſex to fifty from fifteen : | 
* Parent of yapours and of female wit, 
Who give th? hyſterick or poetick fit; 
On various tempers a& by various ways, 


Make ſome take phylick, others ſcribble plays; 
Who cauſe the proud their vitits to delay, 
And ſend the godly in a pet to pray; 


* 
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© A nymph there is that all thy pow'r diſdains, 

© And thouſands more in equal mirth maintains. 

© But, oh! if e'er thy Gnome could ſpoil a grace, 
Or raiſe a pimple on a beauteous face, 

© Like citron-waters matrons cheeks inflame, 

Or change complexions at a loſing game; 

If e'er with hairy horns I planted heads, 

Or rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds, 

Or caus'd ſuſpicion when no ſoul was rude, 
Or diſcompos'd the head-dreſs of a prude, 

Or e'er to coſtive lap-dog gave diſeaſe, 

Which not the tears of brighteſt eyes could eaſe, 
Hear me, and touch Belinda with chagrin; 
That ſingle act gives half the world the ſpleen.” 
The goddeſs, with a diſcontented air, 


A 


EY 


a 


Seems to reject him, tho? ſhe grants his pray'r. 


A wond'rous bag with both her hands ſhe binds, 


Like that where once Ulyſſes held the winds ; 


There ſhe collects the force of female lungs, 
Sighs, ſobs, and paſſions, and the war of tongues: 
A phial next ſhe fills with fainting fears, 


Soft forrows, melting griefs, and flowing tears. 


The Gnome, rejoicing, bears her gifts away, 
Spreads his black wings, and ſlowly mounts to day. 
Sunk in Thaleſtris' arms the nymph he found, 


Her eyes dejected, and her hair unbound. 
Full o'er their heads the ſwelling bag he rent, 


And all the Furies ifſu'd at the vent: 

Belinda burns with more than mortal ire, 

And fierce Thaleſtris fans the riſing fire. 

O wretched maid !* ſhe ſpread her hands, and av. 


(While Hampton's echoes, * Wretched maid !? reply'd) 


© Was it for this you took ſuch conſtant care 
The bodkin, comb, and eſſence, to prepare? 
For this your locks in paper durance bound? 


For this with tort'ring irons wreath'd around? 
« For 
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For this with fillets ſtrain'd your tender head, 
And bravely bore the double loads of lead ? 
Gods ! ſhall the raviſher diſplay your hair, 
While the fops envy, and the ladies ſtare ? 
Honour forbid! at whoſe unrivall'd ſhrine 
Eaſe, pleaſure, virtue, all, our ſex reſign, 
Methinks already I your tears ſurvey, . 
Already hear the horrid things they ſay; 
Already ſee you a degraded toaſt, 

And all your honour in a whiſper loſt! 

How ſhall T, then, your hapleſs fame defend? 
»Twill then be infamy to ſeem your friend! 
And ſhall this prize, th' ineſtimable prize! 

* Expos'd thro? chryſtal to the gazing eyes, 
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A 


— 


* 


And heighten'd by the di' mond's circling rays, 


* 


On that rapacious hand for ever blaze? 
Sooner ſhall graſs in Hyde Park circus grow, 
And wits take lodgings in the ſound of Bow; 


a 


A 


© Sooner let earth, air, ſea, to chaos fall, 


Men, monkies, lap-dogs, parrots, periſh all!“ 
She ſaid ; then, raging, to Sir Plume repairs, 

And bids her beau demand the precious hairs. 

(Sir Plume, of amber ſnuf-box juſtly vain, 

And the nice conduct of a clouded cane) 

With earneſt eyes, and round unthinking face, 

He firſt the ſnuff- box open'd, then the caſe, 
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And thus broke out. My lord; why, what the devil! 


* Zounds ! damn the Lock! *fore Gad you mult be civil! 


5 « Plague on't! *tis paſt a jeſt—nay, pr'ythee, pox! 
© It grieves me much,” reply'd the Peer again, 
Who ſpeaks ſo well ſhould ever ſpeak in vain : 
But by this Lock, this ſacred Lock! T ſwear, 
(Which never more ſhall join it's parted hair; 
Which never more it's honours ſhall renew, 


« Clipp'd from the lovely head where late it grew) 
FIG 


| Give her the hair.“ He ſpoke, and rapp'd his box. 


That 


* 
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: That while my noftrils draw the vital air, 

This hand which won it ſhall for ever wear,” 

He ſpoke ; and, fpeaking, in proud triumph ſpread 

The long-contended honours of her head. 
But Umbriel, hateful Gnome! forbeats not ſo; -- 

He breaks the phial whence the ſorrows flow. 


Then, ſee! the nymph in beauteous grief appears, 
Fer eyes half languiſhing, half drown'd in tears; 
On her heav'd boſom hung her drooping head, 


Which with a ſigh the rais'd, and thus ſhe ſaid. 
For ever cuts'd be this deteſted day, 


Which ſnatch'd my beſt, my fav'rite curl away ! * 
„Happy, ah! ten times happy had I been, 


If Hampton Court theſe eyes had never ſeen : 14 


Vet am not I the firſt miſtaken maid 


* By love of courts to num'rous ills betray 'd. 


Oh! had 1 rather, unadmir'd, remain'd 


In ſome lone iſle, or diſtant northern land, 
Where the gilt chariot never marks the way, 
Where none learn ombre, none e'er taſte bohea ! 
There kept my charms conceal'd from mortal eye, 
© Like roſes, that in deſarts bloom and die. | 
What mov'd my mind with youthful lords to roam ? 
O had I ſtaid, and ſaid my pray*rs at home! 
Twas this the morning omens ſeem'd to tell, 
FThrice from my trembling hand the patch- box fell; 
< 'The tott'ring china ſhook without a wind, ; 
© Nay, Pol ſat mute, and Shock was moſt unkind! 
« A Sylph,..too, warn'd me of the threats of Fate 
In myſtick viſions, now believ'd too late! 

« See the poor remnants of theſe {lighted hairs ! 
My hands ſhall. rend what e'en thy rapine ſpares > 55 
* Theſe in two ſable ringlets taught to break, 922 
Once gave new beauties to the ſnowy nech! 
The ſiſter Lock now fits uncouth alone, 
And in it's fellows. fate foreſees it's W nu 
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Uncurl'd it hangs, the fatal ſhears demands, | 
And tempts once more thy ſacrilegious hands. 
© Oh! hadfſt thou, cruel, been content to ſeizae 
« Hairs leſs in fight, or any hairs but theſs!*. 


aN O V 


GH E ald: tha pitying i melt in tear; 
But Fate and Jove had ſtopp'd the Baron's ears. 

In vain Thaleſtris with reproach aſſails, 5 4085 
For who can move when fair Belinda fails? 
Not half ſo fix*d the Trojan could remain 
While Anna begg'd, and Dido rag'd in vain. | 
Then grave Clariſſa graceful wav'd her fan; 
Silence enſu'd, and thus the nymph began. 

Say, why are beauties prais'd and honour'd moſt, 
The wiſe man's paſſion, and the vain man's toaſt ? 
* Why deck'd with all that land and ſea afford, 
* Why angels call'd, and angel-like ador'd ? 
Why round our coaches croud the white-glov'd beaux! ? 
Why bows the fide-box from it's inmoſt rows? 
* How vain are all theſe glories, all our pains, 
© Unleſs good ſenſe preſerve what beauty gains ! 


hat men may ſay, when we the front-box grace, 


«© Behold the firſt in virtue as in tace!”” 

Oh!] if to dance all night, and dreſs all day, 

© Charm'd the ſmall- pox, or chac'd old age away, 

© Who would not ſcorn what houſewifes cares produce, 
Or who would learn one earthly thing of uſe? 
To patch, nay ogle, might become a ſaint, 

Nor could it, ſure, be ſuch a ſin to paint: 

* But fince, alas! frail beauty muſt decay, | 
Curl'd or uncurl'd, fince Locks will turn to grey; 
© Since, painted or not painted, all ſhall fade, 
And ſhe who ſcorns a man muſt die a maid; 
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Blue Neptune ſtorms, the bellowing deeps reſound; 
Earth ſhakes her nodding tow'rs, the ground gives way, 


The growing combat, or aſſiſt the fray. 


A beau and witling periſh'd in the throng; 


© Thoſe eyes are made fo killing“ was his laſt. . 
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What then remains but well our pow'r to uſe, 
And keep good-humour till, whate'er we loſe! 
© And truſt me, dear, good-humour can prevail, 
When airs, and flights, and ſcreams, and ſcolding, fail. 
Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll; | 
Charms ftrike the fight, but merit wins the ſoul.” 
So ſpoke the dame, but no applauſe enſu'd ; 
Belinda frown'd, Thaleftris call'd her prude. 


„To arms, to arms !? the fierce virago cries, 


And ſwift as lightning to the combat flies. 
All fide in parties, and begin th' attack; 


Fans clap, fiiks ruſtle, and tough 1 eee crack; 
Heroes and heroines ſhouts confus'dly riſe, 


And baſs and treble voices ſtrike the ſkies, 


No common weapons in their hands are found; 
Like gods they fight, nor dread a mortal wound. 


So when bold Homer makes the gods engage, 
And heav'nly breaſts with human paſſions rage, 
»Gainſt Pallas Mars, Latona Hermes arms, 

And all Olympus rings with loud alarms ; 
Jove's thunder roars, heav'n trembles all around, 


And the pale ghoſts ſtart at the flaſh of day! 

_ Triumphant Umbriel, on a ſconce's height, 
Clapp'd his glad wings, and ſat to view the fight: 
Propp'd on their bodkin ſpears the ſprites vey 


While thro? the preſs enrag'd Thaleftris flies, 
And ſcatters death around from both her eyes, 


One dy'd in metaphor, and one in ſong. 

« Ocrvel nymph! a living death I bear!“ 
Cried Dapperwit, and ſunk beſide his chair. 
A mournfal glance Sir Fopling upwards caſt, 


Thus 
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Thus on Meander's flow'ry margin lies 
Th' expiring ſwan, and as he ſings he dies. 

When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clariſſa down, 
Chloe ſtepp'd in, and kill'd him with a frown ; 
She ſmil'd to ſee the doughty hero lain, 

But at her ſmile the beau reviv'd again. 

Now Jove ſuſpends his golden ſcales in air, 
Weighs the men's wits againſt the lady's hair; 
The doubtful beam long nods from fide to ſide, 
At length the wits mount up, the hairs ſubſide. 
See fierce Belinda on the Baron flies : 
With more than uſual lightning in her eyes; 

Nor fear'd the chief th' unequal fight to try, 
Who ſought no more than on his foe to die. 
But this bold lord, with manly ſtrength endu'd, 
She with one finger and a thumb ſubdu'd. 
Juſt where the breath of life his noſtrils drew 
A charge of ſnuff the wily virgin threw ; 
The Gnomes direct, to ev'ry atom juſt, 
The pungent grains of titillating duſt : 
Sudden with farting tears each eye o'erflows, 
And the high dome re-echoes to his noſe. 
Now meet thy fate!” incens'd Belinda cry'd, 
And drew a deadly bodkin from her hide, 


(The ſame, his ancient perſonage to deck, 


Her great-great grandſire wore about his neck 
In three ſeal rings; which after, melted down, 
Form'd a vaſt buckle for his widow's gown : 
Her infant grandam's whiſtle next it grew, 
The bells ſhe gingled, and the whiſtle blew ; 
Then in a bodkin grac'd her mother's hairs, 
Which long ſhe wore, and now Belinda wears.) 

© Boaft not my fall,” he cried, * inſulting foe ! 
Thou by ſome other ſhalt be laid as low : 
Nor think to die dejects my lofty mind; 
_* All that I dread is leaving you behind! 


© Rather 
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Rather than ſo, ah! let me ſtill ſurvive, 


2 - 


© And burn in Cupid's flames—but burn alive.? ©: 


«© Reſtore the Lock !* ſhe cries ; and all around 2 


RNeſtore the Lock !' the vaulted roofs rebound. 9. 
Not fierce Othello in ſo loud a ftrain 1 WOrr s 


Roar'd for the handkerchief that caus'd his pain, =_ 4 


©. Mira 


But ſee how oft ambitious aims are croſs'd, 


And chiefs contend till all the prize is loſt! _ 


The Lock, obtain'd with guilt, and kept with pain, 
In ev'ry place is fought, but ſought in vain: 
With ſuch a prize no mortal muſt be bleſs'd ; 
| So Heav'n decrees! with Heav'n who can conteſt? 
Some thought it mounted to the lunar ſphere, 
Since all things loſt on earth are treaſur'd there: 

There heroes wits are kept in pond'rous vaſes, . 
And beaus in ſnuff-boxes and tweezer-caſes ; 
There broken vows and death-bed alms are found, 

And lovers hearts with ends of ribband bound; 
The courtier's promiſes and fick man's pray'rs, 
The fmiles of harlots and the tears of heirs; 

Cages for gnats, and chains to yoke a flea, 

| Dried butterflies, and tomes of caſuiſtry. 

But truſt the Muſe—ſhe ſaw it upward riſe, 
Tho' mark'd by none but quick poetick eyes: 


(So Rome's great founder to the heav'ns withdrew, f 


To Proculus alone confeſs'd in view) 
A ſudden ſtar, it ſhot thro? liquid air, 
And drew behind a radiant trail of hair. 
Not Berenice's locks firſt roſe ſo bright, 
The heav'ns beſpangling with diſhevell'd light, 
The Sylphs behold it kindling as it flies, 
And, pleas'd, purſue it's progreſs thro? the ſkies. 
This the beau-monde ſhall from the Mall ſurvey, 
And hail, with muſick, it's propitious ray ; 
This the bleſs'd lover ſhall for Venus take, 
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And fend up vows from Roſamonda's lake; 
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This Partridge ſoon ſhall view in cloudleſs ſkies, | | 
? When next he looks thro? Galileo's eyes; | 
: And hence th' egregious wizard ſhall foredoom | 


The fate of Louis, and the fall of om. 1 
Then ceaſe, bright nymph, to mourn thy raviſh'd hair, wi = 
Which adds new glory to the ſhining ſphere. | = 
Not all the treſſes that fair head can boaſt 8 5 1 
Shall draw ſuch envy as the Lock you loſt: | 
For, after all the murders of your eye, 3 4" 
When, after millions lain, yourſelf ſhall die; : i 
When thoſe fair ſuns ſhall ſet, as ſet they muſt, 144 
And all thoſe treſſes ſhall be laid in duſt; | | Y 
This Lock the Muſe ſhall conſecrate to fame, ß 1 
And midft the ſtars inſcribe Belinda's name. ris „ 
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ro THE MEMORY oF A LADY WHO DIED IN CHILDBED. 1 
A BY un. CUTHBERT SHAW. 1 


"E T do I fire! ! O how ſhall I ſuftain 
This vaſt unutterable weight of woe; _ 
This worſe than hunger, poverty, or pain, . 
Dr all the complicated ills below ? | 
She, i in whoſe life my hopes were treaſur'd all, 
Is gone—for ever fled— 
My deareſt Emma's dead; 
Theſe eyes, theſe tear-ſwoln eyes, beheld her fall. 
Ah, no—ſhe lives on ſome far happier ſhore ; 
She lives—but (cruel thought !) the lives for me no more, 
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. 5 who the tedious abſence of a day S | 10 
| Remov'd, would languiſh for my charmer's ſight, TOY 
Would chide the ling'ring moments for delay, oY 

And fondly blame the flow return of night; 
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How. how mall 2 endurs- 
(O miſery paſt a cure!) 
Hours, days, and years, ſucceſſively to roll, 
Nor ever more behold the OI of my ſoul?” 


EY 


Was ſhe not all my fondeſt with cold braces 

Did ever mind ſo much of heav'n partake? 

Did ſhe not love me with the pureſt flame, 

And give up friends and fortune for my fake? 
Tho? mild as ev'ning ſkies, 
With-downcaft, ftreaming eyes, 

Stood the ſtern frown of ſupercilious brows, 


Deaf to their brutal threats, and faithful to her vos. wh 


Come, then, fone Mal. the ſaddeſt 7 the train, 
(No more your bard ſhall dwell on idle lays) 
Teach me each moving, melancholy ſtrain, 
And O diſcard the pageantry of phraſe, 
III ſuit the flowers of ſpeech with woes like mine! 
Thus, haply, as I paint 
The ſource of my complaint, 
My ſoul may own the impaſſion'd line; 
A flood of tears may guſh to my relief, 
And from my ſwelling heart diſcharge this load of gridh 


Forbear, my fond officious friends 4 1 
To wound my ears with the ſad tales you tell 35 
' How good ſhe was, how gentle, and how fair ! EE 
In pity ceaſe—alas! I know too well : 
How, in her ſweet expreſſive face 
Beam'd forth the beauties of her mind; 
Yet heighten'd by exterior grace 
Of manners moſt engaging, moſt refin'd. 
No piteous object could ſhe ſee, _ 
But her ſoft boſom ſhar'd the woe, 
Whilſt ſmiles of affability „ 
Endear'd whatever boon ſhe might below. 
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Whate'er the emotions of her heart, 
Still ſhone conſpicuous in her eyes, 


Stranger to ev'ry female art, 


Alike to feign, or to diſguile : 
And, O the boaſt how rare! 
The ſecret in her faithful breaſt repos'd, 
She ne'er with lawleſs tongue diſclgs'd, 
In ſacred ſilence lodg'd inviolate there. 


O feeble words—unable to expreſs 


Her matchleſs virtues, or my own diſtreſs ! 


Relentleſs Death! that, ſteel'd to human woe, 
With murderous hands deals havock on mankind, 


Why (cruel!) ſtrike this deprecated blow, 


And leave ſuch wretched multitudes behind? 

Hark ! groans come wing'd on ev'ry breeze ! 
The ſons of Grief prefer their ardent vow, 

Oppreſs'd with ſorrow, want, or dire diſeaſe, 
And ſupplicate thy aid, as I do now— 

In vain. Perverſe, till on the unweeting head 

*Tis thine thy vengeful darts to ſhed ; 

Hope's infant bloſſoms to deſtroy, 

And drench in tears the face of Joy. 


But, O, fell tyrant ! yet expect the hour, 


When Virtue ſhall renounce thy pow'r; 
When thou no more ſhalt blot the face of day, 
Nor mortals tremble at thy rigid ſway. | 
Alas ! the day—where'er I turn my eyes, 
Some ſad memento of my loſs appears ; 
I fly the fatal houſe—ſuppreſs my ſighs, 
Reſolv'd to dry my unavailing tears: 
But, ah! in vain—no change of time or Place 
The memory can efface 


Of all that ſweetneſs, that enchanting air, 
Now loſt ; and nought remains, but anguiſh and deſpair, 


E e Where 
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Where were the delegates of Heav'n, O where . 
Appointed Virtue's children ſafe to keep! 
Had innocence or virtue been their care, 
She had not dy'd, nor had I liv'd to weep : 
Mov'd by my tears, and by her patience mov'd, 
To fee her force th' endearing imile, 
My ſorrows to beguile, 
When Torture's keeneſt rage ſhe amd + 
Sure they had warded that untimely i. 

Which broke her thread of life, and rent a huſband's heart, 
How ſhall I e' er forget that dreadful hour, 
When, feeling Death's reſiſtleſs pyw'r, _ 

My hand ſhe preſs'd, wet with her falling tears, | 
And thus, in . accents, ſpoke her n 15 
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c Ab, my lov'd lord, the tranſient Gas 4 is 0 ver, F 
© And we muſt part, alas! to meet no more! | 
But, oh! if e'er thy Emma's name was dear, 

c If e'er thy vows have charm'd my raviſh'd ear; | 
If, from thy lov'd embrace my heart to gain, 3 
Proud friends have frown'd, and Fortune ſmil'd in vain; 
If it has been my ſole endeavour, ſtill 
« To act in all obſequious to thy will; 75 
«© To watch thy very ſmiles, thy wiſh to know, 

Then only truly bleſs'd when thou wert ſo: 
If I have doated with that fond exceſs, 

© Nor Love could add, nor Fortune make 1 it leſs; ; 
© If this I've done, and more—oh, then, be kind 
To the dear lovely babe I leave behind! 

When time my once-lov'd memory ſhall effice, 
© Some happier maid may take thy Emma's place, 
With envious eyes thy partial fondneſs ſee, 

* And hate it for the love thou bore to me. 
© My deareſt Shaw, forgive a woman's fears ; 3 
0 But. one word more, (I cannot bear thy tears ny 
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= BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 215 
$ Promiſe—and I will truſt thy faithful vow, 

J (Oft have I try'd, and ever found thee true !) 

| That to ſome diſtant ſpot thou wilt remove 

This fatal pledge of hapleſs Emma's love, 

Where, ſafe, thy blandiſhments it may partake ; 

And, oh! be tender, for it's mother's ſake. Wh 
© Wilt thou? 1 5 | 
« I know thou wilt—ſad filence ſpeaks aflent ; rk I; 
And, in that pleaſing hope, thy Emma dies content? i! 


a 


- 


A 


* 


| I, who with more than manly ſtrength have bore = 1 5 | 
The various ills impos'd by cruel Fate, 
Suſtain the firmneſs of my ſoul no more, 
But fink beneath the weight, 

= * Juſt Heav'n,* I cry'd, © from Memory? 8 eactivs day * 
3 No comfort has thy wretched ſuppliant known; "1 2 
« Misfortune ſtill, with unrelenting „ | wi 
© Has claim'd me for her own. 5 jb 
But O—in pity to my grief, reſtore 
© This only ſource of bliſs; I ak—T aſk no more!” | 
Vain hope l—th' irrevocable doom is paſs'd; To 1 
E'en now ſhe looks —ſhe ſighs her laſt! ; 1 
Vainly I ſtrive to ſtay her fleeting breath, ö | 
And, with rebellious heart, _ againſ her death! > | | 
| 


When the ſtern tyrant clos'd her lovely eves, | 

How did I rave, untaught to bear the blow! | 

With impious wiſh to tear her from the ſkies; | 11 

How curſe my fate in bitterneſs of woe ! | i 

But whither would this dreadful frenzy lead? 'th 

| Pond man, forbear, wk | \ 

Thuy fruitleſs ſorrow ſpare, | 

Dare not to taſk what Heav'n's high will decreed ; 
In humble rev'rence kiſs th? afflictive rod, 

And proſtrate bow to an offended God. 
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K kind Heav'n in mercy dealt the blow, 
Some ſaving truth thy roving ſoul to teach; 
To wean thy heart from grov'ling views below, 
And point out bliſs beyond Misfortune's reach: 
To ſhew that all the flatt'ring ſchemes of joy, 
Which tow'ring Hope fo fondly den in air, 
One fatal moment can deſtroy, 
And plunge. th” exulting maniac in Th” 
I Then, O! with pious fortitude ſuſtain 
Thy preſent loſs—haply, thy future gain 
Nor let thy Emma die in vain: 
Time ſhall adminiſter it's wonted balm, 


And huſh this ſtorm of grief to no unpleating calm. 


5 Thus the poor bird, by ſome diſaſt'rous fate 
Caught and impriſon'd in a lonely cage, 
Torn from it's native fields, and dearer mate, 
Flutters a while, and ſpends it's little rage: 

But, finding all it's efforts weak and vain, 
No more it pants and rages for the plain; ; 
Moping a while, in ſullen mood 
Droops the ſweet mourner—but, ere long, 
Prunes it's light wings, and pecks it's food, 
And meditates the ſong : Ae 
Serenely ſorrowing, breathes it's piteous caſe, 
And with it's plaintive e ſaddens all the place. 


Forgive me Heav'n—yet, yet the tears will flow, 
To think how ſoon my ſcene of bliſs is paſs'd ! 1 
My budding joys juſt promiſing to blow, 
All nipp'd and wither'd by one envious blaſt ! 
My hours, that laughing wont to fleet away, 
| Move heavily along; ; 
Where's now the ſprightly jeſt, the jocund ſong. 
Time creeps unconſcious of delight ; ' 
How ſhall I cheat the tedious day ? | 
5 O- the joyleſs night! 
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Where ſhall I reſt my weary head? — 
How ſhall I find repoſe on a ſad widow'd bed? 


Come, Theban drug * , the wretch's only aid, 


To my torn heart it's former peace reſtore ; 
Thy vot'ry, wrapp'd in thy Lethean ſhade, 
Awhile ſhall ceaſe his ſorrows to deplore: 


Haply, when lock'd in Sleep's embrace, 


Again I ſhall behold my Emma's face; 5 
Again with tranſport hear 

Her voice ſoft whiſpering in my ear ; 

May ſteal once more a balmy kiſs, 57 


And ade, at la, of ien bit. 


But, ah! th' unwelcome morn's obtruding light 
Will all my ſhadowy ſchemes of bliſs depoſe, 


Will tear the dear illuſion from my ſight, 


And wake me to the ſenſe of all my woes! 
If to the verdant fields I ſtray, 
Alas! what pleaſures now can theſe convey ? 
Her lovely form purſues where'er I go, 
And darkens all the ſcene with woe. 
By Nature s laviſh bounties chear'd no more, 
Sorrowing I rove | 
Thro' valley, grot, and grove ; : 


Nougght can their beauties or my loſs reſtore : 


No herb, no plant, can med'cine my diſeaſe, 


And my ſad ſighs are borne on An paſſing Nenne. 


Sickneſs and ſorrow hov'ring round my bed. 


Who now with anx1ous haſte ſhall bring relief, | 


With lenient hand ſupport my drooping head, 
Aſſwage my pains, and mitigate my grief? 


* Laudanums 
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Should worldly buſineſs call away, | 
Who now ſhall in my abſence fondly mourn, 
Count ev'ry minute of the loit'ring day, 
Impatient for my quick return? 
Should aught my boſom diſcompoſe, 
Who now with ſweet complacent air, 
Shall ſmooth the rugged brow of Care, 
And ſoften all my woes? 
Too faithful Mem' ry —Ceaſe, O ceaſe 
How fhall I e'er regain my 8 
(o, to forget her !)—but how vain each art, 
Whilſt ev? ry virtue lives imprinted on my heart! 1 


And chou, my little hk. left behind 
To hear a father's plaints, to ſhare his woes, 
When Reaſon's dawn informs thy infant minds... 
And thy ſweet liſping tongue ſhall aſk the cauſe; 
How oft with ſorrow ſhall mine eyes run o'er, 
When, twining round my knees, I trace 
Thy mother's ſmile upon thy face? 
How oft to my full heart ſhalt thou reſtore 
Sad mem'ry of my joys—ah, now no more! 
By bleſſings once enjoy'd, now more diſtreſs'd, 
More beggar by the riches once poſſeſs'd. 
My little darling !-——dearer to me grown 
By all the tears thou'ſt caus*d—(O ſtrange to hear!) 
| Bought with a life yet dearer than thy own, 
Thy cradle purchæ'd with thy mother's bier 
Who now ſhall ſeek with fond delight, 
Thy infant ſteps to guide aright? 
She, who with doating eyes would gaze 
On all thy little artleſs ways, PE 
By all thy ſoft endearments pleſs'd, —.— 5 
And claſp thee oft with tranſport to her breaſt, 
Alas! is gone Vet ſhalt thou prove 


A father's deareſt, tendereſt love. 
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And, O ſweet ſenſeleſs ſmiler (ar d ſtate 9 
As yet unconſcious of thy hapleſs fate, 
When years thy judgment ſhall mature, 
And Reaſon ſhews thoſe ills it cannot cure, 
Wilt thou, a father's grief t' aſſwage, 
For virtue prove the phœnix of the eartk? 
| (Like her, thy mother dy'd to give thee binn) 
And be the comfort of my age! 

When fick and languiſhing I lie, 

Wilt thou my Emma's wonted care ſupply? 
And oft, as to thy lining ear 

Thy mother's virtues and her fate I tell, 

Say, wilt thou drop the tender tear, 

Whilſt on the mournful theme I dwell? 
Then, fondly ſtealing to thy father's ſide, 
Wheneber thou ſeeſt the ſoft diſtreſs, 

Which I would vainly ſeek to hide, 
Say, wilt thou ſtrive to make it leſs ? 
To ſoothe my ſorrows all thy cares employ, 
And in my cup of grief infuſe one drop of joy? 


' EVENING ADDRESS TO A NIGHTINGALE. 


BY THE SAME. 


WEET bird! that kindly perching near, 
Pour'ſt thy plaints melodious in mine ear; 
Not, like baſe worldlings, tutor'd to forego 
The melancholy haunts of Woe ; 
Thanks for thy ſorrow-ſoothing ſtrain : 
For, ſurely, thou haſt known to prove, 
Like me, the pangs of hapleſs love, 
Elſe why ſo feelingly complain, 
And with thy piteous notes thus ſadden all the grove? 
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Say, doſt thou mourn thy raviſh'd mate, 
That oft enamour'd on thy ſtrains has hung ? ? 
Or has the cruel! hand of Fate | 
Bereft thee of thy darling young ? 
Alas! for Both I weep—— 
In all the pride of youthful charms, 


A beauteous bride torn from my circling arms! 


A lovely babe, that ſhould have liv'd to bleſs, 


And fill my doating eyes with frequent tears, ; 


At once the ſource of rapture and diſtreſs, 
The flatt'ring prop of my declining years! 
In vain from death to reſcue I eſſay'd, 
By ev'ry art that Science could deviſe, 
Alas! it languiſh'd for a mother's aid, 


And wing'd it's flight to ſeek her in the ſkies. 
Then, O! our comforts be the ſame; 


At ev'ning's peaceful hour, 
To ſhun the noiſy paths of wealth and fame, 
And breathe our ſorrows in this lonely bow'r. 


But why, alas! to thee complain ! 
To thee—unconſcious of my pain! 
Soon ſhalt Hou ceaſe to mourn thy lot ſevere, 
And hail the dawning of a happier year : 


The genial warmth of joy-renewing ſpring | 
Again ſhall plume thy ſhatter'd wing ; 
Again thy little heart ſhall tranſport prove, 


Again ſhall flow thy notes reſponſive to thy love. 


But, O! for uE in vain may ſeaſons roll, 
Nought can dry up the fountain of my tears; 
Deploring ſtill the comMFoORT oF MY SOUL, 


J court my ſorrows by increaſing years. 


Tell me, thou frren, Hope ; deceiver, ſay, 
Where is the promis'd period of my woes? 


Full three long ling'ring years have roll'd away, 


And yet I weep, a ſtranger to repoſe. 
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O, what deluſion did thy*tongue employ! 
* That Emma's fatal pledge of love, "ER 
Her laſt bequeſt—with all a mother's care, 
The bitterneſs of ſorrow ſhould remove, 
© Soften the horrors of deſpair, 
And chear a heart long loſt to joy! 
How oft, when fondling in mine arms, 
Gazing enraptur'd on it's angel-face, 
My ſoul the maze of Fate would vainly trace, 
And burn with all a father's fond alarms! 
And, O! what flatt'ring ſcenes had Fancy feign'd! 
How did I rave of bleſſings yet in ſtore ! 
Till ev'ry aching ſenſe was ſweetly pain'd, 


And my full heart could bear, nor tongue could utter more. 


Juſt Heav'n!? I cried—with recent hopes elate, 

© Yet I will live—will live, tho' Emma's dead 
So long bow'd down beneath the ſtorms of Fate, 

© Yet will | raiſe my woe-dejeted head! 
My little Emma, now my ALL, 

Will want a father's care; 

Her looks, her wants, my rafh reſolves recal, 
And for her ſake the ills of life I'll bear: : 
And oft together we'll complain, 

* (Complaint, the only bliſs my foul can know) 
From me, my child ſhall learn the mournful train, 
And prattle tales of woe. PEEL. 
* And, O! in that auſpicious hour, 
When Fate reſigns her perſecuting pow'r, 
© With duteous zeal her hand ſhall cloſe, 

© No more to weep—my ſorrows- ſtreaming eyes, 
When death gives miſery repoſe, | 

* And opes a glorious paſſage to the ſkies,” 
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Vain thought! it muſt not be.—She too is dead— 
The flatt'ring ſcene is o'er — 


My hopes for ever—ever fled— 


And vengeance can no more. 
Cruſh'd by misfortune—blaſted by diſeaſe— 
And none, none left to bear a friendly part ! 
To meditate my welfare, health, or eaſe, 
Or ſoothe the anguiſh of an aching heart! 


Now all one gloomy ſcene, till welcome Death, 


With lenient hand, (O falſely deem'd ſevere!) 
Shall kindly ſtop my grief-exhauſted breath, 
And dry up ev'ry tear: 


Perhaps, obſequious to my will, 


But, ah! from my affections far remov'd ! 
The laſt fad office ſtrangers may fulfil, 
As if I ne'er had been belov'd; 
As if, unconſcious of poetick fire, 
I ne'er had touch'd the trembling lyre ; 
As if my niggard hand ne'er dealt relief, 


Nor my heart melted at another's grief, 


ve this weary life ſhall la 

While yet my tongue can form th” impaſſion'd ſtrain, 
In piteous accents ſhall the Muſe complain, 
And dwell with fond delay on bleſſings paſs'd : 


For, O! how grateful to a wounded heart, 


The tale of miſery to impart ! 
From others eyes bid artleſs ſorrows flow, 


And raiſe eſteem upon the baſe of woe! 


Shall catch the ſoft contagion of my ſong, 


E'en uE“, the nobleſt of the tuneful throng, 
Shall deign my love-lorn tale to hear, 


9 bh. 


And pay my penſive Mule the tribute of a tear. 


Lord Lyttelton. 
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BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
ODE TO HEALTH. 
BY MR. SHEPHERD, 


TENCE meagre, vols Diſeaſe, 
From the crude banquets of Intemp'rance bred ; 
Nurs'd in the ſluggard bed, 


And folded in the arms of pamper'd eaſe : 


Hence to Beotian bogs, 


Whence humid Auſter on his drooping wings 


| Groſs exhalations brings; 


Where rank effluvia from the marſhy brake, 


Or murky ſtagnate lake, 
Pregnant with ills ariſe in miſty fogs. 
And come, Hygeia, bland and fair, 
Fluſh'd with the glow of morning air; 
With coral lip and ſparkling eye, 
Complexion of enſanguin'd dye ; 
With chearful ſmile, and open brow, 
Where Care could ne'er one furrow plough ; 
With ſteady ſtep, and aſpe& ſleek, 
The roſe that glows on Stella's cheek, 
And ſnowy boſom, whence exhales 
The ſweetneſs of Eteſian gales. 
In ſylvan ſcenes is thy delight, 
To climb the tow'ring mountain's height; 
Or blithely on thy native plain 1 50 
To gambol with the Dryad train. 
Thoſe plains, where, in unguarded hour, 
Far from the ken of her chaſte bow'r, 
As o'er the dew-beſpangled glade 
Rov'd Temperance, the mountain maid ; 
She ſtopp'd, in fix'd attention viewing 


Luſty Exerciſe purſuing, 
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With miſſive ſhaft and beechen ſpear, 
Thro' op'ning lawns the tremb'ling deer, 
The God ſurveys the muſing dame, 

The lover quits his flying game : 

His treſſes dropp'd with morning dew, 
While to the wood-nymph's arms he flew ; 
And from their hale embraces ſprung 


 Hygeia, ever fair and young. 


Long, virgin, may thy genial fire 


| Each late exhauſted vein inſpire, 


The crimſon tide of life renew, 


And give to glide in channels blue; 


Thee Wit and Mirth ſpontaneous ſerve, 


That give a tone to ev'ry nerve; 
Invoke thee, Harmony's bright queen, 


To tune the diſarrang'd machine. 
The glow of Titian's orient ray 
Thy happy pencil ſhall pourtray, 
With grace more exquiſite than lies 


In Guido's air, or Titian's dyes; 


Hence the pale hue of Sickneſs chaſe, 
And call up each reviving grace, 

O'er which, as late, with haggard hand, 
Conſumption ſhook her magick wand; 


Nature's laſt debt prepar'd to pay, 


Youth's drooping flow'rs *gan fade away; 


No crimſon hue was ſeen to glow, 


The ſtagnate blood forgot to flow; 

Their luftre fled, the languid eyes 

Stood fix'd in motionleſs ſurprizez - 
Each ſenſe ſeem'd loſt in endleſs night, 
The tremblin> ſoul was wing'd for flight ; 


Which Death's rude ſhaft had half ſet free 


In unconceiv'd eternity. 1 
Then, Varus, was the pow'r diſplay'd 
Of medicine's heav'n-directed aid. | 
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Vers'd in each drug's balſamick uſe, 


The Dædal ſoils of earth produce, 
In ev'ry flow'r of ev'ry hue, 
And herb that drinks the morning dew, 
Thy lenient hand allay'd each throe, 
And gave a milder face to Woe; 
Bade the bold pulle elaſtick play, 
The eye emit it's vivid ray, 
Call'd back the flitting life again, 
And health inſpir'd thro' ev'ry vein. 
Again thrills with her genial zeſt | 
Each nerve; again my languid breaft 


Viſits the cherub Joy. For this 
May thy auſpicious heart ne'er miſs, 
Oft as the fair for charms decay'd 


Implores thy ſalutary aid, 
To ſmooth the lovely mourner's brow, 


And bid reviving beauties glow ; 


To ſoothe the tender parent's cries, 


And wipe the tears from infant eyes! 


But chief, my Muſe, with rev'rent awe 
To him, whoſe will is Nature's law, 
Thy hymns of gratulation pay, 

To Him direct the tribute lay; 

From whom derives the balmy pill, 

It's virtues, the phyſician's ſkill ; 
That o'er each act and thought preſides, 


Directs his hand, his counſel guides: 


Elſe medicine's unavailing ſtore 


Shall vainly glide thro? ev'ry pore; 


Thro' ev'ry pore the mineral rill 


In vain it's gifted pow'rs inſti}, 
Father divine, eternal King, 


To thee I wake the trembling ſtring. 


If mad Ambition ne'er miſled, 


In paths where Virtue dares not tread, 
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The ſwain beneath a ſpreading willow ſtood, 


His briny tears increas'd the paſſing flood, 


_ © Ere ſoaring larks forſook the dewy lawn, 
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My vagrant ſtep; if ſordid views 
Ne'er won the proſtituted Muſe; 
For others let Pactolus flow, 
Let honour wreath another's brow: 
Health I intreat; whoſe jocund throng : 
Wantons each laughing grace among; bn . 
With Health the dancing minutes crown'd, , n : 
The field of all my wiſhes bound, — F 


PHILO's CO M P L A IN T. $ 
ADDRESSED TO MISS . 
BY MR. T. WOOLSTO N. 
Thou, much farour'd by the tuneful train | 
Attentive bend, nor let thine ear refuſe 


To lift awhile to hapleſs Philo's ſtrain; 
The ſoft complainings of an artleſs Muſe. 


That, drooping, ſwept the ſlowly-winding ſtream; 


While mournful flow'd this ſadly-plaintive theme. 


« In life's fair ſpring, I roſe at early dawn, 
With ruddy health, while ev'ry ſcene was gay; 


* To chant their morning ſongs to op'ning day. 


Then, free from heart-felt care, at eaſe I rov'd, 
© No dark depreſſing views my fancy chill'd; 

* The Muſe's lore my infant mind approv'd, 
And glowing tranſports in my boſom thrill'd, 
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c Adown the vales, by ever-murm'ring rills, 
Led by their magick, oft I wander'd long: 
Or, while day linger*d on the lofty hills, 


© There, chearful muſing, fram'd the artleſs ſong. 4 


c And when Night's fable banners, all unfurPd, - 
© Diſplay'd the ſparkling glories of the ſkies, 


: Panting to quit this ſublunary world, 


My youthful fancy oft eflay'd to riſe. 


; At length, full nom, ſhe wings a daring . 
Thro' pathleſs zther ſoaring unconfin'd, 
8 To radiant orbs beyond the reach of fight, 
And, fearleſs, leaves far diſtant ſtars behind. 


No more confin'd to any earthly place, 

© Swifter than light ſhe darts her piercing eye, 

And ſees a thouſand ſuns, thro' boundleſs ſpace, 
With light and life ten thouſand worlds ſupply, 


© Now, where the comet ſweeps with awful train, 
© With him ſhe ſkims the vaſt etherial round; 


© Millions of leagues, without or fear or pain, 


Beyond old frozen Saturn's dreary bound. 


* Then farther fill, in regions yet unſeen 


By mortal eye, her curious ſearch explores 
VUnnumber'd lucent ſpheres, a beauteous ſcene ! 
* Where day eternal gilds their bliſsful ſhores. 


* So, inſtantaneous, thence would ſhe deſcend, 
© Ofer this her own congenial globe to roam; 
And ev'ry charm of each fair clime would blend, 
* Returning fraught with Nature's beauties home, 
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The pencil, too, would oft thoſe hours employ, 
Which thoughtleſs youth too often ſet apart 
For cruel ſports—thence reaping guiltleſs joy, 
© Tho? quite unknown the nicer rules of art, 


© But, ah! thoſe bliſsful days, alas! are flown, 
© With poignant grief the change I muſt deplore ; 
< Thoſe pleaſures pure to me are now unknown, 
And never never muſt I taſte them more! 


Thus ſung the plaintive ſwain: but riſing grief, 
With deep-drawn fighs his fault'ring voice ſuppreſs'd; 
Till tears, faſt flowing, gave a kind relief, 
And calm'd the tumult ſtruggling in his breaſt. 


9 


Unbleſs'd by Fortune's ſmiles, alone I rove, 
< Forlorn and ſad, while all around is gay; 
© In vain I ſeek the verſe-inſpiring grove, 

© For goading Care forbids the willing ſtay. 


OY 


Ah! what to me the flow'r-beſpangled vales, 
Whence charming mingled odours grateful riſe, 
Swept from the bloom, by ſoft Favonian gales, 

« Kind Nature's incenſe breathing to the ſcies? 


4 


Or what the peaceful, gliding, chryſtal ſtreams, 

Where ſpreading alders form a cooling ſhade, 
Where oft, retiring from the fervid beams _ 

Of Sol's meridian blaze, at eaſe I ftray'd? 


« 


* 


The tuneful ſongſters, thro' the leafy groves, 
VUnheeded now may pour their varied ſtrains; 

No more I ſeek the haunts which Fancy loves, _ 
Nor woodland ſhades, nor flock-ſpread ſunny plains! 


Vales, 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 233 


s Yales, ſtreams; and groves, your ſweets I now reſign, 
No more rejoic'd your bleſs'd retreats I view; 
Far other ſcenes, alas! muſt now be mine; 
© Ye ever-bliſsful, dear delights, adieu! 


* Farewel! ye joys, farewel I fink a ſlave 
To haggard Care; with her, alas! I dwell :— 
© Hark I—hark! ſhrill Echo from her hollow cave 
MN Again repcats, ** Farewel |” —Farewel—farewel!” 


Here ceas'd the youth; now ſhone in weſtern ſkies, 
Bright Veſper ſparkling in the ſkirts of day; 
The ev'ning clouds, ſuffus'd with purple dyes, 
| Reflected faint the ſun's departing ray. 


With penſive ſtep he ſought his lonely cot, 
Where Care's pale offspring anxious vigils keep; 
In vain ſolicitude to mourn his lot, 
Till all his woes were huſh'd in ſweet oblivious ſleep. 


LOVE AND HONOUR, 
BY W. SHENSTONE, ESQ. 

Sed neque Medorum ſylvæ, ditiſſima terra 

Nec pulcher Ganges, atque auro turbidus Hæmus, 


Laudibus Angligenum certent: non Bactra, nec Indi, 
Totaque thuriferis Panchaia pinguis arenis. | 


1 T the green olive glad Heeren ſhores; 
Her tawny citron, and her orange. grovet, 
Theſe let Iberia boaſt; but if in vain, 

To win the ſtranger plant's diffuſive ſmile, 
The Briton labours, yet our native minds, 
Our conſtant boſoms, theſe the dazzled world 
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May view with envy ; theſe, Iberian dames 

Survey with fix'd eſteem and fond deſire. 
Hapleſs Elvira! thy diſaſt'rous fate 

May well this truth explain; nor ill adorn 


The Britiſh lyre: then chiefly, if the Muſe, 


Nor vain, nor partial, from the ſimple guiſe 

Of ancient record catch the penſive lay; 

And in leſs grov'ling accents give to fame. 
Elvira! loyelieft maid! th' Iberian realm 

Could boaſt no purer breaſt, no ſprightlier mind, 


No race more ſplendent, and no form ſo fair. 


Such was the chance of war; this peerleſs maid, 
In life's luxuriant bloom, enrich'd the ſpoil 


Of Britiſh victors, victory's nobleſt pride! | 
She, the alone, amid the wailful train 


Of captive maids, aſſign'd to Henry's care; 


Lord of her hfe, her fortune, and her fame ! 


He, gen'rous youth, with no penurious hand, 
The tedious moments that unjoyous roll 
Where freedom's chearful radiance ſhines no more, 


Eſſay'd to ſoiten ; conſcious of the pang 


That beauty feels, to waſte it's fleeting hours 
In ſome dim fort, by foreign rule reſtrain'd, 
Far from the haunts of men or eye of day! 
Sometimes, to cheat her boſom of it's cares, 
Her kind protector number'd o'er the toils 


Himſelf had worn: the frowns of angry ſeas, - - 


Or hoſtile rage, or faithleſs friend, more fell 
Than ſtorm or foe ; if haply ſhe might find 
Her cares diminiſh'd ; fruitleſs, fond eſſay! 
Now to her lavely hand, with modeſt awe 
The tender lute he gave: ſhe, not averſe 
Nor deſtitute of ſkill, with willing hand 
Call'd forth angelick ſtrains ; the ſacred debt 


Of gratitude, ſhe ſaid ; whoſe juſt commands 
Still might her hand with equal pride obey! 
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Nor to the melting ſounds the nymph refus'd 
Her vocal art; harmonious, as the ftrain 


Of ſome impriſon'd lark, who daily chear'd 


By guardian cares, repays them with a ſong : 


Nor droops, nor deems ſweet liberty refign'd. 


The ſong, not artleſs, had ſhe fram'd to paint 


Diſaſtrous paſſion ; how, by tyrant laws 
Of idiot cuſtom ſway'd, ſome ſoft-ey'd fair 
Lov'd only one; nor dar'd that love reveal! 
How the ſoft anguiſh baniſh'd from her cheek 
The damaſk roſe full blown! a fever came; 


And from her boſom forc'd the plaintive tale. 
Then, ſwift as light, he ſought the love-lorn maid, 


But vainly ſought her; torn by ſwifter fate 
To join the tenants of the myrtle ſhade, 


Love's mournful victims on the plains below. 
Sometimes, as Fancy ſpoke the pleaſing taſk, 

She taught her artful needle to diſplay _ 

The various pride of ſpring ; then ſwift up- ſprung 

Thickets of myrtle, eglantine, and roſe: 

There might you ſee, on gentle toils intent, 

A train of buſy loves; ſome pluck the flow'r, 


Some twine the garland, ſome with prave grimace, 


Around a vacant warrior calt the wreath. | 
T was paint, 'twas life! and ſure, to piercing eyes, 
The warrior's face depictur'd Henry's mien. ; 
Now had- the gen'rous chief with joy perus'd 
The royal ſcroll, which to their native home 


Their ancient rights, uninjur'd, unredeem'd, 


Reſtor'd the captives. Forth with rapid haſte 
To glad his fair Elvira's ear, he ſprung ; 

Fir'd by the bliſs he panted to convey; 

But fir'd in vain! Ah, what was his amaze, 
His fond diſtreſs, when o'er her pallid face 
Dejection reign'd, and from her lifeleſs hand 


Down dropp'd the myrtle's fair, unfiniſh'd flow'r! 
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Speechleſs ſhe ſtood ; at length, with accents faint, 


Well may my native ſhore,” ſhe ſaid, reſound 

* 'Thy monarch's praiſe ; and ere Elvira prove 

Of thine forgetful, flow'rs ſhall ceaſe to feel 

The foſt'ring breeze, and Nature change her laws! IL 
And now the grateful edict wide alarm's 

The Britiſh hoſt, Around the ſmiling youths 

Call'd to their native ſcenes, with willing haſte 


Their fleet unmoor, impatient of the love 


That weds each boſom to it's native ſoil. 


The patriot paſſion ſtrong in ev'ry clime, 


How juſtly theirs, who fiad no foreign ſweets 


To diſſipate their loves, or match their OWN. 


Not fo Elvira! ſhe, diſaſt rous maid ! 


Was doubly captive 3 pow'r nor chance could looſe. 
The ſubtle bands; ſhe lov'd her gen'rous foe. 


She, where her Henry dwelt, her Henry ſmil'd, 
Could term her native ſhore ; her native ſhore | 
By him deſerted, ſome unfriendly ftrand, 
Strange, bleak, forlorn ! a deſart waſte and wild. 
The fleet careen'd, the wind propitious fill'd 
The ſwelling fails, the glitt'ring tranſports wav'd 


Their pennants gay, and halcyon's azure wing 


With flight auſpicious ſkimm'l the placid main. 
On her lone couch 1n tears Elvira iay, 
And chid th? officious wind, the tem ping fea, 


And wiſh'd a ſtorm as merci leſs, as tore 


Her labouring boſom. Fondly now ſhe ſtrove 
To baniſh paſſion; now the vaſſal days, 

The captive moments that fo ſmoothly paſs'd, 

By many an art recall'd; now from her Jute 
With trembling fingers call'd the Aav'rite founds 
Which _ deign'd to praiſe; and now eilay'd 
With mimick chains of filken fillets wove 

To paint her captive ſtate; if any fraud 
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To me were fatal! no fantailick robe 
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Might to her love the pleaſing ſcenes prolong, 
And with the dear idea feaſt the ſoul. | 
But now the chief return'd ; prepar'd to launch 


On ocean's willing breaſt, and bid adieu 
To his fair priſoner. She, ſoon as ſhe heard 


His hated errand, now no more conceal'd 


The raging flame; but, with a ſpreading bluſh 


And riſing ſigh, the latent pang diſclos'd. 
Ves, generous youth! I ſee thy boſom glow 
6 With virtuous tranſport, that the taſk is thine 


* To ſolve my chains; and to my weeping friends, 


* And ev'ry longing relative, reſtore _ 
A ſoft-ey'd maid, a mild offenceleſs prey! 
But know, my ſoldier, never youthful mind, 


Torn from the laviſh joys of wild expence 
By him he loath'd, and in a dungeon bound 


To languiſh out his bloom, could catch the pains 
* This ill-ſtarr'd freedom gives my tortur'd mind. 
What call I freedom? is it that theſe limbs, 
From rigid bolts ſecure, may wander far _ 
From him I love? Alas! ere I may boaſt 

That ſacred bleſſing, ſome ſuperior power 

To mortal kings, to ſublunary thrones, | 

Muſt looſe my paſſion, muſt unchain my ſoul. 
E'en that I loath ; all liberty I loath!. 

But moſt the joyleſs privilege to gaze 

With cold indifference, where deſert is love. 
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© True, I was born an alien to thoſe eyes 


"a 


I aſk alone to pleaſe ; my fortune's crime! 
And, ah! this flatter'd form by dreſs endear'd 
To Spaniſh eyes, by dreſs may thine offend, 
Whilſt I, ill-fated maid ! ordajn'd to firive 
With cuſtom's load, beneath it's weight expire. 
© Yet Henry's beauties knew in foreign garb 
To vanquith me; his form, howe'er diſguis'd, 
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That e'er caprice invented, cuſtom wore, 


Or folly ſmil'd on, could eclipſe thy charms. 
Perhaps by birth decreed, by fortune plac'd 
Thy country's foe, Elvira's warmeſt plea 
Seems but the ſubtler accent fraud inſpires 


My tenderelt glances, but the ſpecious flowers 


That ſhade the viper while ſhe plots her wound, 


And can the trembling candidate of love 
Awake thy fears? and can a female breaſt, 
By ties of grateful duty bound, enſnare? 
Is there no brighter mien, no ſofter ſmile 
For love to wear, to dark deceit unknown? 


Heav'n ſearch my foul, and if through all it's cells 


Lurk the pernicious drop of poiſonous guile 
Full on my fenceleſs head it's phial'd wrath 
May Fate exhauſt ; and for my happieſt hour 


Exalt the vengeance I prepare for thee ! 

Ah me! nor Henry's, nor his country's foe, 
On thee I gaz'd, and Reaſon ſoon diſpell'd 
Dim Frror's gloom, and to thy favour'd iſle 
Aſſign'd it's total merit, unreſtrain'd. 

Oh, lovely region to the candid eye! 


T was there my fancy faw the Virtues dwell, 


The Loves, the Graces play; and bleſs'd the fol. 


That nurtur'd thee! for ſure the Virtues form'd 


Thy generous breaſt; the Loves, the Graces, plann'd 
Thy ſhapely limbs. Relation, birth, eſſay' d 
Their partial pow'r in vain: again I gaz'd, 
And Albion's iſle appear'd, amidſt a tract 

Of ſavage waſtes, the darling of the ſkies! 
And thou by Nature form'd, by Fate aſſign'd, 


To paint the genius of thy native ſhore. 


«Tis true, wich flow'rs, with many a dazzling ſcene 
Of burniſh'd plants, to lure a female eye, 

Iberia glows: but, ah! the genial ſun, 

That gilds the lemon's fruit, or ſcents the flow'r, 
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c On Spaniſh minds, a nation's nobler boaſt! 


Beams forth ungentle influences. There 
Sits Jealouſy enthron'd, and at each ray 


© Exultant lights his ſlow-conſuming fires. 


Not ſuch thy charming region; long before 


© My ſweet experience taught me to decide 

Of Engliſh worth, the ſound had pleas'd mine ear. 
Is there that ſavage coaſt, that rude ſojourn, 

* Stranger to Britiſh worth? the worth which forms 
© The kindeſt friends; the moſt tremendous foes ; 5 

« Firſt, beſt ſupports, of liberty and love! 


No, let ſubjected India, while ſhe throws 


O'er Spaniſh deeds the veil, your praiſe reſound. 


Long as I heard, or ere in ſtory read 
Of Engliſh fame, my biaſs'd partial breaſt 


Wiſh'd them ſucceſs ; and, Happieſt ſhe,” I cried, 


„Of woman happieſt ſhe, who ſhares the love, 
c The fame, the virtues, of an Engliſh lord !?? 
© And now what ſhall I ſay? Bleſs'd be the hour 

© Your fair-built veſſels touch'd th' Iberian ſhore : 


© Bleſs'd did I ſay the time! if I may bleſs 
That lov'd event, let Henry's ſmiles declare. 


© Our hearts and cities won, will Henry's youth 
© Forego it's nobler conqueſt? will he {light 


| © The ſoft endearments of the lovelier ſpoil? 


© And yet Iberia's ſons, with ev'ry vow 


© Of Yaſting faith, have ſworn theſe humble charms 


Were not excell'd ; the ſource of all their pains, 


And love her juſt deſert, who ſues for love; 
But ſues to thee, while natives ſigh in vain. 


Perhaps in Henry's eye (for vulgar minds 


© Diſſent from his) it ſpreads an hateful train 


© On honeſt Fame, amid his train to bear 
A female friend. Then learn, my gentle youth! 
© Not Love himſelf, with all the pointed pains 


That ſtore his quiver, ſhall ſeduce my ſoul 


© From 


* 
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From honour's laws. Elvira once deny'd 
A conſort's name, more ſwift than lightning flies, 


When elements diſcordant vex the ſky, _ 
© Shall, bluſhing, from the form ſhe loves retire. 
© Yet if the ſpecious wiſh, the vulgar voice 


© Has titled Prudence, {ways a ſoul like thine, 


In gems or gold what proud Iberian dame 
Eclipſes me? Nor paint the dreary ſtorms 


And force from tender eyes the ſilent tear; 
When Mem'ry to the penſive maid ſuggeſts 


© In full contraſt the ſafe domeſtick ſcene 


© For theſe reſign'd. Beyond the frantick rage 


Of conq'ring heroes brave, the female mind, 
When ſteel'd by love, in love's moſt horrid way 
_ © Beholds not danger, or beholding ſcorns, 


© Heav'n take my life, but let it crown my love !? 
She ceas'd ; and ere his words her fate decreed, 
Impatient, watch'd the language of his eye : 


There Pity dwelt, and from it's tender ſphere 
Sent looks of love, and faithleſs hopes inſpir'd. 
Forgive me, gen'rous maid!' the youth return'd, 
If, by thy accents charm'd, thus long I bore 
© To let ſuch ſweetneſs plead, alas! in vain. 
© Thy virtue merits more than crowns can yield 
Of ſolid blifs, or happieſt love beſto p. 


© But ere from native ſhores I plough'd the main, 


© To one dear maid, by virtue and by charms 


Alone endear'd, my plighted vows I gave, 

Jo guard my faith, whatever chance ſhould wait 
< My warring ſword : if conqueſt, fame, and ſpoil, 
« Grac'd my return, before her feet to pour 

© The glitt'ring treaſure, and the laurel wreath, 

© Enjoying conqueſt then, and fame and ſpoil ; 

« If Fortune frown'd adverſe, and Death forbade 

5 'T Hs bliſsful union, with my lateſt breath 


* 


Or hair-breadth 'ſcapes that haunt the boundleſs deep. 
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© To dwell on Medway's and Maria” s name. 

_ © This ardent vow deep-rooted, from my ſoul 

© No dangers tore; this vow my boſom fir'd 

* To conquer danger, and the ſpoil enjoy. 

70 Her ſhall I leave, with fair events elate, 

Who crown'd mine humbleſt fortune with her love? 
Her ſhall I leave, who now, perchance, alone 

© Climbs the proud cliff, and chides my {low return ? 
© And ſhall that veſſel, whoſe approaching fails 

© Shall ſwell her breaſt with extaſies, convey 

Death to her hopes, and anguiſh to her ſoul? 

© No! may the deep my villain corſe devour, 

© Tf all the wealth Iberian mines conceal, 

If all the charms Iberian maids diſcloſe, 

« If thine, Elvira! thine, uniting all, | 

© Thus far prevail—nor can thy virtuous breaſt 

© Demand what honour, faith, and love, denies.” 
O! happy ſhe, rejoin'd the penſive maid, 


Who ſhares thy fame, thy virtue, and thy love ! 


* And be ſhe happy! thy diſtinguiſh'd choice 


© Declares her worth, and vindicates her claim. 


* Farewel my luckleſs hopes! my flatt'ring dreams 
* Of rapt'rous days! my guilty ſuit, farewel! _ 
© Yet, fond howe'er my plea, or deep the wound 
© That waits my fame, let not the random ſhaft 
Of Cenſure pierce with me th” Iberian dames ; 
* They love with caution, and with happier ſtars. 
And, oh! by pity mov'd, reſtrain the taunts 
* Of levity, nor brand Elvira's flame: 
© By merit rais'd, by gratitude approv'd, 
© By hope confirm'd, with artleſs truth reveal'd ; 
© Let, let me ſay, but for one matchleſs maid 
* Of happier birth, with mutual ardour crown'd! 

Theſe radiant gems, which burniſh Happineſs, 
But mock Misfortune, to thy fav'rite's hand 
* With care convey: and well may ſuch adorn 
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| Her chearful front, who finds in thee alone 
'The ſource of ev'ry tranſport; but diſgrace | 
My penſive breaſt, which, doom'd to laſting v woe, 
| © In thee the ſource of ev'ry bliſs reſign. | 
= And now, farewel, thou darling youth! the gem 
| Of Engliſh merit! Peace, content, and joy, 
| And tender hopes, and young deſires, farewel ! 
| © Attend, ye ſmiling train ! this gallant mind 
© Back to his native ſhores ; there ſweetly ſmooth 
His ev'ning pillow, dance around his groves, 
© And where he treads with vi'lets paint his way : 
| But leave Elvira! leave her, now no more 
© Your frail companion ! in the facred cells 
Of ſome lone cloiſter let me ſhroud my ſhame; . 
There, to the matin bell obſequious, pour 
My conſtant oriſons. The wanton loves 
And gay deſires ſhall ſpy the glimm'ring tow” rs, 
And wing their flight aloof; but reſt confirm'd, 
That never ſhall Elvira's tongue conclude 
Fer ſhorteſt pray'r, ere Henry's dear ſucceſs 
© The warmeſt accent of her zeal employ.” 
Thus ſpoke the weeping fair, whoſe artleſs mind, 
| 13 ſcorn'd to model her eſteem 
| | By native cuſtoms, dreſs, and face, and air, 
And manners leſs ; nor yet reſolv'd in vain, 
| He, bound-by prior love, the folemn vow 
| 10 Giv'n and receiv'd, to ſoit compaſſion gave 
| A tender tear ; then with that kind adieu 
Eſteem could warrant, wearied Heav'n with pray” r 
5 To ſhield that tender breaſt he left forlorn. 
He ceas'd; and to the cloiſter's penſive ſcene 
Elvira ſhap'd her ſolitary Way, 
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THE HE RMI I. 
BY DR. BEAT TIE. 


\ T the cloſe of the day, when the hamlet is ſtill, 


1 And mortals the ſweets of forgetfulneſs prove; 


When nought but the torrent is heard on the hill, 
And nought but the nightingale's ſong in the grove.— 

"Twas then, by the cave of the mountain reclin'd, 
A hermit his nightly complaint thus began: 
Tho' mournful his numbers, his ſoul was reſign'd; 


He thought as a ſage, tho” he felt as a man, 


© Ah! why, thus abandon'd to darkneſs and woe, 

* Why thus, lonely Philomel, flows thy fad ſtrain? _ 

© For ſpring ſhall return, 'and a lover beſtow ; 
* And thy boſom no trace of misfortune retain. 

vet if Pity inſpire thee, O ceaſe not thy lay! 
* Mourn, ſweeteſt companion; man calls thee to mourn : 

O ſoothe him whoſe pleaſures, like thine, paſs away! 
Full quickly they paſs—but they never return 


© Now, gliding remote on the verge of the ſcy, 
© The moon, half extinct, a dim creſcent diiplays ; 
But lately I mark'd, when majeſtick on high 


She ſhone, and the planets were loſt in her blaze. 


Roll on then, fair orb, and with gladneſs purſue 
The path that conducts thee to ſplendor again: 
hut man's faded glory no change ſhall renew; 


Ah, fool! to exult in a glory fo vain! 


© *Tis night, and the landſcape is lovely no more: 
I mourn; but, ye woodlands, I mourn not for you; 
For morn is approaching, your charms to reſtore, 
© Perfum'd with freſh fragrance, and glitt'ring with dew. 
„ e e p 
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© Nor yet for the ravage of winter I mourn ; ; 
© Kind Nature the embrio-bloſſom ſhall ſave : 

© But when ſhall ſpring viſit the mould'ring urn! 
O when ſhall it dawn on the night of the grave !? 


THE VALETUDINARIAN, 
AN OD Ee 
BY DR, MARRIOT. 


N H ERI TAN 0 E of weak, but proud mortality, 
Hence, Diſeaſe and pining Pain; 
With all your pale and ghaſtly train, 
Toſſings dire, heart-piercing moans, 
Sighs and tears, and hollow groans, 
The harbingers of Death: 
Whether ye be 
The ſpawn of bloated Luxury, 
Or of the peſtilential breath | 
Of Eurus bred, or from the eaſtern clime ; 
Hence! to your ancient ſeat, 
Where ebbing Nilus leaves his putrid ſlime, 
'To Volga's banks retreat, 
Or to the Caſpian or Bengala's bay ; ; 
From Britain's happy lands 
Haſte to Arabian ſands, 
While winds ſulphureous burn, and urge your way! 
But, Goddeſs of the dimpled cheek, 
Whom the wanton Cupids ſeek; 
Come, fair Health, to grace the ſong, 
Bring the chearful Muſe along; 
Bring laughing Youth, who looks behind ; 
Love, on Fancy's breaſt reclin'd ; 


Wit, 
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Wit, no poiſon'd dart who flings, 
Or but retorts when Envy ſtings, 
Come with antick Merriment, 

And the placid child Content; 

All, with happy ſteps advance, 
Join the ſong, and lead the dance. 
Oft, O Goddeſs ! let ops feet 
Viſit this my lone retreat; 
Where my oak extends it's ; pride 
Of twiſted arms; and fit to ride 
Sublime on Neptune's ſwelling wave, 
Now the roaring winds doth brave. 
Where the vine's ſoft tendrils run, 
And ſwell to meet the ſouthern ſun. 


Where Contemplation, wont to ſtray, 


Winds thro” the wood her eaſy way; 

Or marks the lake, the field, or ſky; 3 

The ſilent angler s ſtedfaſt eye; f 

The gunner's aim; or Induſtry, 

Who, with his loud reſounding blow, 

Lays the nodding foreſts low, 

Or teaches where to wind the ſtream, 

Or whiſtles to his labouring team: 1 

The meads which ſuck the dews of morn, 
Or uplands crown'd with golden corn, 
Richer than Iberia's mine; 

The bleating flocks, the lowing kine n 

The ſmoaking cots, and pointed ſpires, 

The ſetting ſun's reflecting fires ; 

Woods dark waving in the dale, 1 

Rays which gleam, and clouds which fail ; \ 

Shades and lights by turns contending, 1 

Gradual colours ſoftly blending ; NE | |: 

All as Nature's pencil clear | jt 

Marks the variegated year. . i 
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Theſe, O Goddeſs ! theſe are thine; 
Offspring of immortal line! 9 5 
Who with mortals deign'ſt to dwell, 
In ſome low and rural cell: 
To haunt the brink of tinkling rills, 
The flow'ry vales, or ſloping hills; 
And when the ploaghman turns the ſoil, 
To chear his ſong, and guide his toil. 
With veſt ſuccin&, in Dian's train, 
Oft art thou ſeen to bruſh the plain; 
While thy ſhrill horns ſweet Echo rouze, 
Slumbering on the mountain's brows : | 
Oft when Winter clouds the air, 
To the blazing hearth repair 
'Thy ſocial feet, where-e'er the bowl 
Of mod”rate mirth unlocks the ſoul, 
When tales of time, and ancient fear, 
Suſpend the young aſtoniſh'd ear; 
Or carrols quaint, in long-drawn note, 
Swell the ruſtick's ample throat; 
Or where high-lifted ſteps reſound, 
When the peaſant thumps the ground 
With aukward heel, and gives a fall 
| To miſtreſs of the rural ball; | 
| | Or preſſes with his iron hand, | 
And whirls her thro? the ſhouting band. 
Nor art thou wont with theſe to ſport 
Alone; but where the Loves reſort, 
With all the young and ſhining train 
Of Cytherea's golden reign, 
More elegant, to lead 1s thine 
The dance, which waves it's eaſy line; 
1 Marks the graceful, and the ſtrong; 
3 Where ſpeech, to which no words belong, 
Makes love by actions never pain'd, 
All oppos'd, but nought conſtrain'd : | 
BY Movements” 
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Movements mixing, ſwift and flow, 


And foot, ear, eye, together go. 


Thus, fluſh'd with all thy native charms, 
My Delia ſpreads her winning arms; 
Uplifted ſoft, and ſeems to tread 

On yielding air, or ocean's bed; 


And, as ſhe grants her modeſt hand, 
Damon's happy eyes demand, 


While mov'd by her he ſeems to live, 
The heart, which ſhe half ſeems to give. 
If theſe delights, O Goddeſs! wait 
Ever on thy happy ſtate, 

Beſt of bleſſings underſtood, 


Only ſource of mortal good; 
 Hither, bright Hygeia, fly, 


With roſy cheek and ſparkling eye; 
Such as thou doit oft appear 


When thy Heberden is near: 


Rich with Nature's genuine grace, 
Come, Goddeſs! to my warm embrace. 


Par from all J fear or hate, 
From ſplendid life's deluſive ſtate; 
Smiles that ſtab, or that betray; 
Gloom of heart, with viſage gay; 
Splendor, canker'd with diſtreſs; 
Grandeur, mix'd with littleneſs; 


Words of wind, and hopes of air; 
Clouds which threaten dark deſpair; 
Craft diſloyal to his truſt; 

Here High Birth, licking low the duſt ; 
There upſtart Meanneſs ſet aſtride 


The world, too narrow for his pride. 


Far from Trade's too buſy ſeat, 
Of Loſs and Gain the low deceit; 


Aukward Pomp and Vanity, 
Who reſtleſs drive, and mount the ſæy, 
Proud of miſus'd Liberty; 
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While ſordid Cunning, Paſſion blind, 


Ride on the gilded car behind. 
From Law's grimace, and mean chicane, 
Which rivets, when it ſeems a chain 


To looſe; receives the golden 1 
And offers hecatombs to Pow'r. 


From language low, which vulgars prize; 8 
Creeping arts, which mean to riſe; 
Labyrinths, which ever wind 

In the dark and double mind; 

From Profeſſion's learned ſcene, 


Cant of words which little mean; 
Phyſick, child of Luxury, 


Cloak'd in ſhallow myſtery; 
Falſe Religion's forms, which bind 


The body to enſlave the mind; 


Diſputation's rage and trouble, 
Philoſophick ſyſtem's bubble; 

From War's parade; or Eloquence 
In ſenates, big with ſmooth pretence 
Of publick good; from Envy mean, 
Who midſt the liberal arts is ſeen, 
Corrodes the page which Genius drew, 
And turns aſide her ſullen vicw, 
Each work of Merit pleas'd to blaſt, 
Then feeds upon herſelf at laſt. 


From theſe, immortal Goddeſs ! fly, 


And bleſs thy humble votary : 
Give me Reaſon's laſting es : 
Eaſe, but not 1gnoble leiſure; _ 

Far be wild Ambition's fires, 
Hopeleſs love, and kerce deſires, 

I aſk not Fortune's glitt'ring charms, 


The pride of courts, the ſpoils of arms; 


By filver ſtream, and haunted grove, 
O give my peaceful ſteps to rove! 


Beneath 
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Beneath the ſhade of pendent hills, 
P11 liſten to the falling rills, 
That chafe the pebble, as they ſtray, 
And haſte, like human life, away: 
Then on the flow'ry carpet green 
I'll fit and trace the rural ſcene; 
While, by the mimick pencil drawn, 
The herds ſhall ſeem to crop the lawn; 
The piping ſwain, the diſtant tow'rs, 
The moſs-grown knotted oaks, and bow'ts, 
As bending to the whiſp'ring breeze, 
Some thatch'd cot rifing *mong the trees, 
In rude and artleſs lines deſign'd, 
Shall faintly mark the maſter's mind. 
Or if ſoft verſe delight us more, 
0 grant of verſe the wond'rous pow'r 
Strong ideas to inſpire; 
Words which paint, and ſounds which * - 
Which calls up ſhades of heroes bold, | 
Whoſe virtues warm'd the times of old, 
Dreſſing the hiſtorick page 
With terror, pity, love, and rage; 
Or gives to Truth the tuneful art, 
With moral ſong to mend the heart: 
Flow it eaſy, ſoft, and free, : 
From ill-conceiv'd obſcurity ; 
Affectation's crouded plumes, 
All that ſtrains, or that aſſumes; 
Nature may it e'er purſue, 
Deſcribing, as we feel, the true : 
Her magick glaſs while Fancy brings, 
Which ſhews the fleeting form of things, 
Each fair aſſemblage knows to trace, 
All that Nature hath of Grace; 
While Reaſon lends her ſacred aid, 
And in the beautiful diſplay'd, 
— 1 1 
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Sees with ſound philoſophy 
The reflected Deny. 

Thus on, thro* manhood, youth, and age, 
Nor ſtain'd with guilt, nor rough with rage, 
In ſmooth meanders life ſhall glide, 

And roll a clear and peaceful tide. 


WINTER PROSPECTS 
IN THE COUNTRY. 


AN EIS TIE TO A FRIEND IN LONDON. 


BY JOHN SCOTT, ESQ. 


HILFE Learning's pleaſing cares my friend detain, | 
By Thames's banks on London's ſmoky plain ; 
Where ſpacious ſtreets their peopled length extend, 
And pompous domes and lofty ſpires aſcend : 

Far diff” rent views the lonely country yields, 
Deſerted roads, and unfrequented fields ; 

| Bleak ſcenes, where hoary Winter holds command, 
And from his throne of clouds o'erlooks the land, 

He frowns—the power of vegetation dies; 

Froſts bind the earth, and tempeſts rend the ſkies ; 

Or driving ſnows deſcend, or pouring rains, 

Or chilling vapours hover o'er the plains. 
Sometimes awhile the hoary tyrant ſleeps, 

Hid in his cave beneath the wat'ry deeps ; 
The diſtant ſun extends a chearing ray, 

| Bright ſmile the ſkies, and ſoft the breezes play : 

| Then airy lawns the morning walk invite, 
ig And rural landſcapes charm the roving ſight; 

Mix'd with brown ſtubble, leafleſs woods are ſeen, 
And neat plough'd furrows clad in ſcanty green 
x ans | = While 
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While turbid waters, edg'd with yellow reeds, 

Wind thro? the ruſſet herd-forſaken meads ; 

And groves that winter's fierceſt rage diſdain, 

In fair plantations deck the ſhelter'd plain; 

There painted hollies with red berries glow, 

And their broad leaves the ſhining laurels ſhow ; 

And pines and firs their varied verdure blend, 

And cedars ſpread, and cypreſſes aſcend, 

Pleas'd with the ſcene, I range from field to field, 

Till loftier lands remoter proſpects yield; | 

And there the curious optick tube apply, 

Till a new world approaches on the eye; 

Till where dark wood the hills flope ſurface ſhrouds, 
Or the blue ſummit mingles with the clouds; 
'There fair incloſures lie of varied hue, 

And trees and houſes riſe diſtinct to view. 

But this too oft th' inclement clime Hennen 

Involv'd in miſty or in wat'ry ſkies ; 

And yet, e'en then, with books engag'd, I find 

A ſweet employment for th' exploring mind; 

There fair Deſcription ſhews each abſent ſcene, 

The corn-clad mountain, and the daiſied green ; 


* 


| There over diſtant lands my fancy roves, 


Thro' India's cany iſles and palmy groves; 
Where clear ſtreams wander thro' luxuriant vales, 
Midſt cloudleſs ſkies, and ever tepid gales, 

While Spring fits ſmiling in her brighteſt bloom, | 
And calls around her ev'ry rich PETE: 
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THE MANNERS. 
AN ODE. 
BY MR. COLLINS. 


AREWEL, for clearer ken deſign'd, 
The dim-diſcover'd tracts of mind: _ 
Truths which, from action's paths retir'd, 
My filent ſearch in vain requir'd ! 
No more my fail that deep explores, 
No more I ſearch thoſe magick ſhores; 
What regions part the world of Soul, 
Or whence thy ſtreams, Opinion, roll: 
If e'er I round ſuch fairy field, 
Some power impart the ſpear and thield, 
At which the wizzard Paſſions fly, 
By which the giant Follies die! 
Farewel the porch, whoſe roof is ſeen 
Arch'd with th' enliv'ning olive's green; 
Where Science, prank'd in tiſſu'd veſt, 
By Reaſon, Pride, and Fancy dreſs'd, 
Comes like a bride, ſo trim array'd, 
To wed with Doubt, in Plato's ſhade ! 
Youth of the quick uncheated fight, 
Thy walks, Obſervance, more invite! 


O thou, who lov'ſt that ampler range, 
Where life's wide proſpects round thee change, 
And, with her mingling ſons allied, 

Throw'ſt the prattling page aſide; 

To me in converſe ſweet impart, 


To read in man the native heart; 
YH To learn where Science ſure is found, 
I From Nature as ſhe lives around; 
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And gazing oft her mirror true, 

By turns each ſhifting image view; 

Till meddling Art's officious lore 
Reverſe the leſſons taught before, 

Alluring from a ſafer rule, 

To dream in her enchanted ſchool : 
Thou, Heav'n, whate'er of great we boaſt, 
Haſt bleſs'd this ſocial ſcience moſt, 

Retiring hence to thoughtful cell, 

As Fancy breathes her potent ſpell, 

Not vain ſhe finds the charmful taſk, 

In pageant quaint, in motley maſk ; 
| Behold, before her muſing eyes, 

The countleſs Manners round her riſe ; 
While ever varying as they pals, 

To ſome Contempt applies her glaſs: 
With theſe the white-rob'd maids combine, 
And thoſe the laughing ſatyrs join! 

But who is he whom now ſhe views 


In robe of wild, contending hues ? 

Thou, by the paſſions nurs'd, I greet 

The comic ſock that binds thy feet! 

O Humour, thou whoſe name is known 

To Britain's favour'd iſle alone; 
Me, too, amidſt thy band admit, ; 
There, where the young-ey'd healthful Wit, : 

(Whoſe jewels in his criſped hair OO 

Are plac'd, each other's beams to ſhare, 
Whom no delights from thee divide) 

In laughter loos'd attends thy fide ! 

By old Miletus*, who ſo long 

Has ceas'd his love-inwoven ſong; 

By all you taught the Tuſcan maids, 

In chang'd Italia's modern ſhades ; 


” * Alluling to the Milefian Tales, ſome of the earlieſt romances. 


And | 5 By 
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By him whoſe knights diſtinguiſh'd name 
Refin'd a nation's luſt of fame; | 
Whoſe tales, e'en now, with echoes ſweet, 
_ Caftalia's Mooriſh hills repeat: 
Or him +, whom Seine's blue nymphs deplore, 
In watchet weeds, on Gallia's ſhore; 
Who drew the ſad Sicilian maid, 
By virtues in her fire betray d. 
O Nature boon, from whom proceed 
Each forceful thought, each prompted needs | 
If but from thee I hope to feel, 
On all my heart imprint thy ſal! 
Let fome retreating cynick find 
| Thoſe oft-turn'd ſerolls I leave behind; 
The Sports and I this hour agree, 
Fo rove thy ſceneful world with thee + 8 


—ñ— 


— 
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WASHING WEE K. 
TO CAPT. G. THOMPSON, 


BY CAPT. EF, THOMPSON. 


N this, dear George, we both agree, 
(You bred in camp, I bred at ſea) 
That cleanlineſs is oft 
A curſed plague about a houſe, 
And always met our juſt abuſe 
When young with Mrs. Croft f, 


| * Cervantes. 
+ Monſieur Le Sage, 8 of the en Adventures of Gil Blas 
De Santillane, who died in Paris in the year 3 ROE 
1 An old good lady, who kept a lodging houſe in Beverly, with whom the 
author boarded when at that ſchool under the Rev, Mr. Clarke: 
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But to the beggar and the king, 
Clean linen's a reviving thing; 
vet theſe our plagues don't reach: 
The beggar ſtrips with jocund morn, 
In ſome quick ſtream, and on the thorn 
: . out his rags to bleach. 


The king, great man, bend all his out, 
Not caring for a fingle clout : 
But what's more happy ftill, 
He's not oblig'd to count the rags, 
Nor ſtuff 'em into canvaſs bags; 
Oh! no- nor write the bill. 


But Lord have mercy on us alt. 
Whene'er we waſh, all hands muſt fall 

To ſomething or another: 
For Madam ſcolds, and flies about; 
Now up, now down, now in, now out, 
Duabbing thro? wet and ſmother. 5 


This curſed time all comfort flies, 

At ſix ſhe ſtarts, « Come, Ned! come, riſe! 
And get the lines hung out! | 

Ves, to be ſure, my dear!” I cry: | : | 

I dare as well be hang'd as lie, 
For fear my dove ſhould pout. 


Breakfaſt is got, and whipp'd away, 
(Becauſe the waſhers want their tea) X | 
Before that Ive half done: | 
The doors all open, linen ſpread ; 4 
The ſky looks black—* Come hither, Ned, : — 
Shall we have rain or ſun?” 1 
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© My dear, you need not be in pain, 
© It does not look, I think, like 5 
« O! then we'll hang out more.“ 
When, Io! the words have hardly paſs'd, 
But puff there comes a heavy blaſt, 
And all muſt be rins'd oer. 


Then ten-fold comes the peal on me: 
© You aſs, to be ten years at ſea ; 


© See, ſee the linen, do !'— 
I ſneak away, to have a ſmile, | 
| Snug, while I hear her all the while 
Calling me black and blue. 


From ſuch unlucky ſtorms of rain, 
Nothing with me goes well again, 
The dinner comes—and cold: 
The meat, I cry, of ſoap-ſuds twangs !? 
| Up Madam gets, the door ſhe bangs, 
And re-begins to ſcold. 


But what ſtill troubles more my mind, 
Amidſt ſuch griefs at once to find 
The waſher, as ſhe wrings, 
Cracking ſome jeſt; then o'er the tub 
Pauſes a while, and ev'ry rub 


With pleaſure ſweats and ſings. 


I hate, I muſt confeſs, all dirt, 
And truly love a well-waſh'd ſhirt; 
Yet once a month this reek 
Is more than any one can bear: 
But him I hate—pray make his mare 
A waſhing ev'ry week. 


HYMN 


1N 
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HYMN TO PROSPERITY. 


BY MISS SALLY "CARTER. 


E L ESTI A L maid, receive this pray'r ! 
If e'er thy beam divine 


Should gild the brow of toiling Care, 


And bleſs 2 hut like mine: 


Let kde Worth, without a fear, 


Approach my ready door; 
Nor let me ever ſee a tear, 
Regardleſs, from the-poor l 


O bleſs x me with an bane mind, 
Above all ſelfiſh ends; 

Humanely warm to all mankind, 
And cordial to my friends. 


With conſcious truth and honour ſill 


My actions let me guide; 
And give no fear, but that of ill, 
No ſcorn, but that of Poe: 


Thus form'd, thus happy, let me dare 


On heav'n's dread King to gaze; 
Conclude my night in ardent pray'r, 
And wake my morn with praiſe: 


That hence my ſoul may hope to prove 
The utmoſt ſaints can know; 

And ſhare his gracious ſmile above, 
Whoſe laws ſhe kept below. 
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MEDITATION. 
AN  ELEGY\» 
By HUGH KELLY, ESQ. 


"RA p PD in \ the ſhade where Meditation lies, 
And holds a mental inter courſe above: 
Crone, Truth, and teach a boſom to be wiſe, 
Which mourn'd too dong for diſappointed love. 


8 What art ed impulſe of deſire, 
Which blooming Hope ſo pleaſingly has dreſs'd i; 
: Or whence proceeds th' ihvoluntaty fire, 
Which burns ſo hercely 1 in the bum breaſt? 


Sweet en den offspring of the iy, 
The latent cauſe in tenderneſs deelare; 

Nor force the heart eternally to ſigh, 
And yet conceal the motive of deſpair, 


If Mira's face in ev'ry charm is dreſs'd, 
Why am I doom'd ineeſſantly to pine? 
Or ſhall the coldneſs of another's breaſt, _ 

Create a ſharp anxiety in mine? 


Alas! ſince being mild upon the morn, 
And Nature ſaw how excellent it roſe; 

| Thy race, O man, to miſery w-as born, 

1 And doom'd to bear probationary woes. 


| 

| Too eaſy Nature, indolently kind, 
| From Fate's ſevere reſtrictions to depart, — 
Gave man a paſſive tenderneſs of mind. 


And beauty's fole dominion o'er the heart. 
A Bat 


— — —— 
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But yet the pang of never-hoping lore, 

To time's laſt moment deſtin'd to conceal; 
Is not the only ſorrow we muſt prove, 

The only ſorrow we are doom'd to feel. 


A latent train of hydra-headed woes, 

From life each dearer benefit has ſtole; 

Deſtroy'd the ſmalleſt glimmer of repoſe, 
And damp'd the choiceſt bleſſings of the ſoul. 


Perhaps, e'en now, ſome high diſtinguiſli'd name, 


| Rais'd up to grandeur, and enrich'd by place, 


5 Starts from ſome new imaginary ſhame, 


Or only ſlumbers to a freſh diſgrace, 


Perhaps, now tortur'd on imperial down, 


Some ſcepter'd mourner languiſnes his hour; 
And ſinks beneath the burden of a crown, 


The ſlave of greatneſs, and the wretch of pow'r. 


Some ill-ſtarr d youth, whoſe melancholy moan 
As vainly ſounded in unpitying ears, 
Now weeps, perhaps, in bitterneſs alone, 

And gives a laviſh freedom to his tears: 


Science, which left him poliſh'd and refin'd, 
Has giv'n a new occaſion to complain; 


And knowledge only has enlarg'd his mind, 


To make it more ſuſceptible of pain. 


No hand, alas! it's kind aſſiſtance lends, 


To drive misfortune from his lowly door; | 
For when, O when, did wretchedneſs make friends! 
Or who will ſeek acquaintance with the poor 
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Perhaps ſome virgin is this moment led, 
All ſicklied over with dejected charms, 
 Compell'd to languiſh in a hated bed, 
And ſeem quite happy in deteſted arms. 


Wedded to anguiſh and repining care, 
Vet bound to wear no ſorrow in her eye; 3 
And tho? condemn'd for ever to deſpair, 
Deny'd the humble privilege to ſigh, 


How dread a picture meditation brings 

Of life's unceaſing wretchedneſs below! 
Where the long chain and ordinance of things 
Appear ſo fraught with miſery and woe. 


Yet reſt, my ſoul, ſubmiſſively, O reſt, 
Nor think that virtue has been treated hard: 
This world was made to prove it in the breaſt, 
And not alone intended to reward. 


The great Firſt Cauſe, all-gracious, has deſign'd, 
Illis endleſs tranſports for a world of pliſs; 
10 crown a moral rectitude of mind, 

And bleſs obedient righteouſneſs in this. 


Whatever ills, in this uncertain ſtate, | 
Lamenting man may frequently have known, 

Spring from no wiſh or negligence of fate, 
But ſome unhappy error of his own. 


Then, all reſign'd, O let him pour his heart, 
And kiſs the ſharp, but ſalutary rod! | 

Nor, tho? condemn'd in bitterneſs to ſmart, 

Preſume to throw the blame upon his God. 


_ 
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A LETTER:FROM-ITALY,- 
To THE RIGHT HONOURABLE CHARLES LORD HALIFAX. 
BY MR, ADDISON. 


Salve magna parens frugum Saturnia tellus, 
Magna virum! tibi res antique laudis et artis | | 
Aggredior, ſanctos auſus recludere fontes. Vis, Georg. 2. 


"HILE you, my lord, the rural ſhades admire, 
And from Britannia's publick poſts retire; 
Nor longer, her ungrateful ſons to pleaſe, 
For their advantage ſacrifice your eaſe: | 
| Me into foreign realms my fate conveys, 
Thro' nations fruitful of immortal lays; 
Where the ſoft ſeaſon, and inviting clime, 
Conſpire to trouble your repoſe with rhyme. 
For whereſoe'er I turn my raviſh'd eyes, 
Gay gilded ſcenes and ſhining proſpects riſe ; 
Poetick fields encompaſs me around, 
And ſtill I ſeem to tread on claſſick ground; 
For here the Muſe ſo oft her harp has ſtrung, 
That not a mountain rears it's head unſung ; 
Renown'd in verſe each ſhady thicket grows, 
And ev'ry ſtream in heav'nly numbers flows, 
How am I pleas'd to ſearch the hills and woods 
For riſing ſprings and celebrated floods! 
To view the Nar, tumultuous in his courſe, 
And trace the ſmooth Clitumnus to his ſource |! 
To ſee the Mincio draw his wat'ry ſtore 
Thro' the long windings of a fruitful ſhore ! 
And hoary Albula's infected tide, 
O'er the warm bed of ſmoaking ſulphur glide ! 
Fir'd with a thouſand raptures, I ſurvey 
Eridanus thro flow'ry meadows ſtray, 
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The king of floods ! that, rolling o'er the vlaine, 
The tow'ring Alps of half their moiſture drains ; 
And, proudly ſwoll'n with a whole winter's ſnows, 
Diſt:ibutes wealth and plenty where he flows. 
Sometimes, miſguided by the tuneful throng, 
I look for ſtreams immortaliz'd in ſong, 
That loſt in ſilence and oblivion lie, 
| (Dumb are their fountains and their channels dry) 
Yet run for ever by the Muſe's ſkill, 
And in the ſmooth deſcription murmur till. 
Sometimes to gentle Tiher I retire, | 
And the fam'd river's empty ſhores admire, _ 
That, deſtitute of ſtrength, derives it's courſe Y 
From thrifty urns and an unfruitful ſource, 
Yet ſung ſo often in poetick lays,  _. 
With ſcorn the Danube and the Nile ſurveys; 
So high the deathleſs Muſe exalts her theme ! 
Such was the Boyne, a poor inglorious ſtream, 
That in Hibernian vales obſcurely ftray'd, 
And, unobſerv'd, in wild meanders play d,. 
Till by your lines and Naſſau's ſword renown'd, 
It's riſing billows thro? the world reſound, 
 Where'er the hero's godlike acts can pierce, 
Or where the fame of an immortal verſe. | 
Oh, could the Muſe my raviſh'd breaſt inſpire 
With warmth like your's, and raiſe an equal fire ; 
| Unnumber'd beauties in my verſe ſhould ſhine, 
| And Virgil's Italy ſhould yield to mine! : 
| | See how the golden groves around me ſmile! _ 
| That ſhun the coaſt of Britain's ſtormy iſle ; 
| Or when tranſplanted, and preſery'd with care, 
| Curſe the cold clime, and ſtarve in northern air. 
| Here kindly warmth their mounting juice ferments 
| 7 To nobler taſtes and more exalted ſcents; 
| _ F'en the rough rocks with tender myrtle bloom, 
And trodden weeds ſend out a rich perſfame, 
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Bear me, ſoms god, to Baia's gentle ſeats, 
Or cover me in Umbria's green retreats, 


Where weſtern gales eternally reſide, ' 


And all the ſeaſons laviſh all their pride; 


_ Bloſſoms, and fruits, and flow'rs, together riſe, 
And the whole year in gay confuſion lies, 


Immortal glories in my mind revive, | 
Aud in my ſoul a thouſand paſſions ſtrive, 


When Rome's exalted beauties I deſcry 

Magnificent in piles of ruin lie. : 

An amphitheatre's amazing height 

Here fills my eye with terror and delight, 
That on it's publick ſhews unpeopled Rome, 


And held, uncrouded, nations in it's womb: 


| Here pillars, rough with ſculpture, pierce the ſkies, 
And here the proud triumphal arches riſe, 


Where the old Romans deathleſs acts diſplay'd 


Their baſe degen'rate progeny upbraid : 


Whole rivers here forſake the fields below, 
And, wond'ring at their height, thro? airy channels flow. 
Still to new ſcenes my wand'ring Muſe retires, 


And the dumb ſhew of breathing rocks admires, 
Where the ſmooth chiſſel all it's force has ſhown, 
And ſoften'd into fleſh the rugged ſtone, 


In ſolemn ſilence, a majeſtick band, 
Heroes and gods, and Roman conſuls, ſtand ; 


Stern tyrants, whom their cruelties renown, 


And emperors in Parian marble frown ; 

While the bright dames, to whom they humbly feed, 

Still ſnow the charms that their proud hearts ſabdu'd. 
Fain would I Raphael's godlike art rehearſe, 

And ſhow th” immortal Jabours in my verſe, 


Where from the mingled ſtrength of ſhade and light, 


A new creation riſes to my ſight; 
Such heay? nly figures from his pencil flow, 
80 warm with life his blended colours glow; 
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From theme to theme with ſecret pleaſure toſt, 
Amidſt the ſoft variety Pm loſt. 

Here pleaſing airs my raviſh'd ſoul confound, 

With circling notes and labyrinths of ſound; 

Here domes and temples riſe in diſtant views, 

And op'ning palaces invite my Muſe. 

How has kind Heav'n adorn'd the happy land, 
And ſcatter'd bleſſings with a waſteful hand! 

But what avail her unexhauſted ſtores, 

Her blooming mountains, and her ſunny ſhores, 

With all the gifts that heav'n and earth impart, 

| The ſmiles of Nature and the charms of Art; 

While proud Oppreſſion in her vallies reigns, 
And Tyranny uſurps her happy plains? 

The poor inhabitant beholds in vain 

The redd'ning orange, and the ſwelling grain; 
| Joyleſs he ſees the growing oils and wines, 

And in the myrtle's fragrant ſhade repines; 
Starves, in the midſt of Nature's bounty curs'd, 
And in the loaden vineyard dies for thirſt. | 
Oh, Liberty! thou goddeſs heav'nly bright, 

Profuſe of bliſs, and pregnant with delight! 

Eternal pleaſures in thy preſence reign, 

And ſmiling Plenty leads thy wanton train; 
Eas'd of her load Subjection grows more light, 
And Poverty looks chearſul in thy fight ; 

Thou mak'ſt the gloomy face of Nature gay, 
Giv'ſt beauty to the ſun, and pleaſure to the day. 

Thee, Goddeſs! thee, Britannia's iſle adores: 

How has ſhe oft exhauſted all her ſtores, = 

How oft in fields of death thy preſence ſought, 
Nor thinks the mighty prize too dearly bought ! 

On foreign mountains may the ſun refine 

The grape's ſoft juice, and mellow it to wine; 

With citron groves adorn a diſtant ſoil, 

And the fat olive ſwell with floods of oil; 


We 
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We envy not the warmer lime that lies 


In ten degrees of more indulgent ſkies; 
Nor at the coarſeneſs of our heav'n repine, 


Tho” o'er our heads the frozen pleiades ſhine ; 
'Tis Liberty that crowns Britannia's iſle, 


And makes her barren rocks and her bleak mountains ſmile: 


Others with tow'ring piles may pleaſe the ſight, 


And in their proud aſpiring domes delight; 
A nicer touch to the ftretch'd canvaſs give, 


Or teach their animated rocks to live: 
Tis Britain's care to watch o'er Europe's fate, 


And hold in balance each contending ſtate; 
To threaten bold preſumptuous kings with war, 
And anſwer her afflicted neighbour's pray'r. 


The Dane and Swede, rouz'd up by fierce alarms; 


Bleſs the wiſe conduct of her pious arms; 
Soon as her fleets appear their terrors ceaſe, 
And all the northern world lies huſh'd in peace. 


Th ambitious Gaul beholds with ſecret dread 
Her thunder aim'd at his aſpiring head, 
And fain her godlike ſons would diſunite 
By foreign gold, or by domeſtick ſpite ; 

But ftrives in vain to conquer or divide 


Whom Naſſau's arms defend and counſels guide. 


Fir'd with the name which I ſo oft have found 


The diſtant climes and diff*rent tongues reſound; 


[ bridle in my ſtruggling Muſe with pain, 


That longs to launch into a bolder ſtrain. 


But Pve already troubled you too long, 


Nor dare attempt a more advent'rous ſong : 


My humble verſe demands a ſofter theme, 

A painted meadow or a purling ſtream 

Unfit for heroes, whom immortal lays, 

And lines like FT or like 1 1 ſhould praiſe. 
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CRUELTY AND LUST. 


AN EPISTOLARY 4 ** 


BY THE REV. MR. POMFRET. 


H E N E can the wretched'ft of all creatures fly, 
To tell the ſtory of her miſery! _ 
Where, but to faithful Celia, in whoſe mind 
A manly bravery's with ſoft pity join'd, 
I fear theſe lines will ſcarce be underſtood, 
Blurr'd with inceſſant tears, and writ in blood; 
But if you can the mournful pages read, 
The ſad relation ſhews you ſuch a deed 
As all the annals of th' infernal reign 
Shall ftrive to equal or exceed in vain. 
Neronior's fame, no doubt, has reach'd your ears, 
Whoſe cruelty has caus'd a ſea of tears; 
FilPd each lamenting town with fun'ral ſighs, 
Deploring widows ſhrieks, and orphans cries. 
At ev'ry health the horrid monſter quaff'd, 
Ten wretches dy'd, and as they dy'd he laugh'd: 
Till, tir'd with acting devil, he was led, 
Drunk with exceſs of blood and wine, to bed. 
Oh, curſed place I can no more command 
My pen; ſhame and confuſion ſhake my hand: 
But I muſt on, and let my Celia know 
How barb'rous are my wrongs, how vaſt my v woe. 
Amongſt the crowds of weſtern youths, who ran 
To meet the brave, betray'd, unhappy man +, 


* This piece was occaſioned by the barbarity of Kirke, a commander in the 
Weftern rebell.on 1685, who debauched a young lady with a promiſe to ſave 
her huſband's life, but hanged him the next morning. 

i The Duke of Monmouth. 5 


My 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


My huſband, fatally uniting, went ; 
Unus'd to arms, and thoughtleſs of th event. 
But when the battle was by treach'ry won, 


The chief, and all, but his falſe friend, undone; 
Though, in the tumult of that deſp'rate night, 
He ſcap'd the dreadful laughter of the fight, 
Yet the ſagacious blood-hounds, ſxill'd too well 


In all the murd'ring qualities of hell, 
Each ſecret place ſo regularly beat, 
They ſoon diſcover'd his unſafe retreat. 
As hungry wolves trium phing o'er their prey, 
To ſure deſtruction nurry them away; 
So the purveyors of fierce Moloc's fon 


With Charon to the common butch'ry run; 


Where proud Neronior by his gibhet flood, 
To glut hunicif with freſli tup;'ies of blood, 
Our friends, by pow'rful intercefiion, gain'd 
A ſhort reprieve, but for three days obtain'd, 
To try all ways might to compaſſion move 


The ſavage gencral ; but in vain they ſtrove, - 


When 1 perceiv'd that all addrefies fail'd, 
And nothing o'er his ſtubborn ſoul prevail'd, 

D iſtracted almoſt, to his tent I flew, 

To make the laſt effort, what tears could do. 
Low on my knees I fell; then thus began: 


Great genius of ſucceſs, thou more than man! 

* Whoſe arms to ev'ry clime have terror hurl'd, 

© And carried conqueſt round the trembling world! 
Still may the brighteſt glories Fame can lend, 

© Your ſword, your conduct, and your cauſe, attend, 


Here now the arbiter of fate you fit, 


© While ſupplant ſlaves their rebel heads ſubmit. 


Oh, pity the unfortunate ! and give 


But this one thing: oh, let but Charion live! 


* And take the little all that we poſieſs. 
I'll bear the meagre anguiſh of diſtreſs 
. L143: 
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Content; nay, pleas'd, to beg or earn my bread : 
Let Charion live, no matter how I'm fed. 

The fail of ſuch a youth no luſtre brings 

To him whoſe ſword performs ſuch wond'rous things 
As ſaving kingdoms, and ſupporting kings. 

That triumph only with true grandeur ſhines, 
Where godlike courage, godlike pity joins. 


Cæſar, the eldeſt fav'rite of war, 


Took not more pleaſure to ſubmit, than ſpare : 
And ſince in battle you can greater be, 


That over, be n't leſs merciful than he. 


_ © Ignoble ſpirits by revenge are known, 


5 


6 


( 


And cruel actions ſpoil the conqu'ror's crown ? 
In future hiſtories fill each mournful page 

With tales of blood, and monuments of rage: 
i: 


And, while his annals are with horror read, 
Men curſe him living, and deteſt him dead. 
Oh! do not ſully with a ſanguine dye 


(The fouleſt ſtain) ſo fair a memory! 


Then, as you'll live the glory of our iſle, 


And Fate on all your expeditions ſmile ; 
So, when a noble courſe you've bravely ran, 


Die the beſt ſoldier, and the happieſt man. 

None can the turns of Providence foreſee, 

Or what their own cataſtrophe may be; 
Therefore, to perſons labouring under woe, 
That mercy they may want, ſhould always ſhew': 


For, in the chance of war the ſlighteſt thing 


May loſe the battle, or the vict'ry bring. 
And how would you that gen'ral's honour prize, 
Should in cool blood his captive ſacrifice ? _ 


He that with rebel arms to fight is led, 


To juſtice forfeits his opprobrious head: 
But *tis unhappy Charion's firſt offence, 
Seduc'd by ſome too plauſible pretence, 
| —— 3 
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To take the injuring fide by error brought; 

5 He had no malice, though he has the fault. 

* Let the old tempters find a ſhameful grave, 
But the half-innocent, the tempted, ſave; 

* Vengeance divine, though for the greateſt crime, 
© But rarely ſtrikes the firſt or ſecond time: 

And he beſt follows th' Almighty's will, 

* Who ſpares the guilty he has pow'r to kill. 

© When proud rebellions would unhinge a ſtate, 
„And wild diſorders in a land create, 

© ?Tis requiſite the firſt promoters ſhould 

Put out the flames they kindled with their blood : 
© But ſure tis a degree of murder, all 


That draw their ſwords ſhould, undiſtinguiſh'd, fall. 


And fince thy mercy muſt to ſome be ſhewn, 
Let Charion, *mongſ the happy few, be one: 
« For as none guilty has leſs guilt than he, 
* So none for pardon has a fairer plea. 
© When David's general had won the field, 
* And Abſalom, the lov'd ungrateful, kill'd, 
© The trumpets ſounding made all ſlaughter ceaſe, 
And miſled Iſraelites return'd in peace: 
The action paſt, where ſo much blood was ſpilt, 
* We hear of none arraign'd for that day's guilt; 
© But all concludes with the deſir'd event, 
The monarch pardons, and the Jews repent. 

* As great example your great courage warms, 
© And to illuſtrious deeds excites your arms; 
* $0 when you inſtances of mercy view, 
They ſhould inſpire you with compaſſion too: 
For he that emulates the truly brave, 
Would always conquer, and ſhould always fave,” 

Here, interrupting, ſtern Neronior cried, 
(Swell'd with ſucceſs, and blubber'd up with pride) 
* Madam, his life depends upon my will, 
For ey*ry rebel I can ſpare or kill, 
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1 think of what you've ſaid : this night return 


At ten, perhaps you'll haye no cauſe to mourn. 
* Go, ſee your huſband, bid him not deſpair ; 


His crime is great—but you are wond'rous fair. 


— 
— 
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When anxious naſeries the foul amaze, 
And dire confuſion in the ſpirits raiſe, 
U von the leaſt appearance of relief, 


on 
85 


F hopes revive, and mitigate our grief; 

OW ence makes our wiſhes earneſt grow, 
Winch t! hrough falie opticks our deliverance ew, 
For hi we fancy danger does appear 
Moſt at a diſtance, it is oft too near, 

And many times, ſecure from obvious foes, | 


We fall into an ambuſcade of woes. 


Pleas'd with the falſe Neronior's dark reply, 
T thought the end of all my forrows nigh, | 
. And to the main- guard haſten'd, where the prey 
Of this blood-thirſty fiend in durance lay. 
When Charion ſaw me, from his turfy bed 
With eapgerneis he rais'd his drooping head. 
* Oh! fly, my dear, this guilty place,“ he cry'd, 
* And in ſome Giftant clime thy virtue hide! 
| Here nothing bat the fouleſt dæmons dwell, 
ll. Ihe refuge of the damn'd, and mob of hell. 
1 The air they breathe is ev'ry atom curs'd ; 
| There's no degree of ills, for all are worſt : 
| © In rapes and murders they alone delight, 
| And villainies of leſs importance flight; 
Act them indeed, but ſcorn they ſhould be nam ', 
For all their glory's to be more than damn'd. 
Neronior's chief of thus infernal crew, 


Nothing but rage and Juſt inſpire his breaſt, 


* By Aſmodai and Moloc both poſſeſs'd; 
hen told you went to intercede tor me, 


a 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
„And ſeeras to merit that high ſtation too: 
| 
| 


It threw my ſoul into an agony, TI 


| | c Not 
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© Not that I would not for my freedom give 
What's requiſite, or do not wiſh to live; 
But for my ſafety I can ne'er be baſe, 

* Or buy a few ſhort years with long diſgrace: 
Nor would I have your yet unſpotted fame 
For me expos'd to an eternal ſhame. _ 
With ignominy to preſerve my breath, 


Is worſe, by infinite degrees, than death. 
But if I can't my life with honour ſave, 


* With honour I'll deſcend into the grave. 
For though revenge and malice both combine 
(As both to fix my ruin ſeem to join) 


" 


* 


Vet, maugre all their violence and fcill, 


I can die juſt, and I'm reſolv'd I will. 

© But what is death we ſo unwiſely fear? 
An end of all our buſy tumults here : 
The equal lot of poverty and ſtate, 
Which all partake of by a certain fate. 

© Whoe'er the proſpe& of mankind ſurveys, 
At divers ages, and by divers ways, 
Will find them from this noiſy ſcene retire : 


* Some the firſt minute that they breathe, expire; 


Others, perhaps, ſurvive to talk, and go; 
© But die, before they good or evil know. 
© Here one to puberty arrives; and then 

© Returns, lamented, to the duit again: 


La) 


Another there maintains a longer ſtrife 
With all the pow'rful enemies of life; 


„ 


* 


Till, with vexation tir'd, and threeſcore years, 
He drops into the dark, and diſappears. 
I'm young indeed, and might expect to ſee 


Times future, long and late poſterity, 


© Tis what with reaſon I could wiſh to do, 
© If to be old, were to be happy too. 

© But ſince ſubſtantial grief ſo ſoon defiroys 
© The guſt of all imaginary joys, 
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Who would be too importunate to live, 
Or more for life, than it can merit, give! 

Beyond the grave ſtupendous regions lie, 
The boundleſs realms of vaſt eternity; 
Where minds, remov'd from earthly bodies, dwell ; 

But who their government or laws can tell? 
© What's their employment till the final doom 
And time's eternal period ſhall come? 

© Thus much the Sacred Oracles declare; 

* That all are bleſs'd or miſerable there; 

Though, if there's ſuch variety of fate, 

© None good expire too ſoon, nor bad too late. 
For my own part, with reſignation, ſtill 

I can ſubmit to my Creator's will! 

Let him recall the breath from him I drew 

© When he thinks fit, and when he pleaſes too. 

© 'The way of dying is my leaſt concern; 

That will give no diſturbance to my urn. 

If to the ſeats of happineſs I go, 

There end all poſſible returns of woe: 
And when to thoſe bleſs'd manſions I arrive, 
With pity Pll behold thoſe that ſurvive. 

Once more I beg, you'd from theſe tents retreat, 

And leave me to my innocence and fate,” 

* Charion,” ſaid I, © oh, do not urge my flight + 
< F'll fee the event of this important night: 
Some ſtrange preſages in my foul forebode 
The worſt of miſeries, or the greateſt good. 
Few hours will ſhew the utmoſt of my doom; 

« A joyful ſafety; or a peaceful tomb. 

If you miſcarry, P'm reſolv'd to try 

If gracious Heav'n will fuffer me to die: 

For, when you are to endleſs raptures gone, 

If I ſurvive, 'tis but to be undone. 

Who will ſapport an injur'd widows nebt 

From fly Injuſtice, or oppreſſive Might? 


1 . 
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protect her perſon, or her cauſe defend? 

« She rarely wants a foe, or finds a friend, 

Pe no diſtruſt of Providence; but till 

is beſt to go beyond the reach of ill: 

And thoſe can have no reaſon to repent, 

© Who, though they die betimes, die innocent; 

© But to a world of everlaſting bliſs 

* Why would you go, and leave me here in this! 5 

« 'Tis a dark paſſage ; but our foes ſhall view 

„ ll die as calm, though not fo brave, as you 25 

That my behaviour to the laſt may prove 

« Your courage is not greater than my love.“ 

| The hour approach'd 5 as to Neronior's tent, 

With trembling, but impatient ſteps, I went ; 

A thouſand horrors throng'd into my breaſt, 

By fad ideas and ſtrong fears poſſeſs'd: 

Where'er I paſs'd, the glaring lights would ſhew 

Freſh objects of deſpair, and ſcenes of woe. 
Here, in a crowd of drunken ſoldiers, ſtood 


A wretched, poor, old man; beſmear'd with blood; 


And, at his feet, juſt through the body run, 

struggling for life, was laid his only ſon ; 

By whoſe hard labour he was daily fed, 

Dividing ſtill, with pious care, his bread : 

And while he mourn'd, with floods of aged: tears, 

The ſole ſupport of his decrepid years, 

The barb'rous mob, whoſe rage no limit knows, 

With blaſphemous derifion niock'd his woes, 
There, under a wide oak, diſconſolate, 

And drown'd in tears, a mournful widow ſat. 

High in the bouglis the murder'd father hung; 

Beneath, the children round the mother clung : 

They cried for food, but *twas without relief; 

For all they had to live upon, was grief. 

A forrow ſo intenſe, ſuch deep deſpair, 


No creature, merely human, long could bear, 
Mm 
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Firſt in her arms her weeping babes ſhe took, 
And with a groan did to her huſband look ; 


Then lean'd her head on theirs, and ſighing cry'd, 


«* Pity me, Saviour of the world!” and dy'd. | 

From this ſad ſpeQacle my eyes I turn'd, 
Where ſons their fathers, maids their lovers, mourn' d: 
Friends for their friends, ſiſters for brothers wept, 
Pris'ners of war, in chains, for ſlaughter kept; 


Each ev'ry hour did the black meſſage dread, 


Which ſhould declare the perſon lov'd was dead. 
Then [ beheld, with brutal ſhouts of mirth, 
A comely youth, and of no common birth, | 


To execution led, who hardly bore 


T he wounds in battle he receiv'd before : 


And, as he paſs'd, I heard him bravely cry, 


© I neither wiſh to live, nor fear to die.“ 
At the curs'd tent arriv'd, without delay 
They did me to the gen'ral convey, 
Who thus began. 
Madam! by freſh intelligence, Pfind, 
* That Charion's treaſon's of the blackeſt kind ; 
And my commiſſion is expreſs to ſpare 
None that ſo deeply in rebellion are: 
New meaſures, therefore, 'tis in vain to try; 
No pardon can be granted; he muſt die. 
Muſt, or I hazard all; which yet I'd do 
To be oblig'd in one requeſt by you; 
And, maugre all the dangers I foreſee, 
Be mine this night, I'll ſet your huſband free ; 
Soldiers are rough, and cannot hope ſucceſs 
By ſupple flatt'ry, and by ſoft addreſs ; 
The pert, gay coxcomb, by theſe little arts, 
© Gains an aſcendant o'er the ladies hearts. 
* But I can no ſuch whining methods uſe: _ 
« Conſent, he lives; he dies, if you refuſe,” 
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Amaz'd at this demand; ſaid I, The brave, 
© Upon ignoble terms diſdain to ſave ; * 
They let their captives ſtill with honour live, 
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Nor more require than what themſelves would give; 


For gen'rous victors, as they ſcorn to do 


© Diſhoneſt things, ſcorn to propoſe them too. 


* 


Mercy, the brighteſt virtue of the mind, 

Should with no devious appetite be join'd: 

For if, when exercis'd, a crime it coſt, 

Th intrinſick luſtre of the deed is loſt. | 

Great men their actions of a piece ſhould have; 

* Heroick all, and each entirely brave: 
From the nice rules of honour none ſhould ſwerve 3 ; 
Done becauſe good, without a mean reſerve. 


* = oy 


A. 


The crimes new charg'd u 1pon the unhappy youth, 


© May have revenge and malice, but no truth. 


| © Suppoſe the accuſation juſtly brought, 

| © And clearly prov'd to the minuteſt thought; 
| © Yet mercies next to infinite abate 

E © Offences next to infinitely great: 

| © And *tis the glory of a noble mind, 

| © In full forgiveneſs not to be confin'd. 

| © Your prince's frowns if you have cauſe to fear, 
© This act will more illuſtrious appear; 

8 Though his excuſe can never be withſtood, 
Who diſobeys, but only to be good. 

| © Perhaps the hazard's more than you expreſs ; 


The glory would be, were the danger leſs. 
* For he that, to his prejudice, will do 
A noble action, and a gen'rous too, 
© Deſerves to wear a more reſplendent crown 
Than he that has a thouſand battles won. 
Do not invert divine compaſſion fo 
As to be cruel, and no mercy ſhew ! 
Of what renown can ſuch an action be, 
Which ſaves my huſband's life, but ruins me? 
| M m 2 
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© Though, if you finally reſolve to ſtand © 


© Upon fo vile, inglorious a demand, 


He muſt ſubmit: if *tis my fate to mourn 


His death, I'll bathe with virtuous tears his urn.“ 
«Well, Madam,” haughtily Neronier cried, 
Vour courage and your virtue ſhall be tried. 
© But, to prevent all proſpect of a flight, 
some of my lambs“ ſhall be your guard to-night: 
By them, no doubt, you'll tenderly be us'd; 
They ſeldom afk a favour that's refus d. 
Perhaps you'll find them ſo genteelly bred, 
They'll leave you but few virtuous tears to ſhed, 
Surrounded with ſo innocent a throng, — 
The night muſt paſs delightfully along; 
And in the morning, ſince you will not give 
hat I require, to let your huſband live, 
You ſhall behold him figh bis lateſt breath, 
And gently ſwing into the arms of death! 
His fate he merits, as to rebels due, 
And yours will be as much deſerv'd by you,” 
Ch, Celia! think, ſo far as thought can ſhow, 
What pangs of grief, what agonies of woe, 
At this dire reſolution, ſeiz'd my breaſt, | 
By all things ſad and terrible poſſeſs'd! 
In vain I wept, and *twas in vain I pray'd, 
For all my pray'rs were to a tiger made: 
A tiger! worſe; for *tis beyond diſpute 
No fiend's ſo cruel as a reas'ning brute. 
Encompaſs'd thus, and hopeleſs of relief, 
With all the ſquadrons of deſpair and grief, 
Ruin—it was not poſſible to ſhun : 1 
What could I do? Oh! what would you have done ? 
The hours that paſs'd till the black morn return'd 
With tears of blood ſhould be for ever mourn'd ; 
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Kirke uſed to call the moſt inhuman of his ſoldiers his lambs 
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When, to involve me with conſummate grief, 
Beyond expreſſion, and above belief, == 
Madam, the monſter cry'd, © that you may find 
© I can be grateful to the fair that's kind, 
© Step to the door, I'll ſhew you ſuch a fight 
© Shall overwhelm your ſpirits with delight. 
Does not that wretch, who would dethrone his king, 
© Become the gibbet, and adorn the ſtring? 
© You need not now an injur'd huſband dread ; 
Living he might, he'll not upbraid you dead: 
* *Twas for your ſake I ſeiz'd upon his life; 
He would, perhaps, have ſcorn'd fo chaſte a wife. 
© And, Madam, you'll excuſe the zeal I ſhew _ 
© To keep that ſecret none alive ſhould know.“ 
© Curs'd of all creatures! for, compar'd with thee, 

© 'The devils,” ſaid I, are dull in cruelty. 

© Oh! may that tongue eternal vipers breed, 

And, waſteleſs, their eternal hunger feed; 

In fires too hot for ſalamanders dwell, 

The burning earneſt of a hotter hell! 

May that vile lump of execrable luſt 

f Corrupt alive, and rot into the duſt! 

NMay'ſt thou, deſpairing at the point of death, 
With oaths and blaſphemies reſign thy breath ; 
* And the worſt torments that the damn'd ſhould ſhare, 
© In thine own perſon, all united, bear!” ) 

Oh, Celia! oh, my friend! what age can ſtew 

Sorrows like mine, ſo exquiſite a woe ? 
Indeed it does not infinite appear, 

Becauſe it can't be everlaſting here : 
But it's ſo vaſt, that it can ne'er increaſe ; 
And ſo confirm'd, it never can be leſs. 
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WILLIAM AND MARGARET. 


BY MR. MALLET. 


9 FWAS at the ſilent ſolemn hour 

When night and morning meet, 

In glided Marg'ret's grimly ghoſt,” 
And flood at William's feet. 


Her face was like an April morn 
_ Clad in a wintry cloud; 

And clay-cold was her lily hand 

That held her ſable ſhroud. 


So ſhall the faireſt face appear 


When youth and years are flown 
Such 1s the robe that kings muſt wear 
When Death has reft their crown. 


| Her bloom was like the fpringing flow'r. 


That ſips the filver dew; | 
'The roſe was budded in her cheek, 
Juſt op'ning to the view. 


But Love had, like the canker-worm, 


Conſum'd her early prime: 


The roſe grew pale, and left her . 


She dy'd before her time. 


© Awake !? ſhe cried, thy true-love calls, 


Come from her midnight grave; 
© Now let thy pity hear the maid 
© Thy love refus'd to ſave. 
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This is the dumb and dreary hour 
When injur'd ghoſts complain; 

When yawning graves give up their dead, 
To haunt the faithleſs ſwain. 


A 


= 


Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, 
© Thy pledge and broken oath; _ 

And give me back my maiden vow, 
© And give me back my troth. 


A 


Why did you promiſe love to me, 

© And not that promiſe keep? 
Why did you ſwear my eyes were bright, 
© Yet leave thoſe eyes to weep ? 


© How could you ſay my face was fair, 
And yet that face forſake? 
How could you win my virgin heart, ; 
© Yet leave that heart to break? 


E Why did you ſay my lip was ſweet, 
* And made the ſcarlet pale ? 


And why did J, young witleſs maid, 
© Believe the flatt'ring tale! 


That face, alas! no more is fair, 
© 'Thole lips no longer red ; 


Dark are my eyes, now clos'd in death, 
And ev'ry charm is fled, 


The hungry worm my ſiſter is; 
This winding-ſheet I wear; 

L . cold and weary laſts our night, 
Till the laſt morn appear. 


© But, 
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But, hark ! the cock has warn'd me hence; 


A long and late adieu! 
© Come ſee, falſe man! how low ſhe lies 
Who dy'd for love of you.” 


The lark ſung loud, the —— ſmil'd 


With beams of roſy red; 
Pale William quak'd in ev'ry limb, 


And raving left his bed. 


Ile hied him to the fatal place 


Where Marg'ret's body lay, 
And ftretch'd him on the green-graſs turf 
THat wrapp'd her breathleſs clay. 


And thiice he call'd on Marg” ret's name, | 


And thrice he wept full ſore ; 
Then laid his cheek to her cold grave, 
And word ſpoke never more! 


THE NEW-YEAR'S OFFERING: 


O MYRTILLIS. | 
BV DR. JOHNSON. 


MA DAM, 


” ONG have 1 look'd my tablets o'er, 
And find I've much to thank you for, | 


Out-ſtanding debts beyond account; 
And new—who knows to what amount ! 
Tho? ſmall my wealth, not ſmall my ſoul: 
Conie then, at once I'll pay the whole. 
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Ye pow'rs! I'm rich, and will command 


The hoſt of ſlaves that round me ſtand: 
Come, Indian, quick diſcloſe thy ſtore, 


And hither. bring Peruvian ore; 
© Let yonder-negro pierce the main, 
The choiceſt, [largeſt pearl to gain; 


Let all my ſlaves their arts combine, 


To make the bluſhing ruby mine; 


From eaſtern thrones the di'monds bear, 
To ſparkle at her breaſt and ear. 
Swift, Scythian, point th' unerring dart 
_ © That ſtrikes the ermine's little heart, 


And ſearch for choiceſt furrs the globe, 
To make my Myrtillis a robe.” 

Ah, no! Von Indian will not go: 
No Scythian deigns to bend his bow ; 
No ſullen negro ſhoots-the flood. 
+ How, ſlaves Or am I underſtood ?? 
All, all, my empty power diſown ; | 
I turn, and find myſelf alone: 


Tis Fancy's vain illuſion all! 


Nor Moor nor Scythian waits my call. 
Can I command, can I conſign ? 
Alas! what earthly thing is mine! 
Come, then, my Muſe, companion dear 


Of poverty, and ſoul ſincere, 


Come, dictate to my. grateful mind 


A gift that may acceptance find; 


Come, gentle Muſe, and with thee bear 
An off ring worthy thee and her; 
And, tho? thy preſents be but poor, 


My Myrtillis will aſk no more. 


An heart that ſcorns a ſhameful thing, 
With love and verſe, is all I bring; 
Of love and verſe the gift receive, 
Tis all thy ſervant has to give. 

Nan 
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If all whate'er my verſe has told, 
Golconda's gems, and Africk's gold; 
If all were mine from pole to pole, 
How large her ſhare who ſhares my ſoul! 
But more than theſe may Heav'n impart: 
Be thine the treaſures of the heart; 


Be calm and glad thy future days, 


With Virtue's peace and Virtue's praiſe ! 
Let jealous Pride, and ſleepleſs Care, 
And waſting Grief, and black Deſpair, 
And Languor chill, and Anguiſh fell, 
For ever ſhun thy grove and cell; 


There only may the happy train 


Of Love, and Joy, and Peace, remain! 


May Plenty, with exhauſtleſs ſtore, 


Employ thy hand to feed the poor; 


And ever on thy honour'd head 


The pray'r of Gratitude be ſhed ! 
A happy mother, may'ſt thou ſee 
Thy ſmiling virtuous progeny, 


Whoſe ſportful tricks, and airy play, 


Fraternal love, and prattle gay, 

Or wondrous tale, or joyful ſong, 
May lure the ling'ring hours along; 
Till Death arrive, unfelt, unſeen, 
With gentle pace, and placid mien, 
And waft thee to that happy ſhore 
Where wiſhes can have place no more! 
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THE SHIPWRECK. 
IN THREE CANTOS, 
BY MR, FALCONER, 
CANTO IL. 


ARGUMENT, 


Propoſal of the ae PPS WER We RRP Y "0 defeription of Me- 5 


mory— Appeal to her aſſiſtance - The ſtory begun Retroſpect of the former 
part of the voyage The ſhip arrives at Candia Ancient ſtate of that iſland 
Preſent ſtate of the adjacent iſles of Greece The ſeaſon of the year Cha - 


deſcribed- Midnight The ſhip weighs anchor and departs from the haven— 


ration of taking the ſun's e eee of the veſſel as ſeen from the 
land. 


7 HILE jarring intereſts wake the world to arms, 
And fright the peaceful vale with dire alarms; 

While Ocean hears vindictive thunders roll! 
Along his trembling wave fram pole to pole: 

Sick of the ſcene, where war, with ruthleſs hand, 
Spreads deſolation o'er the bleeding land; 

Sick of the tumult, where the trumpet's breath 

Bids ruin ſmile, and drowns the groan of death?! 

*Tis mine, retir'd beneath this cavern hoar, 

That ſtands all lonely on the ſea-beat ſhore, 

Far other themes of deep diſtreſs to ſing 

Than ever trembled from the vocal ſtring. _. 

No pomp of battle ſwells th' exalted ſtrain, 

Nor gleaming arms ring dreadful on the plain; 

But o'er the ſcene while pale Remembrance weeps, 

Fate wath fell triumph rides upon the deeps: ; 


racter of the maſter and his officers=Story of Palemon and Anna—Evening | 


State of the weather—Morning—Situation of the neighbouring ſhores—Ope- 


The Scene is near the city of Candia ; and the Time about four days and a half) | 
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Here hoſtile elements tumultuous riſe, 

And lawleſs floods rebel againſt the ſkies ; 

Till Hope expires, and Peril and Diſmay 

Wave their black enſigns on the wat'ry way. 

Immortal train, who guide the maze of ſong ; 

To whom all ſcience, arts, and arms, belong ; 

Who bid the trumpet of eternal fame 

Exalt the warrior's and the poet's name! 

If &er with trembling hope I fondly firay'd 

In life's fair morn, beneath your hallow'd ſhade, 

To hear the ſweetly-mournful lute complain, 

And melt the heart with extaſy of pain; 

Or liſten, while th' enchanting voice of love, 

While all Elyſium warbled thro the grove: 
Oh! by the hollow blaſt that moans around, 


That ſweeps the wild harp with a plaintive ſound 


By the long ſurge that foams thro? yonder cave, 

Whoſe vaults remurmur to the roaring wave; 

With living colours give my verſe to glow, 

The ſad memorial of a tale of woe! 

A ſcene from dumb oblivion to reſtore, 

To fame unknown, and new to epick lore! 
Alas! neglected by the ſacred Nine, 

Their ſuppliant feels no genial ray divine! 

Ah! will they leave Pieria's happy ſhore, 

To plough the tide where wint'ry tempeſts roar ? 

Or ſhall a youth approach their hallow'd fane, 

Stranger to Phœbus, and the tuneful train! 

Far from the Muſe's academick grove, 

Twas his the vaſt and trackleſs deep to rove : 

Alternate change of climates has he known, 

And felt the fierce extremes of either zone; 

Where polar ſkies congeal th' eternal ſnow, 

Or equinoctial funs for ever glow. 

Smote by the freezing or the ſcorching blaſt, 

A ſhip-boy on the high and giddy maſt;* 
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From regions where Peruvian; billows roar, 
To the bleak coaſts of ſgvage Labrador; 
From where Damaſcus, pride of Aſian plains, 


Stoops her proud neck beneath tyrannick chains, 


To where the iſthmus “, lav'd by adverſe tides, 


Atlantick and Pacifick ſeas divides. 


- But while he meaſur'd o'er the painful race, 


In Fortune's wild, illimitable chace, 


Adverſity, companion of his way, 
Still o'er the victim hung with iron ſway; 


Bade new diſtreſſes ev'ry inſtant grow, 


Marking each change of place with change of wWoe. 


In regions where th' Almighty's chaſt'ning hand 
With livid peſtilence afflicts the land ; 


Or where pale Famine blaſts the hopeful yours 
Parent of want and miſery ſevere! 


Or where all dreadful in th' embattled 3 
The hoſtile ſhips in flaming combat join: 
Where the torn veſſel wind and wave aſſail, 

Till o'er her crew diſtreſs and death prevail. 
Where'er he wander'd, thus vindictive Fate 
Purſu'd his weary ſteps with laſting hate! 
Rouz'd by her mandate, ſtorms of black array 
Winter'd the morn of life's advancing day; 


Relax'd the ſinews of the living lyre, 
And quench'd the kindling ſpark of vital fire. 


Thus, while forgotten or unknown he wooes, 
What hope to win the coy reluQant Muſe 2 
Then let not cenſure, with malignant joy, 
The harveſt of his humble hope deſtroy! 

His verſe no laurel-wreathe attempts to claim, 
Nor ſculptur'd braſs to tell the poet's name, 

If terms uncouth, and jarring phraſes, wound 
The ſofter ſenſe with inharmonious ſound, 
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Yet here let lining Sympathy prevail, 
While conſcious Truth unfolds her piteous tale ! 
And lo! the Power that wakes th' eventful ſong, 
Haſtes hither from Lethean banks along: 
She ſweeps the gloom, and ruſhing on the fight, 
Spreads o'er the kindling ſeene propitious light! f 
In her right-hand an ample roll appears, 
Fraught with long annals of preceding years; 
With ev'ry wiſe and noble art of man, 
Since firſt the circling hours their courſe began: 
Her left a filver wand on high diſplay d, 
Whoſe magick touch diſpels Oblivion's ſhade. 
Penſive her look; on radiant wings that glow, 
Like Juno's birds or Tris? flaming bow, 
She ſails; and ſwifter than the courſe of light, : 
Dire&s her rapid intellectual light, 
The fugitive ideas ſhe reſtores, | 
And calls the wand'ring thought from Lethe's ſhores: : 
To things long paſt a ſecond date ſhe gives, 
And hoary time from her freſh youth receives. 
Congenial ſiſter of immortal Fame, 
She ſhares her pow'r, and Mem'ry is her name, 
D O firſt-born daughter of primeval time! 
By whom tranſmitted down in ev'ry clime, 
The deeds of ages long elaps'd are known, 
And blazon'd glories ſpread from zone to zone; 
Whoſe breath diſſolves the gloom of mental night, 
And o'er th' obſcur'd idea pours the light! 
Whoſe wing, unerring, glides thro” time and place, 
| And, trackleſs, ſcours th' immenſity of ſpace ! 
| Say! on what ſeas, for thou alone canſ tell, 
What dire miſhap a fated ſhip befel. 
Aſſail'd by tempeſts, girt with hoſtile ſhores? 
Ariſe ! approach! unlock thy treaſur'd ſtores = 98 
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I ſhip from Egypt, o'er the deep impell'd 

By guiding winds, her courſe for Venice held; 
Of fam'd Britannia were the gallant crew, 

And from that iſle her name the veſſel drew. 

The wayward ſteps of Fortune, that delude 

Full oft to ruin, eager they purſu'd ; 

And, dazzled by her viſionary glare, 

- Advanc'd, incautious of each fatal ſnare. 

Tho? warn'd full oft the ſlipp'ry track to ſhun, 


Yet Hope, with flatt'ring voice, betray'd them on. 


Beguil'd to danger thus, they left behind 
The ſcene of peace, and ſocial joy reſign'd. 
Long abſent they from friends and native home, 
The chearleſs ocean were inur'd to roam; 
Vet Heav'n, in pity to ſevere diſtreſs, 
Had crown'd each painful voyage with ſucceſs: 
Still, to atone for toils and hazards paſs'd, 
| Reſtor'd them to maternal plains at laſt, 
Thrice had the ſun, to rule the varying year, 
Acroſs th' equator roll'd his flaming ſphere, 
Since laſt the veſſel ſpread her ample fail | 
From Albion's coaſt, obſequious to the gale: 
She, o'er the ſpacious flood, from ſhore to ſhore, 
Unwearying, wafted her commercial tore. 
The richeſt ports of Africk ſhe had view'd, 
Thence to fair Italy her courſe purſu'd ; 
Had left behind Trinacria's burning iſle, 
And viſited the margin of the Nile. 
And now that winter deepens round the pole, 
The circling voyage haſtens to it's goal. 
They, blind to Fate's inevitable law, 
No dark event to blaſt their hope foreſaw ; 
But from gay Venice ſoon expect to ſteer 
For Britain's coaſt, and dread no perils near. 
A thoufand tender thoughts their ſouls employ, 
That fondly dance to ſcenes of future joy. 
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Thus time elaps'd, while o'er the pathleſsitide, 
| | Their ſhip thro” Grecian ſeas the pilots guide. 
| Occaſion call'd to touch at Candia's ſhore, | 
| Which, bleſs'd with favouring winds, they ſoon PANE * 
| The haven enter, borne before the gale, 
Diſpatch their commerce, and prepare to ſail. 
Eternal pow' rs! what ruins from afar 
| Mark the fell track of deſolating war! _ 
Here art and commerce, with auſpicious reign, 
| Once breath'd ſweet influence on the happy plain: 
| While o'er the lawn, with dance and feſtive ſong, 
Young Pleaſure led the jocund hours along. ; 
In gay luxuriance Ceres too was feen 
To crown the vallies with eternal green. 
For wealth, for valour, courted and rever'd, 
What Albion is, fair Candia then appear'd. 
Ah! who the flight of ages can revoke? * 
The free-born ſpirit of her ſons is broke; 
They bow to Ottoman's imperious yoke! 5 
No longer Fame the drooping heart inſpires, 
For rude Oppreſſion quench'd it's genial fires. 
But ſtill her fields, with golden harveſts crown'd, 
BE Supply the barren ſhores of Greece around, 
| What pale diſtreſs afflicts thoſe wretched iſles! —_ 
Ef There Hope ne'er dawns, and Pleaſure never ſmiles. 
The vaſſal wretch obſequious drags his chain, 
And hears his famiſh'd babes lament in vain! 
3 Theſe eyes have ſeen the dull, reluctant foil, 
A ſeventh year ſcorn the weary lab'rer's toil. 
No blooming Venus, on the deſart ſhore, 
Now views, with triumph, captive: gods adore; £ 
No lovely Helens, now, with fatal charms, 
Call forth th' avenging chiefs of Greece to arms; 
No fair Penelopes inchant the eye, | 
For whom contending kings a are proud to die! 
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Here ſullen Beauty ſheds a twilight ray, 

While Sorrow bids her vernal bloom decay. 

Thoſe charms, ſo long renown'd in clafick frains, 
Had dimly ſhone on Albion's happier plains ! 
Now, in the ſouthern hemiſphere, the ſun 
Ihro' the bright Virgin and the Scales had run; 
And on the eeliptick viheel'd his winding way, 
Till the fierce Scorpion felt his flaming ray. 


The ſhip was moor'd beſide the wave-worn ſtrand; 


Four days her anchors bite the golden ſand; 
For ſick' ning vapours lull the air to ſleep, 
And not a breeze awakes the ſilent deep. 

'This, when th' autumnal equinox is o'er, 

And Phœbus in the north declines no more, 
The watchful mariner, whom Heaven informs, 
Oft deems the prelude of approaching ſtorms. 
True to his truſt, when ſacred duty calls, 

No brooding ſtorm the maſter's foul appals: 
'UCh* advancing ſeaſon warns him to the main; 
A captive, fetter'd to the oar of gain! 
Eis anxious heart, impatient of delay, 
Expects the winds to fail from Candia's bay; 
Determin'd from whatever point they riſe, 
To truſt his fortune to the ſeas and ſkies. 

Thou living ray of intellectual fire, 
Who e voluntary gleams my ver le inſpire ! 
Fre yet the deep'ning incidents prevail, 
Till rouz'd attention feel our plaintive tale, 
Record whom, chief among the gallant crew, 
Th unbleſs'd purſuit of Fortune hither drew ! 
Can ſons of Neptune, gen'rous, brave, and bold, 
In pain and hazard toil for ſordid gold? 

They can : for gold, too oft with magick art, 
Subdues each nobler impulſe of the heart; 
This crowns the proſp'rous villain with applauſe, 


To whom in vain fad Mer: tpleads her caule ! 
—— eee 3 
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This ſtrews with roſes life's perplexing road, 

And leads the way to Pleaſure's bleſs'd abode; 

With flaughter'd victims fills the weeping plain, 

And ſmoothes the furrows of the treach'rous main! 
O'er the gay veſſel, and her daring band, 
Experienc'd Albert held the chief command. 

Tho train'd in boiſt'rous elements, his mind 

Was yet by ſoft humanity refin'd ; 

Each joy of wedded love at home he knew; 

Abroad confeſs'd the father of his crew ! 

Brave, liberal, juſt! the calm domeſtick ſcene 

Had o'er his temper breath'd a gay ſerene. 

Him Science taught, by myſtick lore, to trace 


The planets wheeling in eternal race: 


To mark the ſhip in floating balance held, 
By earth attracted, and by ſeas repell'd; 
Or point her devious track, thro? climes unknown, 
That leads to ev'ry ſhore and ev'ry zone. 
He ſaw the moon thro' heaven's blue concave glide, 
And into motion charm th? expanding tide; 
While earth impetuous round her axle rolls, 
Exalts her wat'ry zone, and ſink the poles. 
Light and attraction, from their genial ſource, 
Fe ſaw ſtill wand'ring with diminiſh'd force; 
While on the margin of declining day, 
Night's ſhadowy cone reluctant melts away: 
Inur'd to peril, with unconquer'd foul, 
The chief beheld tempeſtuous oceans roll; 
His genius, ever for th' event prepar'd, 
Roſe with the ſtorm, and all it's dangers ſhar'd. 
The ſecond pow'rs and office Rodmond bore: 
A hardy ſon of England's fartheſt ſhore ! ; 
Where bleak Northumbria pours her ſavage train | 
In ſable ſquadrons o'er the northern main ; 
That, with her pitchy entrails ſtor'd, reſort, 
A ſooty tribe! to fair Auguſta's port. 1 
| 00 | e | _ Where'e: 
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Where'er in ambuſh lurk the fatal ſands, 

They claim the dangef, proud of ſkilful bands; 

For, while with darkling courſe their veſſels ſweep 4 
The winding ſhore, or plough the faithleſs deep, i 
| Ofer bar and ſhelf the watery path they ſound, 

With dext'rous armę ſagacious of the ground! 

Fearleſs they combat every hoſtile wind, 

Wheeling in mazy tracks, with courſe inclin'd; 1 
Expert to moor, where terrors line the road, ö 
Or win the anchor from it's dark abode: 5 | 
But drooping and relaps'd in climes afar, 
Tumultuous and undiſciplin'd in war. | 
Such Rodmond was; by learning unrefin'd, | 
That oft” enlightens, to corrupt the mind. | 
Boiſt'rous of manners; train'd, in early youth, 5 i 

| 


— - 


To ſcenes that ſhame the conſcious cheek of truth; 
To ſcenes that nature's ſtruggling voice controul, 
And freeze compaſſion riſing in the ſoul ! | | 
Where the grim hell-hounds, prowling round the ſhore, 4 
With foul intent the ſtranded bark explore; 
Deaf to the voice of woe, her decks they board, 4 
While tardy Juſtice ſlumbers o'er her ſword! 0 
Th' indignant muſe, ſeverely taught to feel, | 
Shrinks from a theme ſhe bluſhes to reveal! | 
Too oft example, arm'd with poiſons fell, | Oo 
Pollutes the ſhrine where Mercy loves to dwell : | 
Ti-us Rodmond, train'd by this unhallow'd crew, j 
The ſacred ſocial paſſions never knew. _ | |; 
Unſkill'd to argue, in diſpute yet loud; ö 
Bold without caution, without honours proud; 
In art unſchool'd, each veteran rule he priz'd, 
And all improvement haughtily deſpis'd : 
Yet tho? full oft to future perils Vlind, | 
With ſkill ſuperior glow'd his daring mind, | et j 
Thro' ſnares of death the reeling bark to guide, 5 
When midnight ſhades involve the raging mT. 1 tf 
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To Radinint next, in order of command, 
Succeeds the youngeſt of our naval band. 
But what avails it to record a name | 
That courts no rank among the ſons of fame! 
While yet a ſtrippling, oft with fond alarms 
His boſom danc'd to Nature's boundleſs gharms ; 
On him fair Science dawn'd, in happier hour, 
Awakening into bloom young Fancy's flower: 

But frowning Fortune, with untimely blaſt, 
The bloſſom wither'd, and the dawn o'ercaſt. 
Forlorn of heart, and by ſevere decree 
Condemn'd, reluQant, to the faithleſs ſea! 
With long farewel he left the laurel grove, 
Where Science and the tuneful Siſters rove : 
Hither he wander'd, anxious to explore 
Antiquities of nations now no more; 
To penetrate each diſtant realm unknown, 


And range excurſive o'er th? untravell'd zone. 
Ia vain!— for rude Adverſity's command, 
Still on che margin of each famous land, 
With unrelenting ire his ſteps oppos'd; 
And every gate of Hope againſt him clos'd! 
Permit my verſe, ye bleſs'd Pierian train, 
To call Arion, this ill-fated ſwain! 
or, like that bard unhappy, on his head 
Malignant ſtars their hoſtile influence ſhed. 
Both, in lamenting numbers, o'er the deep, 
With conſcious anguiſh taught the harp to weep : 
And bath the raging ſurge in ſafety bore 
Amid deſtruction, panting to the ſhore. 
This laſt our tragick ſtory from the wave 
Of dark oblivion haply yet may fave: 
With genuine ſympathy may yet complain, 
While ſad remembrance bleeds at every vein, 
Such were the pilots; tutor'd to divine 
The untravell'd courſe by geometrick line: 


Train'd 


n'd 
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Train'd to command, and range the various ſail, 
Whoſe various force conforms to every gale. 


Charg'd with the commerce, hither alſo came 


A gallant youth, Palemon was his name: 
A father's ſtern reſentment doom'd to prove, 


He came the victim of unhappy love ! 


His heart for Albert's beauteous daughter bled; 


For her a ſecret flame his boſom fed: 

Nor let the wretched ſlaves of folly ſcorn 
This genuine paſſion, Nature's eldeſt born! 
T was his with laſting anguiſh to complain, 


While blooming Anna mourn'd the cauſe in vain. 


Graceful of form, by Nature taught to pleaſe, 
Of power to melt the female breaſt with eaſe, 
'To her Palemon told his tender tale, 

Soft as the voice of ſummer's ev'ning gale : 
O'erjoy'd, he ſaw her lovely eyes relent; 


"The bluſhing maiden ſmil'd with ſweet conſent. 
Oft in the mazes of a neighbouring grove, _ 


Unheard, they breath'd alternate vows of love: 
By fond ſociety their paſſion grew, 

Like the young bloſſom fed with vernal dew. 

In evil hour th” officious tongue of Fame 
Betray'd the ſecret of their mutual flame. 

With grief and anger ſtruggling in his breaſt, 
Palemon's father heard the tale confeſs'd. 

Long had he liſten'd with ſuſpicion's ear, 

And learnt, ſagacious, this event to fear. 


Too well, fair youth! thy liberal heart he knew: 


A heart to Nature's warm impreſſions true! 
Full oft' his wiſdom ſtrove, with fruitleſs toil, 
With avarice to pollute that generous ſoil : 
That ſoil, impregnated with nobler ſeed, 
Refus'd the culture of ſo rank a weed. 

Elate with wealth, in active commerce won, 
And baſking in the ſmile of Fortune's ſun, 
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With ſcorn the parent ey'd the lowly ſhade, 
That veil'd the beauties of this charming maid. 
Indignant, he rebuk'd th' enamour'd boy, 
The flattering promiſe of his future joy! 
He ſooth'd and menac'd, anxious to reclaim 
This hopeleſs paſſion, or divert it's aim: 
Oft led the youth where circling joys delight 
The raviſh'd ſenſe, or beauty charm'd the ſight. 
With all her powers, inchanting Muſick fail'd, 
And Pleaſure's ſyren voice no more prevail'd. 
The merchant, kindling then with proud diſdain, 
In look and voice aſſum'd an harſher ſtrain: 
In abſence now his only hope remain'd ; 
And ſuch the ſtern decree his will ordain'd. 
Deep anguiſh, while Palemon heard his doom, 
Drew o'er his lovely face a add ning gloom. 
In vain with bitter ſorrow he repin'd, 
I} No tender pity touch'd that ſordid mind: ; 
1 To thee, brave Albert, was the charge conſign' d. . 
The ſtately ſhip, forfaking England's ſhore, 
To regions far remote Palemon bore ; 
Incapable of change, th' unhappy youth 
Still lov'd fair Anna with eternal truth: 
l From clime to clime an exile doom'd to roam, 
His heart ſtill panted for it's ſecret home. 
The moon had circled twice her wayward 20ne, 
1] To him fince young Arion firſt was known ; 
1 Who, wandering here thro' many a ſcene renown'd, 
1 In Alexandria's port the veſſel found ; 
Where, anxious to review his native ſhore, 
He on the roaring wave embark'd once more. 
Oft, by pale Cynthia's melancholy gur, 
With him Palemon kept the watch of night! 
In whoſe ſad boſom many a ſigh ſuppreſs'd, 
Some painful ſecret of the ſoul confeſs'd. 
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| Perhaps Arion ſoon the cauſe aivin'd; | 
_ Tho? ſhunning ſtill to probe a wounded mind; _ 


He felt the chaſtity of ſilent woe, | 
Tho? glad the balm of comfort to beſtow ; 
He, with Palemon, oft recounted o'er 
The tales of hapleſs love in ancient lore, 


| Recall'd to mem'ry by th” adjacent ſhore. 
The ſcene thus preſent, and it's ſtory known, 
The lover ſigh'd for ſorrowsgnot his own, 


Thus, tho? a recent date their friendſhip bore, 


Soon the ripe metal own'd the quick'ning ore: 


For in one tide their paſſions ſeem'd to roll, 


| Buy kindred age and ſympathy of foul. _ 


| Theſe ver th” inferior naval train preſide, 
The courſe determine, or the commerce guide: 
O'er all the reſt, an undiſtinguiſh'd crew! 
Her wing of deepeſt ade Oblivion drew. 

A ſullen languor ſtill the ſkies oppreſs'd, 


And held th' unwilling {ip in ſtrong arreſt; 


High in his chariot glow'd the lamp of day, 

O'er Ida flaming with meridian ray. 

Relax'd from toil the ſailors range the ſhore, 
Where famine, war, and ſtorm, are felt no more: 
The hour to ſocial pleaſure they reſign, 
And black remembrance drown in gen'rous wine. 
On deck, beneath the ſhading canvas (ſpread, 
Rodmond a rueful tale of wonders read, 

Of dragons roaring on th? enchanted coaſt, 


The hideous goblin, and the yelling ghoſt;. 
But with Arion, from the ſultry heat 


Of noon, Palemon ſought a cool retreat.. 


And, lo! the ſhore with mournful proſpects crown'd, 


The rampart torn with many a fatal wound, 
The ruin'd bulwark tott'ring o'er the ſtrand, 
Bewail the ſtroke of War's tremendous hand! + 
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What ſcenes of woe this hapleſs iſle o'erſpread, 
Where late thrice fifty thouſand warriors bled! 
Full twice twelve ſummers were yon towers aſſail'd, 
Till barb'rous Ottoman at laſt prevail'd : 
While thundering mines the lovely plains o'erturn'd; 
While heroes fell, and domes and temples burn'd. 
But now before them happier ſcenes ariſe | 
Elyſian vales ſalute their raviſh'd eyes: 
Olive and cedar form'd a grateful ſhade, 
Where light with gay romantick error ſtray'd. 
The myrtles here with fond careſſes twine: 
There, rich with nectar, melts the pregnant vine. 
And, lo! the ſtream, renown'd in claſſick ſong, 
Sad Lethe, glides the ſilent vale along. 
On moſſy banks, beneath the citron grove, 
The youthſul wand'rers found a wild alcove: 
Soft o'er the fairy region languor ſtole, 
And with ſweet melancholy charm'd the ſoul. 
Here firſt Palemon, while his penſive mind 
For conſolation on his friend reclin'd, 
In Pity's bleeding boſom pour'd the ſtream 
Of Love's ſoft anguiſh, and of grief ſupreme : 
Too true thy words! by ſweet Remembrance taught, 
My heart in ſecret bleeds with tender thought; 
In vain it courts the ſolitary ſhade, N 
© By ev'ry action, ev'ry look betray'd! 
The pride of gen'rous Woe diſdains appeal 
To hearts that unrelenting froſts congeal: 


A a 


+ 


Yet ſure, if right Palemon can divine, 
The ſenſe of gentle Pity dwells in thine. 
| | © Yes! all his cares thy ſympathy ſhall know, 
: And prove the kind companion of his woe.- 
Albert thou know'ſt with {kill and ſcience grac'd, 
In humble ſtation tho? by Fortune plac'd, 
| © Yet never ſeaman more ſerenely brave 
Led Britain's conqu'ring ſquadrons o'er the wave. 
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Where full in view Auguſta” s ſpires are ſeen, 
With flow'ry lawnsand waving woods between, 
A peaceful dwelling ſtands in modeſt pride, - 


Where Thames, low-winding, rolls his ample tide; i 


* There live the hope and pleaſure of his life, 


K 


A pious daughter, with a faithful wife. 
For his return, with fond officious care, 


Still ev'ry grateful object theſe prepare; 


Whatever can allure the ſmell or ſight, 

Or wake the drooping ſpirits to delight. 
n blooming maid in Virtue's path to guide, 
Her anxious parents all their cares apply d. 
Her ſpotleſs ſoul, where ſoft Compaſſion reign” d, 
No vice untun'd, no ſick'ning folly ſtain'd. 

Not fairer grows che lily of the vale, 

Whoſe boſom opens to the vernal gale: 

Her eyes, unconſcious of their fatal Fharmsy 
Thrill'd ev'ry heart with exquiſite alarms : 

Her face, in beauty's ſweet attraction dreſs'd, 
The ſmile of maiden innocence expreſs'd ; 
While Health, that riſes with the new-born day, 
Breath'd o'er her cheek the ſofteſt bluſh of May. 
Still in her look complacence ſmil'd ſerene; 


She mov'd the charmer of the rural ſcene. 


« *Twas at that ſeaſon when the fields reſume 


Their lovelieſt hues, array'd in vernal bloom * 
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Yon ſhip, rich-freighted from th' Italian ſhore, 
To Thames? fair banks her coſtly tribute bore. 
While thus my father ſaw his ample hoard, 


From this return, with recent treaſures ſtor'd ; 
Me, with affairs of commerce charg'd, he ſent 
To Albert's humble manſion : ſoon I went; 

Too ſoon, alas i unconſcious of th' event! 
There, ſtruck with ſweet ſurprize and filent awe, 


yg he gentle miſtreſs of my hopes J ſaw : 0 
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Can ] forget that fweetly- painfal hour, 


When, as I gaz'd, my fault'ring tongue betray'd | 


While the dim light my raviſh'd eyes forſook, 
And ev'ry limb, unſtrung, with terror ſhook! 
With all her pow'rs diſſenting Reaſon ſtrove 


© She ftrove in vain! ſubdu'd by charms divine, 
© My ſoul a victim fell at Beauty's ſhrine. 


And o'er her cheek the roſy current flew. 
Thrice happy hours! where, with no dark allay, 


POETRY. 
© There, wounded firſt by Love's reſiſtleſs arms, 
© My glowing boſom throbb'd with ſtrange alarms. 
* My ever-charming Anna! who alone 
Can all the frowns of cruel Fate atone ; LE 
O! while all-conſcious Mem'ry holds her pow'r, 


When from thoſe eyes, with lovely lightning fraught, 
My flutt'ring ſpirits firſt th' infection caught; 


The heart's quick tumults, or refus'd it's aid: 


To tame at firſt the kindling flame of Love; 


Oft from the din of buſtling life I ftray'd, 


In happier ſcenes, to ſee my lovely maid. 
_ © Full oft, where Thames his wand'ring current leads, 


© We rov'd at ev'ning hour thro? flow'ry meads: 
„There, while my heart's ſoft anguiſh I reveal'd, 
To her with tender ſighs my hope appeal d. 
While the ſweet nymph my faithful tale believ'd, 
© Her ſnowy breaſt with fecret tumult heav'd; 
For, train'd in rural ſcenes from earlieſt youth, 
© Nature was her's, and innocence and truth. 


_ © She never knew the city damſel's art, 


© Whole frothy pertnefs charms the vacant heart! ! 

© My ſuit prevail'd; for Love inform'd my tongue, 
© And on his votary's lips perſuaſion hung. 

Her eyes with conſcious ſymparhy withdrew, 


Life's faireſt ſunſhine gilds the vernal day! 

For here the ſigh that ſoft Affection heaves, 

From ſtings of ſharper woe the foul relieves. 

5 Elyſiat 
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1 Elyfian ſcenes, too happy long to laſt! 


© Too ſoon a ſtorm the ſmiling dawn o'ercaſt ! 
* Too ſoon ſome dæmon to my father bore | 
The tidings that his heart with anguiſh tore. 


My pride to kindle, with difluaſive voice, 


* Awhile he labour'd to degrade my choice: 


Then, in the whirling wave of pleaſure, fought | 
From it's lov'd object to divert my thought. 
With equal hope he might attempt to bind, 
In chains of adamant, the lawleſs wind; 
For Love had aim'd the fatal ſhaft too fans 235 
88 Hope ſed the wound, and Abſence knew no cure. 
With alienated look each art he ſaw 


Still baffled by ſuperior Nature's law. 
© His anxious mind on Various . 3 
« At laſt on cruel exile he reſoly'd. 


The rig'rous doom was fix'd ; alas! how vain 


To him of tender anguiſh to complain ! ' 
« His ſoul, that never Love's ſweet influence felt, 
Buy ſocial ſympathy could never melt, 


With ſtern command to Albert's charge he gave, 5 


To waft Palemon o'er the diſtant wave. 
© The ſhip was laden and prepar'd to ſail, 


And only waited now the leading gale. | 


© *Twas ours, in that fad period, firſt to prove 
© The heart-felt torments of deſpairing love. 

«* Th' impatient wiſh that never feels repoſe ; 

* Defire that with perpetual current flows; 
The fluctuating pangs of hope and fear; 
Joy diſtant ſtill, and ſorrow ever near 


Thus, while the pangs of thought ſeyerer grew, 


© The weſtern breezes inauſpicious blew, 
' Haſt*ning the moment of our laſt adieu. 
The veſlel parted on the falling tide; 


vet Time one ſacred hour to Love ſupply'd, 
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© The night was ſilent; ana; Advancing faſt, 
© The moon o'er Thames her ſilver mantle caſt. 
* Impatient Hope the midnight path explor' d, 85 

And led me to the nymph my ſoul ador'd. TRE 
Soon her quick footſteps ſtruck my liſt'ning ear; 

She came confeſs di the lovely maid drew near hs 

© But, ah! what force of language can impart | | 

« Th'i 1mpetuous Joy that glow'd in either heart! oy 

© O ye, whoſe melting hearts are form'd to prove 

The trembling extaſies of g genuine love! 

When, with delicious agony, the thought | 
© Is to the verge of high delirium wrought, 

* Your ſecret ſympathy alone e can tell 5 

„What raptures chen the throbbing boſom ſwell : 
Ober all the nerves What tender tumults roll, 

While Love with ſweet inchantment tes the” dk: 
In tranſport loſt, by trembling Hope impreſs'd, 

The bluſhing virgin] funk 1 upon my breaſt; 

„While her's congenial beat with fond alarms ; ; 

8 er ſoftneſs ! aradiſe of charms!” 

« Flaſh'd from our eyes, in warm transfuſion flew, 

© Our blending ſpirits, that each other drew! 

O bliſs ſupreme! where Virtue” 8 ſelf can melt 

« With j Joys that guilty? Pleaſure never felt! 

4 F orm'd to refine the thought with chaſte defi Ire, ET 
© And kindle ſweet Affection $ pureſt fire! 8 
1 « Ah! wherefore ſhould my hopeleſs love,“ ſhe cries, 
I « While ſorrow burſt with interrupting - | 
| % For ever deftin'd to lament in vain,  - : 

| % Such flatt'ring fond ideas entertain? 

| „My heart thro” ſcenes of fair illuſion fray 'd, 
| 66--T'43 yags decreed for ſome ſuperior maid ; RT 
| 
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« l'is mine to feel the ſharpeſt inge of grief, 

«« Where never gentle Hope affords relief. 5 
Go, then, dear youth! th: father” ; rage atone, 
10 And let this tortur'd boſom beat alone! — 


The 


BEAUTIES of POETRY. 


«© The hov? ring anger yet thou may'| xppbaſe ; 
Go, then, dear youth! nor tempt the faithleſs ſeas! 


Find out ſome happier daughter of the town, 
With Fortune's fairer joys thy love to crown; 
Where, ſmiling o'er thee with indulgent ray, 


. Proſperity ſhall hail each new-born day. 
„Too well thou know'ſt good Albert's niggard . 


6 Ul-fitted to ſuſtain thy father's hate; 


„ Go, then, I charge thee, by thy gen'rous love, 


“ That fatal to my father thus may prove! 
«« On me alone let dark Affliction fall, 


| E Whoſe heart for * will gladly ſuffer all. 
% Then haſte thee hence, Palemon, ere too late, 


« Nor raſhly hope to brave oppoſing F TE EEE 
She ceas'd ; while anguiſh in her angel-face 


_ © Ofer all her beauties ſhower'd celeſtial grace, 


© Not Helen, in her bridal charms array'd, 
Was half fo lovely as this gentle maid, 


% O ſoul of all my wiſhes!” I reply'd, 


«© Can that ſoft fabrick tem Affliction's tide ? 
“ Canſt thou, fair emblem of exalted truth, 
Jo ſorrow doom the ſummer of thy youth; 


And I, perfidious! all that ſweetneſs ſee 
„ Confign'd to laſting miſery for me? 
© Sooner this moment may th' eternal doom 


« Palemon in the ſilent earth entomb ! 

« Atteſt, thou moon, fair regent of the night! 
„% Whoſe luſtre ſickens at this mournful ſight; 
«© By all the pangs divided lovers feel, 

© That ſweet poſſeſſion only knows to heal! 

„ By all the horrors brooding o'er the deep! 

«« Where Fate and Ruin ſad dominion keep; 

« Tho tyrant Duty o'er me threatning ſtands, 


ec And claims obedience to her ſtern commands; 
Should Fortune cruel or auſpicions prove, 
Her ſmile or frown ſhall never change my love 
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«© My heart, that now muſt ev'ry joy reſign, 

% Incapable of change, is only thine ! | 
O ceaſe to weep! this ſtorm will yet decay, 

And theſe {ad clouds of ſorrow melt away. 

e While thro? the rugged path of life we go, 
All mortals taſte the bitter draught of woe; 
„„The fam'd and great, decreed to equal pain, 
«© Full oft in ſplendid wretchedneſs complain. 

16 For this proſperity, with brighter ray, 79 

* In ſmiling contraſt gilds our vital dax. 37 
% Thou too, ſweet maid! ere twice ten months are oer 

«© Shalt hail Palemon to his native ſhore, „ 5 

«© Where neyer int'reſt ſhall divide us more.” _ * 

Her ſtruggling ſoul, o'erwhelm'd with tender grief, 
© Now found an interval of ſhort relief: | 
80 melts the ſurface of the frozen ſtream, 
© Beneath the wint'ry ſun's departing beam, 
| | With warning haſte the ſhades of night ria, 
1 And gave the ſignal of a ſad adieu. 
l * As on my neck th' afflicted maiden hung, 
| © A thouſand racking doubts her ſpirits wrung : 
She wept the terrors of the fearful wave, 
Too oft, alas! the wand'ring lover's grave! 
With ſoft perſuaſion I diſpell'd her fear, 

And from her cheek beguil'd the falling tear. 

* While dying fondneſs languiſh'd in her eyes, 

« She pour'd her ſoul to Heav'n in ſuppliant ſighs. 

* Look down with pity, O, ye pow'rs above, 

« Who hear the ſad complaints of bleeding love! 

« Ye, who the ſecret laws of Fate explore, 

4% Alone can tell if he returns no more 
% Or if the hour of future joy remain, 

_ «« Long-wiſh'd atonement. of long-ſuffer'd Pain! 

«« Bid ev'ry guardian miniſter attend, 

ec And from all il the —— 7 defend na 
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e With grief o'verwhelm'd we parted twice in vain, 


And, urg'd by ſtrong attraction, met again. 


* 


At laſt, by cruel fortune torn apart, 
While tender paſſion ſtream'd in either heart; 


Our eyes transfix d with agonizing look; 


© One ſad farewel, one laſt embrace we took. 


© Forlorn of hope the lovely maid I left, 
© Penſive and pale, of every joy bereft. 


© She to her filent couch retir'd to weep, | 

© While her ſad ſwain embark'd upon the deep.” 
His tale thus clos'd, from ſympathy of grief, 

Palemon's boſom felt a ſweet relief. 

The hapleſs bird, thus raviſh'd from the ſkies, 


Where all-forlorn his lov'd companion flies, 


In ſecret long bewails his cruel fate, 


With fond remembrance of his winged mate: 
Till grown familiar with a foreign train, 
Compos'd at length, his ſadly-warbling ſtrain, 
In ſweet oblivion charms the ſenſe of pain. 


Ve tender maids, in whoſe pathetick ſouls, 
Com paſſion's ſacred ſtream impetuous rolls; 
Whoſe warm affections exquiſitely feel 
The ſecret wound you tremble to reveal! 

Ah! may no wanderer of the faithleſs main, 


Pour through your breaſt the ſoft delicious bane! 
May never fatal tenderneſs approve 

The fond effuſions of their ardent love, | 
O! warn'd by friendſhips counſel, learn to > ſhun 
The fatal path where thouſands are undone ! 


Now as the youths, returning o'er the plain, 
Approach'd the lonely margin of the main, 
Firſt, with attention rouz'd, Arion ey'd 
The graceful lover, form'd in Nature's pride. 
His frame the happieſt ſymmetry diſplay'd; 
And locks of waving gold his neck array d. 
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Or genial wine, awake their homely ſtrain: 
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In every look the Paphian graces ſhine, 5 


Soft- breathing o'er his cheek their bloom divine, 


With lighten'd heart he ſmil'd ſerenely gay, 
Like young Adonis or the ſon of May. 
Not Cytherea from a fairer ſwain 

Receiv'd her apple on the Trojan plain! 
The ſun's bright orb declining, all ſerene, 


Nou glanc'd obliquely o'er the woodland ſcene. 
Creation ſmiles around ; .on every ſpray 
The warbling birds exalt their evening lay. 


Blithe ſkipping o'er yon hill, the fleecy train 
Join the deep chorus of the lowing plain: 
The golden lime and orange there were ſeen, 


On fragrant branches of perpetual green. 
The cryſtal ſtreams, that velvet meadows lave, 

To the green ocean roll with chiding wave, 
The glaſſy ocean huſh'd forgets to roar, 

But trembling murmurs on the ſandy ſhore : 


And, lo! his ſurface, lovely to behold! 
Glows in the weſt, a ſea of living gold ! 


While, all above, a thouſand liveries gay 


The ſkies with pomp ineffable array. 
Arabian ſweets perfume the happy plains : 
Above, beneath, around, inchantment reigns ! 


While yet the ſhades, on Time's eternal ſcale, 
With long vibration deepen o'er the vale ; 


While yet the ſongſters of the vocal grove, 
With dying numbers tune the ſoul to love; 
With joyful eyes th' attentive maſter ſees 


Th' auſpicious omens of an eaſtern breeze. 


Now radiant veſper leads the ſtarry train, 
And night ſlow draws her veil o'er land and main. 
Round the charg'd bowl, the ſailors form a ring; 
By turns recount the wond'rous tale, or ſing; 
As love or battle, hardſhips of the main, 


Then 
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Then ſome the witch of night alternate keep, 
The reſt lie buried in oblivious ſleep. 
Deep midnight now involves the livid ſkies, 
While infant breezes from the ſhore ariſe. 
The waning moon, behind a watery ſhroud, 
Pale-glimmer'd o'er the long- protracted cloud. 
A mighty ring around her ſilver throne, 
With parting meteors croſs'd portentous ſhone; 
This in the troubled ſky full oft prevails, 
Oft deem'd a ſignal of tempeſtuous gales. 
While young Arion fleeps, before his fight, 
Tumultuous ſwim the viſions of the night. 
Now blooming Anna, with her happy ſwain 7 
Approach'd the ſacred Hymeneal fane: 
Anon, tremendous lightnings flaſh between, 
And funeral pomp and weeping loves are ſeen! 
Now with Palemon up a rocky ſteep, 
Whoſe ſummit trembles o'er the roaring deep, 
With painful ſtep he climb'd ; while far above 
Sweet Anna charm'd them with the voice of love: 
Then ſudden from the ſlipp'ry height they fell, 
While dreadful yawn'd beneath the jaws of hell. 
Amid this fearful trance a thund'ring ſound | 
He hears, and thrice the hollow decks rebound. 
Upſtarting from his couch, on deck he ſprung ; 
Thrice with ſhrill note the boatſwain's whiſtle rung. 
© All hands unmoor !* proclaims a boiſt'rous cry; 
© All hands unmoor!' the cavern'd rocks reply. 
Rouz'd from repoſe, aloft the ſailors ſwarm, 
And with their levers ſoon the windlaſs arm. 
The order giv'n, up-ſpringing with a bound, 


They lodge the bars, and wheel their engine round: 


Atev'ry turn the clanging pauls reſound. 
Uptorn, reluctant, from it's oozy cave, 
The ponderous anchor riſes o'er the wave. 
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Along their lippery maſts the yards aſcend, 


And high in air the canvas wings extend: 
Redoubling cords the lofty canvas guide, 
And thro? inextricable mazes glide. 


The lunar rays with long reflection gleam, 


To light the veſſel o'er the ſilver ſtream: 
Along the glaſſy plain ſerene ſhe glides, 
While azure radiance trembles on her ſides. 
From eaſt to north the tranſient breezes play, 


And in th' Egyptian quarter ſoon decay. 


A calm enſues; they dread th' adjacent ſhore ; : 


The boats, with rowers arm'd, are ſent before: 
With cordage faſten'd to the lofty prow, | 
Aloof to ſea the ſtately ſhip they tow. 


The nervous crew their ſweeping oars extend; 


And pealing ſhouts the ſhore of Candia rend. 
Succeſs attends their ſkill ; the danger s o'er 3 ; 
The port is doubled, and beheld no more. 


Now morn, her lamp, pale glimm'ring on the fight, 
Scatter'd before her van reluctant night. 


She comes not in refulgent pomp array'd, 

But ſternly frowning, wrapp'd in ſullen ſhade. 
Above incumbent vapours, Ida's height, 
Tremendous rock! emerges on the ſight. 
North-eaſt the guardian iſle of Standia lies, 
And weſtward, Freſchin's woody capes ariſe. 
With winning poſtures, now the wanton ſails 


Spread all their ſnares to charm th' inconſtant gales. 
The ſwelling ſtu'n-ſails now their wings extend, 


Then ſtay-ſails fidelong to the breeze aſcend ; 
While all to court the wand'ring breeze are plac? d.; 
With yards now thwarting, now obliquely brac d. 

The dim horizon louring vapours ſhroud, 
And blot the ſun yet ſtruggling in the cloud : 
Thro' the wide atmoſphere, condens'd with haze, 
His glaring orb emits a ſanguine blaze, 


88 


8 3, 464 on 2 * 4 P 
n R N K 
nnn ff n MP OTONL 
* * 8 8 1 e VA PFF * e * n - 8 
* ieee eee e Ee EE heane: 2. 
« SOS IEA eb ee SON e 


* r 
* we FACS: 


PPP 
. ͤ Ä 


be 


In bloody combat met, from age to age, 
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The pilots now their rules of art apply, 


The myſtick needle's devious aim to try. 
The compals plac'd to catch the riſing ray, 


The quadrant's ſhadows ſtadious they ſurvey | 
Along the arch the gradual index ſlides, 


While Phœbus down the vertick circle glides, | 


Now, ſeen on Ocean's utmoſt verge to ſwim, 


He ſweeps it vibrant with his nether limb. 
Their ſage experience thus explores the height 


And polar diſtance of the ſource of light : 


Then thro? the chiliads triple maze, they trace 


Th' analogy that proves the magnet's place. 
The wayward fteel, to truth thus reconcil'd; 


No more th' attentive pilot's eye beguil'd. 


The natives, while the ſhip departs the land; 3 


Aſhore with admiration gazing ſtand. 
| Majeſtically ſlow, before the breeze, 
In ſilent pomp ſhe marches on the ſeas. 
Her milk-white bottom calt a ſofter gleam, 
While trembling thro” the green tranſlucent ſtream: 


The wales, that cloſe above in contraſt ſhone, 
Claſp the long fabrick with a jetty zone. 
Britannia, riding awful on the prow, 


_ Gaz'd ver the vaſtal- wave that roll'd below: 


Where'er ſhe moy/d the vaſlal-waves were ſeen 


To yield obſequious and confeſs their queen. 
Th' imperial trident grac'd her dexter-hand, 
Of power to rule the ſurge, like Moſes? wand, 
Th' eternal empire of the main to keep, | 

And guide her ſquadrons o'er the trembling deep: ; 
Her left propitious bore a myſtick ſhield, 


Around whoſe margin rolls the wat'ry field. 
There her bold genius, in his floating car, 
O'er the wild billow hurls the ſtorm of war. 
And, lo! the beaſts that oft with jealous rage 
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Tam'd into union, yok'd in Friendſhip's chain, 
Draw his proud chariot round the vanquiſh'd main. 
From the broad margin to the center grew 


Shelves, rocks, and whirlpools, hideous to the view! 


Th' immortal ſhie!d from Neptune ſhe receiv'd, 
When firſt her head above the waters heav'd. 
Looſe floated o'er her limbs an azure veſt; 
A figur'd ſcutcheon glitter'd on her breaſt; 
There, from one parent-ſoil, for ever young, 
The blooming roſe and hardy thiſtle ſprung: 
Around her head an oaken wreathe was ſeen, 
Inwove with laurels of unfading green. 

Such was the ſculptur'd prow—from van to rear, 
Th' artillery frown'd, a black tremendous tier! 
Embalm'd with orient gum, above the wave, 
The ſwelling fides a yellow radiance gave. 

On the broad ſtern, a pencil warm and bold, 
That never ſervile rules of art controul'd, 

An allegorick tale on high portray'd, 

There a young hero, here a royal maid. 

Fair England's genius, in the youth expreſs'd, 
Her ancient foe, but now her friend confeſs'd, 
The warlike nymph with fond regard ſurvey'd : 
No more his hoſtile frown her heart diſmay'd. 

His look, that once ſhot terror from afar, 
Like young Alcides, or the god of war, 
Serene as ſummer's ev'ning ſkies ſhe ſaw ; 
Serene, yet firm; tho' mild, impreſſing awe. 
Her nervous arm, inur'd to toils ſevere, 
Brandiſh'd th' unconquer'd Caledonian ſpear. 
The dreadful faulchion of the hills ſhe wore, 
Sung to the harp in many a tale of yore, 
That oft her rivers dy'd with hoſtile gore. 
Blue was her rocky ſhield ; her piercing eye 
Flaſh'd, like the meteors of her native ſky. 
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The George, imblazon'd, on his corſelet ſhone, 
Faſt by his fide was ſeen a golden lyre, 
Pregnant with numbers of eternal fire; | 
| Whoſe ſtrings unlock the witches“ midnight "Rp 4 
Or waft rapt Fancy through the gulphs of hell. 43 
Struck with contagion, kindling Fancy hears TE 10 
The ſongs of Heav'n! the muſick of the ſpheres! il 


While on the ſea-beat ſhore obſequious ſtood, 9 
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Her creſt, high-plum'd, was rough with many a ſcar, _ 


And o'er her helmet gleam'd the northern ſtar: 


The warrior youth appear'd of noble frame; 
The hardy offspring of ſome Runick dame. 4 
Looſe o'er his ſhoulders hung the ſlacken'd bow, -- 


| Renown'ld in ſong, the terror of the foe! 


The ſword, that oft the barb'rous North defy'd, 
The ſcourge of tyrants! glitter'd by his ſide. 1 
Clad in refulgent arms, in battle won, V 


Borne on Newtonian wing through air ſhe flies, | wo” 


Where other ſuns to other ſyſtems riſe! h l 
Theſe front the ſcene conſpicuous—over head | U | 


Albion's proud oak his filial branches ſpread ; 


Beneath their feet, the father of the flood, 44 


Here, the bold native of her cliffs above, 6 10 0 
Perch'd by the martial maid the bird of Jove; 44.417 1 
There on the watch, ſagacious of his prey, | | — 
With eyes of fire, an Engliſh maſtiff lay. IF ; g 4 
Yonder fair Commerce ſtretch'd her winged ſail 5 | 4 L 
Here frown'd the god that wakes the living gale. fl 1 
High o'er the poop, the flattering winds unfurl'd | 4 9 
Th' imperial flag that rules the watery world. i 1 
| Deep-bluſhing armours all the tops inveſt ; 19 
And warlike trophies either quarter dreſs'd: a | ö 1 
Then tower'd the maſts; the canvas ſwell'd on high; | 1 | 
And waving ſtreamers floated in the A | i } 
Thus the rich veſſel moves in trim array, | 4 

| 


Like ſome fair virgin on her bridal day. 
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Thus, like a ſwan, ſhe cleaves the wat'ry plain * 
The pride and wonder of the Aegean main! 
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Where Peace and calm Contentment dwell ſerene! 

To me in vain, on earth's proliſick ſoil, 

With ſummer crown'd th' Elyſian vallies mile! 4 
To me thoſe happier ſcenes no joy impart, 
But tantalize with hope my aching heart. 

For theſe, alas! reluctant I forego, 

To viſit ſtorms and elements of woe! 

Ye tempeſts o'er my head congenial roll, 

To ſuit the mournful muſick of my foul! 

In black progreſſion, lo! they hover near: 
Hail, ſocial horrors; like my fate, ſevere ! 
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Old Ocean, hail; beneath whoſe azure zone 


The ſecret deep lies unexplor'd, unknown. 
Approach ye brave companions of the ſea, 
And fearleſs view this awful ſcene with me! 


Ve native guardians of your country's laws! 


Ye bold aſſertors of her ſacred cauſe ! 


The muſe invites you; judge if ſhe depart, 

Dnequal, from the precepts of your art. | 
In practice train'd, and conſcious of her pow'r, 
Her ſteps intrepid meet the trying hour. 


O'er the ſmooth boſom of the faithleſs tides, 


Propell'd by gentle gales, the veſſel glides. 
Rodmond exulting felt th' auſpicious wind, 
And by a myſtick charm it's aim confin'd. 

The thoughts of home, that o'er his fancy roll, 
With trembling joy dilate Palemon's ſoul: 
Hope lifts his heart, before whoſe vivid ray 
Diſtreſs recedes, and danger melts away. 


Already Britain's parent cliffs ariſe, 
And in idea greet his longing eyes! 


Each am'rous failor, too, with heart elate, 
Dwells on the beauties of his gentle mate. 


E'en they th' impreſſive dart of loye can feel, 
Whoſe ſtubborn ſouls are ſneath'd in triple ſteel: 


Nor leſs o'erjoy'd, perhaps with equal truth, 
Each faithful maid expects th” approaching youth, 


In diſtant boſoms equal ardours glow; . 


And mutual paſſions mutual joy beſtow. 


Tall Ida's ſummit now more diſtant grew, 


And Jove's high hill was riſing on the view; 


When, from the left approaching, they deſcry 
A liquid column towering ſhoot on high. 

The foaming baſe an angry whirlwind ſweeps, 
Where curling billows rouze the fearful deeps. 
Still round and round the fluid vortex flies, 


Scattering dun night and horror thro? the ſkies. 
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The fwift volution, and th' enormous train, 
Let fages vers'd in Nature's lore explain! 
The horrid apparition ſtill draws. nigh, - 
And white with foam the whirling furges fly! 
The guns were prim'd ; the veſſel northward veers 
Till her black battery on the column bears. 
The nitre fir'd; and while the dreadful found, 
Convulſive, ſhook the ſhumbering air around, 
The watery volume, trembling to the ſky, 
Burſt down a dreadful deluge from on high! 
Th' affrighted furge, recoiling as it fell, 
Rolling in hills diſclos'd th* abyſs of hell 
But ſoon, this tranſient undulation o'er, © 
| The ſea ſubſides, the whirlwinds rage no more. 
While ſouthward now th' increaſing breezes veer, 
Dark clouds incumbent on their wings appear. 5 
In front they view the conſecrated grove 
Of cypreſs, facred once to Cretan Jove; 
The thirſty canvas, all around ſupplied, 
Still drinks unquench'd the full arial tide: 
And now, approaching near the lofty ſtern, 
A ſhoal of ſportive dolphins they diſcern. + 
From burniſh'd ſcales they beam refulgent rays, 
Till all the glowing ocean feems to blaze. 
Soon to the ſport of death the crew repair, 
Part the long lance, or ſpread the baited ſnare. 
One, in redoubling mazes, wheels along, | 
And glides, unhappy ! near the triple prong. 
Rodmond unerring o'er his head fuſpends 
The barbed ſteel, and every turn attends; 
Unerring aim'd, the miſſile weapon flew, 
And, plunging, firack the fated victim thro'. 
Th upturning points his ponderous bulk ſuſtain; 
On deck he ſtruggles with convulſive pain. | 
But while his heart the fatal javelin thrills, | 
And flitting life — in ſanguine rills, e ö 
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What radiant changes firike the aſtoniſh'd ſight! 

What glowing hues of mingled ſhade and light! 

Not equal beauties gild the lucid weſt, 

With parting beams all o'er profuſely dreſs'd. 

Not lovelier colours paint the vernal dawn, 

When orient dews impearl th' enamell'd lawn, 

Than from his fides in bright ſuffuſion flow, 

That now with gold empyreal ſeem to glow; 

Now in pellucid ſapphires meet the view, 

And emulate the ſoft celeſtial hue "FS 

Now beam a flaming crimſon on the eye; 

And now aſſume the purple's deeper dye. 

But here deſcription clouds each ſhining ray; 
What terms of art can Nature's powers diſplay ! 

Now, while on high the freſli'ning gale ſhe feels, 

The ſhip beneath her lofty preſſure reels. 

Th' auxiliar fails, that court a gentle breeze, 

From their high ſtations ſink by flow degrees. 

The watchful ruler of the helm no more, 

With fix'd attention, eyes th' adjacent ſhore; 

But, by the oracle of truth below, 

The wond'rous magnet, guides the wayward prœw. 

The wind, that ſtill th' impreſſive canvas ſwell'd, 

Swift and more ſwift the yielding bark * d. 

Impatient thus ſhe glides along the coaſt, 

Till far behind the hill of Jove is lot : 

And while aloof from Retimo ſhe ſteers, 

| Malacha's foreland full in front appears. 

Wide o'er yon iſthmus ſtands the cypreſs-grove 

That once inclos'd the hallow'd fane of Jove. 

Here, too, memorial of his name! is found 

A tomb, in marble ruins on the ground. 

This gloomy tyrant, whoſe triumphant yoke 

The trembling ſtates around to flavery broke, 


Thro? Greece, for murder, rape, and inceſt known, 


1he Muſes rais'd to high Olympus“ throne, 
8 1 55 R r 
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The fwift volution, and th' enormous train, 
Let ſages vers'd in Nature's lore explain! 
The horrid apparition ſtill draws nigh, 
And white with foam the whirling furges fly! 
The guns were prim'd; the veſſel northward veers 
Till her black battery on the column bears. 
The nitre fir'd; and while the dreadful ſound, 
Convulſive, ſhook the ſhumbering air around, 
The watery volume, trembling to the ſky, 
Burſt down a dreadful deluge from on high ! 
Th' affrighted furge, recoiling as it fell, 
Rolling in hills diſclos'd th* abyſs of hell. 
But ſoon, this tranſient undulation o'er, 
The fea ſubſides, the whirlwinds rage no more. 
While ſouthward now th' increaſing breezes veer, 
Dark clouds incumbent on their wings appear. 1 
In front they view the conſecrated grove © 
Of cypreſs, ſacred once to Cretan Jove; 
The thirſty canvas, all around ſupplied, 
Still drinks unquench'd the full atrial tide: 
And now, approaching near the lofty ſtern, 
A fhoal of ſportive dolphins they diſcern. 
From burniſh'd ſcales they beam en rays. 
Till all the glowing ocean ſeems to blaze. 
Soon to the ſport of death the crew repair, - 
Dart the long lance, or fpread the baited ſnare. 
One, in redoubling mazes, wheels along, - | 
And glides, unhappy ! near the triple prong. 
Rodmond unerring o'er his head fuſpends 
The barbed ſteel, and every turn attend 
Unerring aim'd, the miſſile weapon flew, 
And, plunging, ſtruck the fated victim thro*. : | | 
Tb' upturning points his ponderous bulk ſuſtain; | | 
On deck he ſtruggles with convullive pain. eee 8 
But while his heart the fatal javelin 8 = 38 robe 
And fitting life eſcapes in ſanguine rills, 15 1 
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What radiant changes Arike th' aſtoniſh'd ſight! 
What glowing hues of mingled ſhade and light! 
Not equal beauties gild the lucid weſt, 

With parting beams all o'er profuſely dreſs'd. 


Not lovelier colours paint the vernal dawn, 


When orient dews impearl th' enamell'd lawn, 


Than from his ſides in bright ſuffuſion flow, 
That now with gold empyreal ſeem to glow; 
Now in pellucid ſapphires meet the view, 
And emulate the ſoft celeſtial hue; 

Now beam a flaming crimſon on the eye, 
And now afſume the purple's deeper dye. 


But here deſcription clouds each ſhining ray; 
What terms of art can Nature's powers diſplay ! 

Now, while on high the freſli'ning gale the feels, 
The ſhip beneath her lofty preſſure reels. 


TH auxiliar fails, that court a gentle breeze, 
From their high {tations ſink by ſlow degrees. 


The watchful ruler of the helm no more, 

With fix'd attention, eyes th' adjacent ſhore ; 

But, by the oracle of truth below, 

The wond'rous magnet, guides the wayward prow. 
The wind, that ſtill th' impreſſive canvas ſwell'd, 
Swift and more ſwift the yielding bark impell'd. 
Impatient thus ſhe glides along the coaſt, 

Till far behind the hill of Jove is loft : 


And while aloof from Retimo ſhe ſteers, 


Malacha's foreland full in front appears. 


Wide o'er yon iſthmus ſtands the cypreſs-grove 


That once inclos'd the hallow'd fane of Jove. 
Here, too, memorial of his name! 1s found 
A tomb, in marble ruins on the ground. 

This gloomy tyrant, whoſe triumphant yoke 
The trembling ſtates around to ſlavery broke, 


Thro' Greece, for murder, rape, and inceſt known, 
1 _ Muſes rais'd to high Olympus“ throne, 
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For oft, alas! their venal ſtrains adorn 


The prince, whom bluſhing Virtue holds in ſcorn, 
Still Rome and Greece record his endleſs fame, 
And hence yon mountain yet retains his name. 
But ſee! in confluence borne before the blaſt, 
Clouds roll'd on clouds the duſky noon o'ercaſt; 
The black'ning ocean curls; the winds ariſe ; 


And the dark ſcud in ſwift ſucceſſion flies. 


While the ſwoln canvas bends the maſts on high, 
Low in the wave the leeward cannon lie. 


The ſailors now, to give the ſhip relief, 
Reduce the topſails by a ſingle reef. 

Each lofty yard with ſlacken'd cordage reels, 
Rattle the creaking blocks, and ringing wheels. 
Down the tall maſts the top-ſails fink amain 


And, ſoon reduc'd, aſſume their poſt again. 
More diſtant grew receding Candia's ſhore; 


And ſouthward of the welt Cape Spado bore. 


Four hours the ſun his high meridian throne , 


Had left, and o'er Atlantick regions ſhone : 


Still blacker clouds, that all the ſkies invade, 


Draw o'er his ſullied orb a diſmal ſhade. 


A ſquall deep-louring, blots che ſouthern ſky, 
Before whoſe boiſt'rous breath the waters fly. 

It's weight the top-ſails can no more ſuſtain ; 
Reef top-fails, reef!* the boatſwain calls again. 
The haliards and top bow-lines ſoon are gone, 

To clue-lines and reef-tackles next they run : 
The ſhiv'ring fails deſcend ; and now they ſquare 
The yards, while ready ſailors mount in air. 
The weather: earings and the lee they paſs'd; 

The reefs enrolPd, and ev'ry point made faſt. 
Their taſk above thus finiſh'd, they deſcend, 


And vigilant th' approaching ſquall attend. 


It comes reſiſtleſs, and with foaming ſweep, of 
Upturns the whitening ſurface of the deep. 
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In ſuch a tempeſt, borne to deeds of death, 
The wayward ſiſters ſcour the blaſted heath. 
With ruin pregnant now the clouds impend, 
And ſtorm and cataract tumultuous blend. 
Deep on her ſide the reeling veſſel lies; 
Brail up the mizen, quick!” the maſter cries; 
Man the clue-garnets ! let the main-ſheet fly !* 
The boiſterous ſquall ſtill preſſes from on high, 
And ſwift and fatal as the lightning's courſe, 


Thro' the torn main-ſail burſts with thundering force, 


While the rent canvas flutter*d in the wind, 
Still on her flank the ſtooping bark inclin'd. 
Bear up the helm a-weather !' Rodmond cries; 
Swift, at the word, the helm a-weather flies, 
The prow with ſecret inſtin& veers apace ; 
And now the fore-ſail right athwart they brace: 
With equal ſheets reſtrain'd, the bellying ſail 
Spreads a broad concave to the ſweeping gale. 
While o'er the foam the ſhip impetuous flies, 
TH attentive timoneer the helm applies, 
As in purſuit along th' atrial way, 

With ardent eye the falcon marks his prey, 

| Each motion watches of the doubtful chace, 

| Obliquely wheeling thro” the liquid ſpace ; | 

Wy govern'd by the ſteerſman's s glowing hands, 
The regent helm her motion ſtill commands. 
But now, the tranſient ſquall to leeward paſt, 
Again ſhe rallies to the ſullen blaſt. 


The helm to ſtarboard turns; with wings inclin'd | 


The fidelong canvas claſps the faithleſs wind. 

The mizen draws; ſhe ſprings aloof once more, 

While the fore ſtay-ſail balances before. 

The fore-ſail brac'd obliquely to the wind, 

They near the prow th' extended tack canfin'd; 

Then on the leeward ſheet the ſeamen bend, 

And haul the bow-line to the bowſprit end. 
Rr 2 
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* top- ſails next they haſte; the bunt-lines. gone, 


The clue - lines thro? their wheel'd machinery run; 
On either ſide below the ſheets are mann'd; 
Again the fluttering fails their ſkirts expand. 
Once more the top-ſails, tho* with humbler plume, 
Mounting aloft, their ancient poſt reſume. 


Again the bow-lines and the yards are brac'd, 
And all th' entangled cords in order plac'd. _ 


The fail, by whirlwinds thus ſo lately rent, 
In tatter*d ruins fluttering is unbent; 
With brails refix*d another ſoon prepar'd, 


Aſcending, ſpreads along beneath the yard. 


To each yard, arm the head-rope they extend, 
And ſoon their earings and the roebins bend. 


That taſk perform'd, they firſt the braces flack, 
Then to it's ſtation drag th' unwilling tack ; 


And, while the lee clue-garnet's lower'd away, | 


Taught aft the ſheet, they tally and belay. 


| Now to the north, from Africk's burning ſhore, 


A troop of porpoiles their courſe explore; 


In curling wreathes they gambol on the tide, 
Now bound aloft, now down the billow glide. 
Their tracks awhile the hoary waves retain, 
That burn in ſparkling trails along the main. 


Theſe fleeteſt courſers of the finny race, 
When threatning clouds th“ ætherial vault deface, 
Their route to leeward ſtill ſagacious, form, 


To ſhun the fury of th' approaching ſtorm. 
Fair Candia now no more, beneath her lee, 


protects the veſſel from th' inſulting ſea: 


Round her broad arms, impatient of controul, , 140 
Rouz'd from their ſecret deeps the billows roll, 
Sunk were the bulwarks of the friendly ſnore, 
And all the ſcene an hoſtile aſpe& wore. + 
The flatt'ring wind, that late with promis'd aid, Ty 


From Candia's bay th' unwilling ſhip betray'd, 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY, 317 

No longer fawns beneath the fair diſguiſe, 
But, like a ruffian, on his quarry flies. 
Toſs'd on the tide ſhe feels the tempeſt blow, 
And dreads the vengeance of ſo fell a foe, 

As the proud horſe, with coſtly trappings gay, 
_ Exulting prances to the bloody fray, > | Ti 

Spurning the ground, he glories in his might, 1 
But reels tumultuous in the ſhock of fight: | 
E'en fo, capariſon'd in gaudy pride, 

The bounding veſſel dances on the tide. 
Fierce and more fierce the ſouthern dæmon blew, 
And more incens'd the roaring waters grew. 
The ſhip no longer can her top-ſails ſpread ; 1 
And ev'ry hope of fairer ſkies is fled. — 
 Bow-lines and haliards are relax'd again; HED — 
Clue-lines haul'd down, and ſheets let fly amain; 


Clu'd up each top-fail, and by braces ſquar'd; | . 
The ſeamen climb aloft on either yarxd. N | | 
They furl'd the ſail, and pointed to the wind itt 
The yard, by rolling tackles then confin'd. . ne 


While o'er the ſhip the gallant boatſwain flies, 
Like a hoarſe maſtiff thro' the ſtorm he cries : | er 
Prompt to direct th' unſkilful ſtill appears; q 1 
Th' expert he praiſes, and the fearful chears. 
Now ſome to ſtrike top-gallant yards attend; 


Some travellers up the weather back-ſtays ſend; . ; 1 
At each maſt-head the top-ropes others bend. 0 u 
The youngeſt ſailors, from the yards above. EE. 
Their parrels, lifts, and braces, ſoon remove; | | 1 
Then topp'd an-end, and to the travellers tied, 955 1 
Charg'd with their fails, they down the back-ſtays lide. i { l 
The yards ſecure along the booms reclin'd, 1 
While ſome the flying cords aloft confin'd. | „ 
Their ſails reduc'd, and all the rigging clear, 5 1 
A while the crew relax from toils ſeyere. e | 


A while 8 
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A while their ſpirits, with fatigue oppreſs'd, 
In vain expect th' alternate hour of reſt : 

But with redoubling force the tempeſts blow, 

And watery hills in fell ſucceſſion flow. 

A diſmal ſhade ofercaſts the frowning ſkies ; 
New troubles grow, new difficulties riſe. 

No ſeaſon this from duty to deſcend! _ 
All hands on deck th? eventual hour attend. 
His race perform'd, the ſacred lamp of day 
Now dipp'd in weſtern clouds his parting ray. 
His fickening fires, half loſt in ambient haze, 
Refratt along the duſk a crimſon blaze; 
Till deep immerg'd the languid orb declines, 

And now to chearleſs Night the ſky reſigns! 

Sad evening's hour, how different from the paſt! 
No flaming pomp, no bluſhing glories caſt, 

No ray of friendly light is ſeen around: 

The moon and ftars in hopeleſs ſhade are drown'd. 
The ſhip no longer can her courſes bear; 

To reef the courſes is the maſter's care: 
The ſailors ſummon'd aft, a daring band! 
Attend th' enfolding brails at his command. 
But here the doubtful officers diſpute, 
Till {ill and judgment prejudice confute. 

Rodmond, whoſe genius never ſoar'd beyond 

The narrow rules of art his youth had conn'd, 

Still to the hoſtile fury of the wind 5 

Releas'd the ſheet, and kept the tack confin'd. 
To long- tried practice obſtinately warm, 

He doubts conviction, and relies on form. 

But the ſage maſter this advice declines; 

With whom Arion in opinion joins. 

The watchful ſeaman, whoſe ſagacious eye 

On ſure experience may with truth rely, 

Who from the reigning cauſe foretels th' effect, 
This barb'rous practice ever will reject: 
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For, fluttering looſe in air, the rigid fail 


Soon flits to ruins in the furious gale; 
And he who ſtrives the tempeſt to difarm, 
Will never firſt embrail the lee yard-arm. 
The maſter ſaid—obedient to command, 


To raiſe the tack, the ready ſailors ſtand, 


Gradual it looſens, while th' involving clue, 
SwelPd by the wind, aloft unruffling flew, 
The ſheer and weather-brace they now ſand by; 
The lee clue-garnet and the bunt-lines ply. 


Thus all prepar'd, Let go the ſheet!“ he cries; 


Impetuous round the ringing wheels it flies; 


Shivering at firſt, till by the blaſt impell'd, 
High o'er the lee yard-arm the canvas ſwell'd: 


By ſpilling-lines embrac'd, with brails confin'd, 


It lies at length unſhaken by the Wind. 
The fore-ſail then ſecur'd with equal care, 


Again to reef the main-ſail they repair. 
While ſome high- mounted over-haul the tye, 


Below the down-haul-tackle othery ply. 


Jears, lifts, and brails, a ſeaman each attends, 
Along the maſt the willing yard deſcends, 
When lower'd ſufficient they ſecurely brace, 
And fix the rolling tackle in it's place; 


The reef-lines and their earings now prepar'd, 
Mounting on pliant ſhrouds; they man the yard. 


Far on th' extremes two able hands appear; 
Arion there, the hardy boatſwain here: 

That in the van to front the tempeſt hung; 
This round the lee yard-arm, ill omen'd! clung. 


Each earing to it's ſtation firſt they bend; 


The reef-band then along the yard extend : 


The circling earings, round th' extremes entwin'd, 


By outer and by inner turns they bind, 


From hand to hand the reef-lines next receiv'd, 


Thro' eye-let holes and roebin · legs were reev'd. 
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The reef i in double folds involy'd they lay; 
Strain the firm cord, and either end belay. 
 Hadft thou, Arion! held the leeward poſt, 
While on the yard by mountain billows toſs'd, 
Perhaps oblivion o'er our tragick tale, 
Had then for ever drawn her duſky veil; 
But ruling Heaven prolong'd thy vital date, 
Severer ills to ſuffer and relate! 
For, while their orders thoſe aloft attend, 

To furl the mainſail, or on deck deſcend; 

A ſea, up-ſurging with tremendous roll, 

To inftant ruin ſeems to doom the whole. 

O friends, ſecure your hold !* Arion cries; _ 
It comes all dreadful, ſtooping from the ſkies !” 
plifted on it's horrid edge, ſhe feels 0 
The ſhock, and on her fide half-bury'd reels: 
The fail, half-hury'd in the whelming wave, 
A fearful warning to the ſeamen gave; 
While from it's margin, terrible to tell ! 
Three ſailors with their gallant boatſwain fell : 
Torn with reſiſtleſs fury from their hold, 
In vain their ſtruggling arms the yard infold: 
In vain to grapple, flying cords they try; 
The cords, alas! a ſolid gripe deny. 
Prone on the midnight ſurge, with panting breath 
They cry for aid, and long contend with death. 
High o'er their heads the rolling billows ſweep, 
And down they ſink in everlaſting ſleep! 
Bereft of power to help, their comrades ſee 
The wretched victims die beneath the lee; 
With fruitleſs ſorrow their loſt tate bemoan ; 
Perhaps a fatal prelude to their own! 

In dark ſuſpenſe on deck the pilots ſtand, 
Nor can determine on the next command. 
Tho' ftill they knew the veſſel's armed fide 
Impenetrable to the claſping tide ; 


— — —ñ— — —iUã—— — CE — 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 321 


| Tho? ſtill the waters, by no ſecret wound, 

A paſſage to her deep receſſes found; 
Surrounding evils yet they ponder o'er, 
A ſtorm, a dangerous ſea; and leeward ſhore! 
Should they, tho? reef'd, again their ſails extend, 
Again in flutt'ring fragments they may rend; 

Or ſhould they ſtand beneath the dreadful ſtrain, 
The down-preſs'd ſhip may never riſe again; ; 

Too late to weather now Morea's land; ' 
Yet verging faſt to Athens' rocky ſtrand, 

Thus they lament the conſequence ſevere, 

Where perils, unallay'd by hope, appear. 

Long in their minds revolving each event, 

At laft to furl the courſes they conſent. 

That done, to reef the mizen next agree, 
And try beneath it, ſidelong in the ſea.  -, | 

Now down the maſt the ſloping yard declin'd, ; 
Till by the jears and topping-lift confin'd. 
The head, with doubling canvas fenc'd around, 
In balance, near the lofty peek, they bound.' 

The reef enwrapp'd, th' inſerted knittles ty'd, 
To hoiſt the ſhorten'd ſail again they hy*d. 
The order given, the yard aloft they ſway'd ; 
The brails relax'd, th' extended ſheet belay'd. | 
The helm it's poſt forſook, and, laſh'd a-lee, - 
Inclin'd the wayward. prow to front the ſea. 

When ſacred Orpheus, on the Stygian coaſt, Le e 
With notes divine implor'd his conſort loſt ;; 
Tho? round him perils grew in fell array, 

And fates and furies ſtood to bar his way; 

Not more advent'rous was th' attempt to move 

The powers of hell, with ſtrains of heav'nly love, 

Than mine, to bid th' unwilling Muſe explore 

The wilderneſs of rude mechanick lore. _ r 

Such toil th' unwearied Dædalus endur'd, 

When i in the Cretan labyrinth immur'd ; 1 
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Till Art her falutary. help beſtow'd, 
To guide him thro” that intricate abode. 


Thus, long entangled in a thorny way, 


hat never heard the ſweet Pierian lay, 
The Muſe, that tun'd to barb'rous ſounds her firing, 


Now ſpreads, like Dzdalus, a bolder wing ; 


The verſe begins in ſofter ſtrains to flow, 


8 16 with ſad variety of woe. 

As yet, amid this elemental war, 
'That ſcatters deſolation from afar, 
Nor toil, nor hazard, nor diſtreſs appear 


To ſink the ſeamen with unmanly fear. 
| Tho? their firm hearts no pageant honour boaſt, 
They ſcorn the wretch that trembles in his poſt. 
Who from the face of danger ſtrives to turn, 
| Indignant from the ſocial hour they ſpurn. 
Tho' now full oft they felt the raging tide, 


In proud rebellion climb the veſſel's ſide, 
No future ills unknown their ſouls appall ; 


They know no danger, or they ſcorn it all! 
But e'en the gen'rous ſpirits of the brave, 


Subdu'd by toil, a friendly reſpite crave; 
A ſhort repoſe alone their thoughts implore, 


Their harraſs'd powers by ſlumber to reſtore. 


Far other cares the maſter's mind employ ; 
Approaching perils all his hopes deſtroy, 


In vain he ſpreads the graduated chart, 


And bounds the diſtance by the rules of art! 
In vain athwart the mimick ſeas expands 
The compaſffes to circumjacent lands, 
Ungrateful taſk | for no aſylum trac'd, 

A paſſage open'd from the wat'ry waſte, 
Fate ſeem'd to guard, with adamantine mound, 
The path to ev'ry friendly port around. 
While Albert thus, with ſecret doubts dilmay d, 


The geometrick diſtances ſurvey d, 
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On deck, th watchful Rodmond cries TTY 


Secure your lives! graſp ev'ry man a ſhroud!' 


Rouz'd from his trance, he mounts with eyes aghaſt ; 


When o'er the ſhip, in undulation vaſt, 
A giant ſurge down-ruſhes from on high, 


And fore and aft diſſever'd ruins lie. 


As when, Britannia's empire to maintain, 
Great Hawke deſcends in thunder on the main; 


Around the brazen voice of battle roars, 


And fatal lightnings blaſt the hoſtile ſnores; 
Beneath the ſtorm their ſhatter'd navies groan 
The trembling deeps recoil from zone to zone. 
Thus the torn veſſel felt th* enormous ſtroke ; 
The boats beneath the thundering deluge broke : 


Forth ſtarted from their planks the burſting , 
Th' extended cordage all aſunder ſprings. _ 
The pilot's fair machinery ſtrews the deck, 

And cards and needles ſwim in floating wreck. 
The balanc'd mizen, rending to the head, 


In ſtreaming ruins from the margin fled: 

The ſides convulſive ſnook on groaning beams, 
And, rent with labour, yawn'd the pitchy ſeams. 
They ſound the well, and, terrible to hear! 


Five feet immers'd along the line appear. 
At either pump they ply the clanking brake, 


And, turn by turn, th? ungrateful office take. | 
Rodmond, Arion, and Palemon here, 

At this ſad taſk, all diligent appear; 

As ſome fair caſtle, ſhook by rude alarms, 


5 Oppoſes long th” approach of hoſtile arms; 5 
Grim War around her plants his black array, 


And Death and Sorrow mark his horrid way; 

Till in ſome deſtin'd hour, againſt her wall, 

In tenfold rage the fatal thunders fall: — 

The ramparts crack ; the ſolid bulwarks rend; 

And hoſtile troops the ſhatter d breach aſcend. e 
t Her 
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Her valiant inmates ſtill the foe retard, 
Reſolv'd till death their ſacred charge to guard. 
So the brave mariners their pumps attend, 
And help inceſſant, by rotation lend; 

But all in vain—for now the ſounding cord, 

_ Updrawn, an undiminiſh'd depth explor'd. 
Nor this ſevere diſtreſs is found alone ; 

The ribs oppreſs'd by pond*rous cannon groan. 
Deep rolling from the wat'ry volume's height, 
The tortur'd ſides ſeem burſting with their weight. 
So reels Pelorus, with convulſive throes, - | 
When in his veins the burning earthquake glows ; 
 Hoarſe thro? his entrails roars th' infernal flame, 
And central thunders rend his groaning frame: 
Accumulated miſchiefs thus ariſe, : 

And Fate, vindictive, all their {kill defies. 

One only remedy the ſeaſon gave ; 

To plunge the nerves of battle in the wave: 

From their high platforms thus th” artillery thrown, 

Eas'd of their load, the timbers leſs ſhall groan. 

But arduous is the taſk their lot requires; 

A taſk that hovering Fate alone inſpires } 

For, while intent the yawning decks to eaſe, 

That ever and anon are drench'd with ſeas, 

Some fatal billow, with recoiling ſweep, 

May whirl the helpleſs wretches in the deep. 
No ſeaſon this for counſel or delay! 

Too ſoon th? eventful moments haſte away! _ 

Here Perſeverance, with each help of Art, 

Mult join the boldeſt efforts of the heart. 

Theſe only now their mis'ry can relieve ; - 

Theſe only now a dawn of ſafety give! 

While o'er the quivering deck, from van to rear, 

Broad ſurges roll in terrible career, 

Rodmond, Arion, and a choſen crew, 

'This office in the face of death purſue, 
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The wheel'd artillery o'er the deck to guide, 

Rodmond deſcending claim'd the weather-ſide. 

Fearleſs of heart the chief his orders ve 

Fronting the rude aſſaults of ev'ry wave. 

Like ſome ſtrong watch-tower nodding o'er the deep, 

Whoſe rocky baſe the foaming waters ſweep, 

Untam'd he ſtood ; the ſtern aerial war 

Had mark'd his honeſt face with many a ſcar. 

Meanwhile Arion, traverſing the waiſt, 

The cordage of the leeward guns unbrac'd, 

And pointed crows beneath the metal plac'd. 

Watching the roll, their forelocks they withdrew, 

And from their beds the reeling canon threw. - 

'Then, from the windward battlements unbound, | 

 Rodmond's aſſociates wheel'd th' artillery round; 

Pointed with iron fangs, their bars beguile | 

The pond'rous arms acroſs the ſteep defile ; 

'Then, hurl'd from ſounding hinges o'er the ſide, 

Thundering they plunge into the flaſhing tide. 
The ſhip, thus eas'd, ſome little reſpite finds, 

In this rude conflict of the ſeas and winds. 

Such eaſe Alcides felt when clogg'd with gore, 

Th' envenom'd mantle from his fide he tore 

When, ſtung with burning pain, he ſtrove too late 

To ſtop the ſwift career of cruel Fate. 

Yet then his heart one ray of hope procur'd, 

Sad harbinger of ſeyenfold pangs endur'd! 

Such, and ſo ſhort, the pauſe of woe ſhe found! 

_ Cimmerian darkneſs ſhades the deep around, 

Save when the lightnings gleaming on the fight, 
Flaſh thro' the gloom a pale diſaſt'rous light. 

Above all zther, fraught with ſcenes of woe, 

With grim deſtruction threatens all below. 

Beneath the ſtorm-laſh'd ſurges furious riſe, 

And wave, uproll'd on wave, aſſails the ſkies, 
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| With ever-floating bulwarks they ſurround 
The ſhip, half ſwallow'd in the black profound! 
| With ceaſeleſs hazard and fatigue oppreſs'd, 
| Diſmay and anguiſh ev'ry heart poſleſs'd ; 
For, while with boundleſs inundation o'er 
The ſea-beat ſhip th' involving waters roar, 
Diſplac'd beneath by her capacious womb, 
They rage, their ancient ſtation to reſume z 
By ſecret ambuſhes, their force to prove, 
T hro' many a winding channel firſt they rove 
Till, gathering fury, like the fever'd blood, 
Thro' her dark veins they roll a rapid flood, 
While unrelenting thus the leaks they found, 
The pumps with ever-clanking firokes reſound. 
Around each leaping valve, by toil ſubdu'd, 
The tough bull-hide muſt ever be renew'd: 
Their linking hearts unuſual horrors chill, 
And down their weary limbs thick dews diſtill. 
No ray of light their dying hope redeems! 
Pregnant with ſome new woe each moment teems! 
Again the chief th” inſtructive draught extends, 
And o'er the figur'd plain attentive bends; 
To him the motion of each orb was known, 
That wheels around the ſun's refulgent throne : 
But here, alas! his ſeience nought avails! 
Art droops unequal, and experience fails. 
The different traverſes, fince twilight made, 
He on the hydrographick circle laid; 
Then the broad angle of lee-way explor'd, 
As ſwept acroſs the graduated chord. | 
Her place diſcover'd by the rules of art, 
Unuſual terrors ſhook the maſter's heart; 
When Falconera's rugged iſle he found, 
Within her drift, with ſhelves and breakers bound; 
For, if on thoſe deſtructive ſhallows toſs'd,  . 
Fhe helpleſs bark with all her crew are loſt; 
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As fatal ſtill appears, that dan ger o'er, 
The ſteep St. George, and rocky Gardalor. 
With him the pilots of their hopeleſs ſtate, 


In mournful conſultation now debate. 


Not more perplexing doubts her chiefs appall, 
When ſome proud city verges to her fall 
While Ruin glares around, and pale Aﬀright 


Convenes her councils in the dead of night. 


No blazon'd trophies o'er their concave ſpread, 


Nor ſtoried pillars rais'd aloft the head; 


But here the queen of ſhade around them threw 
Her dragon-wing, diſaſt'rous to the view ! L 
Dire was the ſcene, with whirlwind, hail, and ſhower; - 


Black melancholy rul'd the fearful hour! 
Beneath tremendous roll'd the flaſhing tide, 
Where fate on every billow ſeem'd to ride. 
Inclos'd with ills, by peril unſubdu'd, 


Great in diſtreſs the maſter-ſeaman ſtood: 


_ SkilPd to command, deliberate to adviſe ; 


Expert in action, and in council wiſe; 2 
Thus to his partners, by the crew unheard, 
The dictates of his ſoul the chief referr'd. 

Ve faithful mates, who all my troubles ſhare, 
* Approv'd companions of your maſter's care! 
© To you, alas! *twere fruitleſs now to tell Sin 
© Our fad diſtreſs, already known too well! ; 
© This morn, with-favouring gales, the port we left, 
© Tho? now of every flattering hope bereft : 


No ſkill, nor long experience, could forecaſt - 


© 'Th' unſeen approach of this deſtructive blaſt. 

© Theſe ſeas, where ftorms at various ſeaſons blow, 

© No reigning winds nor certain omens know. 

© The hour, th' occaſion, all your {ill demands; 

© A leaky ſhip embay'd by dangerous lands. 

Our bark no tranſient jeopardy ſurrounds; | 

* Groaning ſhe lies, beneath unnumber'd wounds. THOSE 
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is ours the doubtful remedy to find; 


To ſhun the fury of the ſeas and wind; 

For in this hollow ſwell, with labour ſore, 

Her flank can bear the burſting floods no more: 
Yet this or other ills ſhe muſt endure; 


A dire diſeaſe, and deſperate is the cure! 


Thus two expedients offer'd to your choice, 


Alone require your counſel and your voice. 
Theſe only in our power are left to try ; 


To periſh here, or from the ſtorm to fly. 


The doubtful balance in my Judgment caſt, 


For various reaſons I prefer the laſt, 
"Tis true, the veſſel and her coſtly freight, 


To me conſign'd, my orders only wait; 


Yet, ſince the charge of every life 1s mine, 


To equal votes our counſels I reſign ;. 


Forbid it, Heaven! that, in this Jrendful hour, 


I claim the dangerous reins of purblind power! 
But ſhould we now reſolve to bear away, 


Our hopeleſs ſtate can ſuffer no delay. 


Nor can we, thus bereft of every fail, 
Attempt to ſteer obliquely on the gale. 


For then, if broaching ſideward to the ſea, 


Our dropſy'd ſhip may founder by the lee: 
No more obedient to the pilot's power, 


Th' o'erwhelming wave may ſoon her frame devour,” 
He faid ; the liſtening mates with fix'd regard, 


And ſilent reverence, his opinion heard. 
Important was the queſtion in debate, 
And o'er their counſels hung impending fate. 
Rodmond, in many a ſcene of peril try'd, 
Had oft the maſter's happier ſkill deſcry'd. 
Yet now, the hour, the ſcene, th' occaſion known, 
Perhaps with equal right, preferr'd his own, 
Of long experience in the naval art, | 
Blunt was his {| phecky and naked was his heart; 
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Alike to kim each climate and each blaſt; 
The firſt in danger, in retreat the laſt: 
Sagacious balancing th' oppos'd events, 
From Albert his opinion thus diſſents. 
Too true the perils of the preſent hour, 
Where toils, ſucceeding toils, our ſtrength o erpower ! 
© Yet, whither can we turn, what road purſue, 
With death before ſtill op'ning on the view? 
Our bark, tis true, no ſhelter here can find, 
* Sore ſhatter'd by the ruffian ſeas and wind. 
{| © Yet with what hope of refuge can we flee, 
| © Chac'd by this tempeſt and outrageous ſea ? 
; For while it's violence the tempeſt keeps, 
| © Bereft of ev'ry ſail, we roam the deeps : 
| © At.random driven, to preſent death we haſte; 
And one ſhort hour, perhaps, may be our laſt. 
In vain the gulf of Corinth, on our lee, 
Now opens to her ports a paſſage free; 
| © Since, if before the blaſt the veſſel flies, 
Full in her track unnumber'd dangers riſe. 
Here Falconera ſpreads her lurking ſnares; 
There diftant Greece her rugged ſhelfs prepares: 
Should once her bottom ſtrike that rocky ſhore, 
* The ſplitting bark that inſtant were no more; 
© Nor ſhe alone, but with her all the crew, 
Beyond relief, were doom'd to periſh too. 
© Thus if to ſcud too raſhly we conſent, 
Too late in fatal hour we may repent. 
Then of our purpoſe this appears the ſcope, 
To weigh the danger with the doubtful hope. 
* Tho? ſorely buffeted by every ſea, 
Our hull unbroken, long may try a-lee. 
The crew, tho? harraſs'd long with toils ſevere, 
* Still at their pumps perceive no hazards near. 
Shall we, incautious, then, the danger tell, 
At once their courage and their hope to quell? 


Tt © Prudence 
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Prudence forbids | This ſouthern tempeſt ſoon _ 
May change it's quarter with the changing moon. 
It's rage, tho? terrible, may ſoon ſubſide, 

Nor into mountains laſh th? unruly tide. | 
© Theſe leaks ſhall then decreaſe; the ſails once more 


Direct our courſe to ſome relieving ſhore.? 


Thus while he ſpoke, around from man to man, 
At either pump a hollow murmur ran. 
For while the veſſel, thro' unn umber'd ian, 


Above, below, th' invading waters drinks, 
Sounding her depth, they ey'd the wetted ſcale, 
And, lo! the leaks o'er all their powers prevail. 
Yet in their poſt, by terrors unſubdu'd, 

They with redoubling force their taſk purſu'd. 


And now the ſenior-pilots ſeem'd to wait 
Arion's voice to cloſe the dark debate. 
Tho? many a bitter ſtorm, with peril fraught, 


In Neptune's ſchool the wandering ſtrippling taught, 


Not twice nine ſummers yet matur'd his thought, 
So oft he bled by Fortune's cruel dart, 
It fell at laſt innoxious on his heart. 


His mind Rill ſhunning care with ſecret hate, 
In patient indolence reſign'd to fate, 


But now the horrors that around him roll, 


Thus rouz'd to action his rekindling foul. 


« With fix'd attention, pond”ring in my mind 
© The dark diſtreſſes on each fide combin'd ; 
While here we linger in the paſs of fate, 
© I ſee no moment left for ſad debate. 

For, ſome deciſion if we wiſh to form, 

© Fre yet our veſlel ſink beneath the ſtorm, 
Her ſhatter'd ſtate, and yon deſponding crew, 
At once ſuggeſt what meaſures to purſue, 

© The labouring hull already ſeems half fill'd 
With waters, thro? an hundred leaks diftill'd ; 
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As in a dropſy, wallowing with her freight, 
Half-drown'd ſhe lies, a dead inactive weight! 
Thus, drench'd by every wave, her riven deck, 
Stripp'd and defenceleſs, floats a naked wreck; 
Her wounded flanks no longer can ſuſtain 
Theſe fell invaſions of the burſting main. 
At every pitch, th' o' erwhelming billows bend, 
Beneath their load, the quiv'ring bowſprit- end. 
A fearful warning ! ſince the maſts on high, 
On that ſupport, with trembling hope rely. 
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At either pump our ſeamen pant for breath, 

In dark diſmay anticipating death; _ 

Still all our powers th' increaſing leaks defy: 

We ſink at ſea, no ſhore, no haven nigh. 

One dawn of hope yet breaks athwart the gloom, 

To light and fave us from the watery tomb, 

* That bids us ſhun the death impending here, 
Fly from the following blaſt, and ſhoreward ſteer, 

© ”Tis urg'd indeed; the fury of the gale 

© Precludes the help of every guiding ſail; 

© And driven before it on the watery waſte, 

© To rocky ſhores and ſcenes of death we haſte. 

* But haply Falconera we may ſhun; 

And far to Grecian coaſts is yet the run: 

Leſs harraſs'd then, our ſcudding ſhip may bear 

_ © TI aſſaulting ſurge repell'd upon her rear; 

Even then the wearied ſtorm as ſoon ſhall die, 

Or leſs torment the groaning pines on high. 

Should we at laſt be driven by dire decree, 3 

* Too near the fatal margin of the fea, 5 ey 

The hull diſmaſted there awhile may ride, 5 

With lengthen'd cables, on the raging tide. 

Perhaps kind Heaven, with interpoſing power, 0 

* May curb the tempeſt ere that dreadful hour; — — 

But here ingulf'd and foundering while we ſtay, 

Fate hovers o'er and marks us for her prey.” — 
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He ſaid; Palemon ſaw, with grief of heart, 
The ſtorm prevailing o'er the pilot's art: 


In filent terror and diſtreſs involv'd, 


He heard their laſt alternative reſolv'd. _ 
High beat his boſom ; with ſuch fear ſubdu'd, 
Beneath the gloom of ſome inchanted wood, 
Oft in old time, the wandering ſwain explor'd 


The midnight wizards, breathing rites abhorr'd: 


Trembling approach?d, their incantations fell, 


And, child with horror, heard the ſongs of hell. 
Arion ſaw, with ſecret anguiſh mov'd, 


The deep affliction of the friend he lov'd; 


And, all awake to Friendſhip's genial heat, 
His boſom felt conſenting tumults beat. 


Alas! no ſeaſon this for tender love; 

Far hence the muſick of the myrtle grove ! 

With Comfort's ſoothing voice, from Hope deriv'd, 
Palemon's drooping ſpirit he reviv'd; : | 
For conſolation, oft with healing art, 

Retunes the jarring numbers of the heart. 

Now had the pilots all th? events revoly'd, 


And on their final refuge thus reſolv'd. 


When, like the faithful ſhepherd, who beholds 
Some prowling wolf approach his fleecy folds; 
To the brave crew, whom racking doubts perplex, 
The dreadful purpoſe Albert thus directs. 

1 Unhappy partners in a wayward fate, | 
Whoſe gallant ſpirits now are known too late; 
Ye, who, unmov'd, behold this angry ftorm 
With terrors all the rolling deep deform; ; 
Who, patient in adverſity, ſtill bear 

The firmeſt front when greateſt ills are near! 
The truth, tho? grievous, I muſt now reveal, 
That long, i in vain, I purpos'd to conceal. 

0 Ingulf'd, all helps of art we vainly try, 

6 $i. 0 weather leeward ſhores, alas : too nigh. 
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Our crazy bark no longer can abide 

The ſeas that thunder o'er her batter'd fide : 
And, while the leaks a fatal warning give, 
That in this raging ſea ſhe cannot live, 


One only refuge from deſpair we find; 


At once to wear and ſcud before the wind. 
Perhaps e'en then to ruin we may ſteer, 


For broken ſhores beneath our lee appear; 


But that's remote, and inſtant death is here : 
Yet there, by Heaven's aſſiſtance, we may gain 


Some creek or inlet of the Grecian main; 


Or, ſhelter'd by ſome rock, at anchor ride, 
Till, with abating rage, the blaſt ſubſide. - 
© But if, determin'd by the will of Heaven, 
Our helpleſs bark at laſt, aſhore is driven, 


Theſe counſels follow'd, from the wat'ry grave 
Our floating ſailors in the ſurf may ſave. 


And firſt let all our axes be ſecur'd, 

To cut the maſts and rigging from aboard. 
Then to the quarters bind each plank and oar, 
To float between the veſſel and the ſhore. 

The longeſt cordage too muſt be convey'd 

On deck, and to the weather-rails belay'd. 
So they, who haply reach alive the land, 

Th extended lines may faſten on the ſtrand. 


Whene'er, loud thund'ring on the leeward ſhore, 
While yet aloof we hear the breakers roar. 


Thus for the terrible event prepar'd, 

Brace fore and aft to ſtarboard every yard : 

So ſhall our maſts ſwim lighter on the wave, 
And from the broken rocks our ſeamen fave. 
Ihen weſtward turn the ſtem, that every maſt 
May ſhoreward fall, when from the veſlel caſt, 
When o'er her ſide once more the billows bone; 
* Aſcend the rigging till ſhe ſtrikes the ene 
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* And when you hear aloft th' alarming ſhock 
That ſtrikes her bottom on ſome pointed rock, 
© The boldeſt of our ſailors muſt deſcend, 
The dangerous buſineſs of the deck to tend; 
Then each, ſecur'd by ſome convenient cord, 
should cut the ſhrouds and rigging from the board. 
Let the broad axes next aſſail each maſt; | 
© And booms, and oars, and rafts, to leeward caſt. 
© Thus, while the cordage, ſtretch'd aſhore, may guide 
Our brave companions thro? the ſwelling tide, _ 
This floating lumber ſhall ſuſtain them o'er 
© The rocky ſhelves, in ſafety to the ſhore. 
But as your firmeſt ſuccour, till the laſt, 
O cling ſecurely on each faithful maſt! 
© 'Tho' great the danger, and the taſk ſevere, 
Vet bow not to the tyranny of fear! 
If once that ſlaviſh yoke your ſpirits quell, 
Adieu to hope, to life itſelf farewel ! 
I know, among you, ſome full oft have view'd, 
With murdering weapons arm'd, a lawleſs brood, 
* On England's vile inhuman ſhore, who ſtand 
The foul reproach and ſcandal of our land, 
© To rob the wanderers, wreck'd upon the ſtrand! 
Theſe, while their ſavage office they purſue, 
Oft wound ta death the helpleſs plunder'd crew, | 
Who, ſcap'd from every horror of the main, 
Implor'd their mercy, but implor'd in vain. 
But dread not this !—a crime to Greece unknown! * 
Such blood-hounds all her circling ſhores diſown ; | 
Her ſons, by barbarous tyranny oppreſs'd, _ 
Can ſhare affliction with the wretch diſtreſs'd: 
Their hearts, by cruel Fate inur'd to grief, 
Ofri to the friendleſs ſtranger yield relief.” 
With conſcious horror ſtruck, the naval band, 
Deteſted for a while their native land. 
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They curs'd the ſleeping vengeance of the laws, 
That thus forgot her guardian failor's cauſe, 
Meanwhile the maſter's voice again they heard, 
Whom, as with filial duty, all rever'd. 
No more remains—but now a truſty band 
© Muftever at the pump induſtrious ſtand; © 
And while with us the reſt attend to wear, 
Two ſkilful ſeamen to the helm repair !— 
O ſource of life! our refuge and our ſtay! 
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Whole voice the warring elements obey, 

On thy ſupreme aſſiſtance we rely: 

Thy mercy ſupplicate, if doom'd to die! 
Perhaps this ſtorm is ſent, with healing breath, 
From neighbouring ſhores to ſcourge diſeaſe and death! | 
© *T1s ours on thine unerring laws to truſt. 
With thee, great Lord! whatever is, is juſt.” 
He faid; and with conſenting reverence fraught, 
The ſailors join'd his prayer in filent thought. 

His intellectual eye, ſerenely bright! 
Saw diſtant objects with prophetick light. 

Thus, in a land that laſting wars oppreſs, 

That groans beneath misfortune and diſtreſs; 
Whoſe wealth to conquering armies falls a prey, 
Her bulwarks ſinking, as her troops decay; 
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Some bold ſagacious ſtateſman, from the helm, | 8 


Sees deſolation gathering o'er his realm: 
He darts around his penetrating eyes, 
Where dangers grow, and hoſtile unions riſe; 
With deep attention marks th' invading foe, 
Eludes their wiles, and fruſtrates every blow : 
Tries his laſt art the tottering ſtate to ſave, 
Or in it's ruins find a glorious grave. 

Still in che yawning trough the veſſel reels, 
Ingulf'd beneath two fluQuating hills: 
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| On either ſide they riſe; tremendous ſcene ! 
| | A long dark melancholy vale between. 
| The balanc'd ſhip, now forward, now behind, | 
Still felt th' impreſſion of the waves and wind, 
[ And to the right and left by turns inclin'd. 
| But Albert from behind the balance drew, 
__— And on the prow 1t's double efforts threw, 
1 | The order now was given to bear away; 
1 The order given, the timoneers obey. 
High o'er the bowſprit ſtretch'd, the tortur'd fail, 
As on the rack, diſtends beneath the gale. 
But ſcarce the yielding prow it's impulſe knew, 
When in a thouſand flitting ſhreds it fly! 
Vet Albert new reſources ſtill prepares, 
And, bridling grief, redoubles all his cares. 
© Away there! lower the mizen-yard on deck !” 
He calls; and brace the foremoſt yards aback !' 
His great example every boſom fires ; | 
New life rekindles, and new hope inſpires ; 
While to the helm unfaithful ſtill ſhe lies, 
One deſperate remedy at laſt he tries. 
< Haſte! with your weapons cut the ſhrouds and ſtay ; a 
© And hew, at once, the mizen-maſt away !? 
He ſaid; th' attentive ſailors on each fide, 
At his command the trembling cords divide. 
Faſt by the fated pine bold Rodmond ſtands; 
Th' impatient axe hung gleaming in his hands; 
Brandiſh'd on high, it fell with dreadful ſound; 
The tall-maſt groaning, felt the d:adly wound. 
Deep gaſh'd with ſores, the tot.ering ſtructure rings; 
And craſhing, thundering, o'er the quarter ſwings. 
Thus when ſome limb, convuls'd with pangs of death, 
Imbibes the gangrene's peſtilential breath, 
Th' experienc'd artiſt from the blood betrays 
The latent venom, or it's courſe delays ; 
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But if th' infection triumphs o'er his art, 
Fainting the vital ſtream that warms the heart, 
Reſolv'd at laſt, he quits th' unequal ftrife, 
Severs the member, and preſerves the life. 


CANTO: t. 


ARGUMENT. 


| The deſign and influence of poetry Applied to the ſubject Wreck of the mig 
en- maſt cleared away — Ship veers before the wind Her violent agitation— 
Different ſtations of the officers — Appearance of the iſland of Falconera—Ex- 
curſion to the adjacent nations of Greece, renowned in antiquity Athens 
Socrates Plato Ariſtides— Solon — Corinth Sparta—Leonidas—Invaſion of 
Xerxes Lycurgus —Epaminondas Modern appearance — Arcadia It's for- 
mer happineſs and fertilityPreſent diſtreſs, the effect of flavery— Ithaca 
Ulyſſes and Penelope Argos and Mycenæ - Agamemnon— Macs roniti-—Lem- 
nos Vulcan and Venus —Delos— Apollo and Diana — Troy Seſtoe— Leander 
and Hero—Uelphos—Temple, of Apollo—Parnafſus—The Muſes—The ſub- 
ject reſumed—Sparkling of the ſea—Prodigious tempeſt, accompanied with 
rain, hail, and meteors—Darkneſs, lightning, and thunder—Approach of day 
 —Difcovery of land- The thip in great danger 28 the Iſland of St. George 
Turns her broad- ſide to the ſhore - Her bowſprit, fore-maſt, and main tap- 
maſt carried away—She ſtrikes a rock Splits aſunde. Fate of the crew. 


The Scene ftretches from that part of the Archipzlago, which lies ten miles to 
the northward of Falconera, to Cape Colonna in Attica. — The Iime is 
about ſeven in being from one till eight in the morning. 


W HEN in a PSTN age, with PR defil'd, 
The human ſavage roam'd the gloomy wild; 

When ſullen Ignorance her flag diſplay'd, 

And Rapine and Revenge her voice obey'd ; 

Sent from the ſhores of light the Muſes came, 

The dark and ſolitary race to tame. 

Twas theirs the lawleſs paſſions. to controul, 

And melt in tender ſympathy the foul: 

The heart from vice and error to reclaim, | 

And breathe in human breaſts celeſtial flame. | 
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The kindling ſpirit caught th' empyreal ray, 
And glow'd congenial with the ſwelling lay. 
 Rouz'd from the chaos of primeval night, 

At once fair Truth and Reaſon ſprung to light. 
When great Mzonides, in rapid fong, 

The thundering tide of battle rolls along, 
Each raviſh'd boſom feels the high alarms, 
And all the burning pulſes beat to arms. 
From earth upborne, on Pegaſean wings, 


Far thro” the boundleſs realms of thought he ſprings ; 


While diſtant poets, trembling as they view 

_ His ſunward flight, the dazzling track purſue. 
But when his ſtrings, with mournful magick, tel! 
What dire diſtreſs Laertes? ſon befel, RE is 
The ſtrains, meandring thro' the maze of woe, 
Bid ſacred ſympathy the heart o'erflow. 
Thus, in old time, the Muſes? heavenly breath, 
With vital force diſſolv'd the chains of death: 
Each bard in epick lays began to ſing, 
' Taught by the maſter of the vocal ſtring. 
Tis mine, alas! thro? dangerous ſcenes to ſtray, 
Far from the light of his unerring ray! 
While, all unus'd the wayward path to tread, 
Darkling I wander with prophetick dread, 
To me in vain the bold Mzonian lyre 
Awakes the numbers, fraught with living fire! 
Full oft, indeed, that mournful harp of yore 
Wept the ſad wanderer loſt upon the ſnore; 
But o'er that ſcene th? impatient numbers ran, 
Subſervient only to a nobler plan. 
»Tis mine th' unravell'd profpe& to diſplay, 
And chain th' events in regular array. 
Tho? hard the taſk to ſing in varied ſtrains, 


While all unchang'd, the tragick theme remains! 


Thrice happy! might the ſecret powers of art 


Unlock the latent windings of the heart!!! 
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Might the ſad numbers draw compaſſion's tear 


For kindred miſeries, oft beheld too near; 


For kindred wretches, oft in ruin caſt, 


On Albion's ſtrand, beneath the wint'ry blaſt: : 
For all the pangs, the complicated woe, 


Her braveſt ſons, her faithful ſailors know! 
So pity, guſhing o'er each Britiſh breaſt, 


Might ſympathize with Britain's ſons diſtreſs'd : 
For this, my theme thro' mazes I purſue, 


Which nor Mzonides nor Maro knew. 
Awhile the maſt, in ruins dragg'd behind, 
Balanc'd th' impreſſion of the helm and wind: 
The wounded ſerpent, agoniz'd with pain, 
Thus trails his mangled volume on the plain; 
But now, the wreck diſſever'd from the rear, 


The long-relu&tant prow began to veer ; 


And while around before the wind it falls, 

Square all the yards!” th” attentive maſter calls; 
© You timoneers, her motion ſtill attend! 

For on your ſteerage all our lives depend. 

So! ſteddy! meet her! watch the blaſt behind, 
© And ſteer her right before the ſeas and wind !' 

© Starboard again the watchful pilot cries. 

«© Starboard!” th* obedient timoneer replies. 
Then to the left the ruling helm returns; 

The wheel revolves, the ringing axle burns! 
The ſhip no longer, foundering by the lee, 

Bears on her ſide th' invaſions of the ſea : 
All-lonely, o'er the defart waſte ſhe flies, 
Scourg'd on by ſurges, ſtorm, and burſting ſkies. 
As when the maſters of the lance aſſail, 

In Hyperborean ſeas, the flumbering whale ; 
Soon as the javelins pierce his ſcaly hide, 

With anguiſh ſtung, he cleaves the downward tide; 
In vain he flies! no friendly reſpite found; 


. 
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Hu life- blood guſhes thro? th' inflaming wound. 
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The wounded bark, thus ſmarting with her pain, 
Scuds, from purſuing waves, along the main; 
While, daſh'd apart by her dividing prow, 

Like burning adamant the waters glow : 

Her joints forget their firm ejaſtick tone; 


Her long keel trembles, and her timbers groau, 
Upheav'd behind her, in tremendous height, 
The billows frown, with fearful radiance bright! 
Now ſhivering, o'er the topmoſt wave ſhe rides, 
While deep beneath th' enormous gulf divides. 
Now, launching headlong down the horrid vale, 
i She hears no more the roaring of the gale; 
[| Till up the dreadful height again ſhe flies, 
| Trembling beneath the current of the ſkies. 
As that rebellious angel, who, from heaven, 
To regions of eternal pain was driven; 
When dreadleſs he forſook the Stygian ſhore, 
The diſtant realms of Eden to explore. 
Here, on ſulphureous clouds ſublime upheav'd, 
With daring wing th' infernal air he cleav'd; 
There, in ſome hideous gulf deſcending prone, 
Far in the rayleſs void of night was thrown, 
| _ Fen ſo ſhe ſcales the briny mountain's height, | 
Then down the black abyſs precipitates her flight. 
The maſts, around whoſe tops the whirlwinds ing, 
With long vibration round her axle ſwing. | 
To guide the wayward courſe amid the gloom, 
The watchful pilots different poſts aſſume. 
Albert and Rodmond, ſtation'd on the rear, 
With warning voice direct each timoneer. 
High on the prow the guard Arion keeps; 
To ſhun the cruiſers wandering o'er the deeps. 
| Where'er he moves Palemon till attends, 
As if on him his only hope depends; 
While Rodmond, ſearful of ſome neighbouring fore, 
_ Cries, ever and anon, Look out afore !' _ 
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Four hours thus ſcudding, on the tide the flew, 
When Falconera's rocky height they view; 


High o'er it's ſummit, thro” the gloom of night, 


The glimmering watch-tower caſt a mournful light. 


In dire amazement rivetted they ſtand, 
And hear the breakers laſh the rugged ſtrand: 


But ſoon beyond this ſhore the veſſel flies, 


Swift as the rapid eagle cleaves the ſkies. 
So from the fangs of her inſatiate foe, 
O''er the broad champain ſcuds the trembling roe. 


That danger paſt, reflects a feeble joy; 

But ſoon returning fears their hope deſtroy. 
Thus, in tht Atlantick, oft the ſailor eyes, 
While melting in the reign of ſofter ſkies, 
Some Alp of ice, from polar regions blown, 


Hail the glad influence of a warmer zone : 
It's frozen cliffs attemper'd gales ſupply ; 


In cooling ſtream the aerial billows fly; 
Awhile deliver'd from the ſcorching heat, 


In gentler tides the feveriſh pulſes beat. 


So, when their trembling veſſel paſs'd this iſle, 


Such viſionary joys the crew beguile: 


Th' illufive meteors of a lifeleſs fire! 


Too ſoon they kindle, and too ſoon expire! 


Say, Memory! thou, from whoſe unerring tongue 


Inſtructive flows the animated: ſong |! 


What regions now the flying ſnip ſurround ? 
Regions of old, thro? all the world renown'd ; 
That, once the Poet's theme, the Muſes boaſt; 


| Now lie in ruins, in oblivion loſt! 
Did they, whoſe ſad diftreſs theſe lays deplore, 


Unſkill'd in Grecian or in Roman lore, 
Unconſcious, paſs each famous circling ſhore ? 
They did; for blaſted in the barren ſhade, 

Here, all too ſoon, the buds of ſcience fade: 
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Sad Ocean's genius, in untimely hour, 
Withers the bloom of every ſpringing flower. 
Here fancy droops, while ſullen cloud and ſtorm 
The generous climate of the ſoul deform. 
Then if, among the wandering naval train, 
One ſtrippling exil'd from th' A6nian plain, 
Had e' er, entranc'd in Fancy's ſoothing dream, 
Approach'd to taſte the ſweet Caſtalian ſtream, 
(Since thoſe ſalubrious ſtreams, with power divine, 
To purer ſenſe th' attemper'd ſoul refine) 
His heart with liberal commerce here unbleſs'd, 
Alien to joy! ſincerer grief poſſeſs d. 
Yet on the youthful mind, th” impreſſion caſt, 
Of ancient glory, ſhall for ever laſt. 
There, all unquench'd by cruel Fortune's ire, 
It glows with d fire. 

Immortal Athens firſt, in ruin ſpread, 
Contiguous lies at Port Liono's head. 
Great ſource of ſcience! whoſe immortal name 
Stands foremoſt in the glorious roll of fame; 
Here godlike Socrates and Plato ſhone, ; 
And, firm to truth, eternal honour won. 
The firſt in Virtue's cauſe his life reſign'd, 
By Heav'n pronounc'd the wiſeſt of mankind: 
The laſt foretold the ſpark of vital fire, 
The ſoul's fine eſſence, never could expire. 
Here Solon dwelt, the philoſophick ſage, 
That fled Piſiſtratus' vindictive rage. 
Juſt Ariſtides here maintain'd the cauſe, 
Whoſe ſacred precepts ſhine thro? Solon's laws. 
Of all her towering ſtructures, now alone i 
Some ſcatter'd columns ſtand, with weeds o'ergrown.. 


The wandering ſtranger, near the port, deſcries 
A milk-white lion of ſtupendous fizez ee 
Unknown the ſculptor; marble is the frame; 
And hence th' adjacent haven drew.it's name. 
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Next, in the gulf of Engia, Corinth lies, 1 


Whoſe gorgeous fabricks ſeem'd to ſtrike the ſkies. 
Whom, tho” by tyrant victors oft ſubdu'd, | 
Greece, Egypt, Rome, with awful wonder view'd, 


Her name, for Pallas' heavenly art renown'd, 
Spread, like the foliage which her pillars crown'd. 
But now, in fatal deſolation laid, 


Oblivion o'er it draws a diſmal ſhade. 


Then, farther weſtward, on Morea's land, 
Fair Miſitra! thy modern turrets ſtand, 
Ah! who, unmov'd with ſecret woe, can tell 
That here great Lacedzmon's glory fell? 
Here once ſhe flouriſh'd, at whole trumpet's ſound, 
War burit his chains, and nation's ſhook around. 


Here brave Leonidas, from ſhore to ſhore, 


Thro? all Achaia bade her thunders roar: 


He, when imperial Xerxes, from afar, 


Advanc'd with Perſia's ſumleſs troops to war, 
Jill Macedonia ſhrunk beneath his ſpear. 
And Greece, diſmay'd, beheld the chief draw near; 


He, at Thermophyla's immortal plain, 
_ Et force repell'd with Sparta's glorious train. 


Tall Oeta ſaw the tyrant's conquer'd bands, 
In graſping millions, bleed on hoftile lands. 
Thus vanquiſh'd Aſia trembling heard thy name, 
And Thebes and Athens ſicken'd at thy fame! 
Thy ſtate, ſupported by Lycurgus“ laws, 
Drew, like thine arms, ſuperlative applauſe. 
E'en great Epaminondas ſtrove in vain 
To curb that ſpirit with a Theban chain. 
But, ah! how low her free-born ſpirit now ! 
Her abje& ſons to haughty tyrants bow); 
A falſe, degenerate, ſuperſtitious race, 
Infeſt thy region, and thy name diſgrace! 
Not diſtant far, Arcadia's bleſs'd domains 
Peloponneſus' cireling ſhore contains, 
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Thrice happy ſoil! where, {till ſerenely gay, 
Indulgent Flora breath'd perpetual May. 
Where buxom Ceres taught th' obſequious field, 
Rich without art, ſpontaneous gifts to yield. 
Then with ſome rural nymph ſupremely bleſs'd, 


While tranſport glow'd in each enamour'd breaſt, 
Each faithful ſhepherd told his tender pain, 


And ſung of ſylvan ſports in artleſs ftrain, 
Now, fad reverſe! Oppreſſion's iron hand 


Enſlaves her natives, and deſpoils the land, 
In lawleſs rapine bred, a ſanguine train, 
With midnight ravage ſcour th” uncultur'd plain, 


Weſtward of theſe, beyond the Iſthmus, lies 


The long-loſt iſle of Ithacus the wiſe ; 
Where fair Penelope, her abſent lord, 


Full twice ten years, with faithful love deplor'd. 
Tho' many a princely heart her beauty won, 
She, guarded only by a ftrippling ſon, 

Each bold attempt of ſuitor kings repell'd, 

And undefil'd the nuptial contract held. 

With various arts to win her love they toil'd, - 
But all their wiles by virtuous fraud ſhe foil'd. 


True to her vows, and reſolutely chaſte, 


The beauteous princeſs triumph'd at the laſt. 


Argos, in Greece forgotten and unknown, 


Still ſeems her cruel fortune to bemoan. 
Argos, whoſe monarch led the Grecian hoſts, 
Far o'er th' Aegean main, to Dardan coaſts. 
Unhappy prince! who, on a hoſtile ſhore, 
Toll, peril, anguiſh, ten long winters bore. 
And when to native realms reftor'd at laſt, 
To reap the harveſt of thy labours paſt ; 

A perjur'd friend, alas! and faithleſs wife, 
There ſacrific'd to impious luſt thy life? 

Faſt by Arcadia ſtretch theſe deſart plains, 


And o'er the land a gloomy tyrant reigns. 
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Next the fair iſle of Helena is ſeen 
Where adverſe winds detain'd the Spartan queen; 
For whom in arms combin'd the Grecian hoſt, 
With vengeance fir'd, invaded Phrygia's coaſt ; 
For whom ſo long they labour'd to deſtroy, 
The ſacred turrets of imperial Troy. 
Here, driven by Juno's rage, the hapleſs dame, 
Forlorn of heart, from ruin'd Ilion came. 
The port, an image bears of Parian ſtone, 
Of ancient fabrick, but of date unknown. 
Due eaſt from this appears th' immortal ſhore, 
That ſacred Phœbus and Diana bore. ” 
Delos, thro” all the ZEgean ſeas renown'd! 
| {Whoſe coaſt the rocky Cyclades ſurround) 
By Phoebus honour'd, and by Greece rever'd; 
Her hallow'd groves e'en diſtant Perſia fear'd. 
But now, a ſilent unfrequented land ! 
No human footſtep marks the trackleſs ſand. 
Thence to the north, by Afia's weſtern bound, 
Fair Lemnos ſtands, with rifing marble crown'd. 
Where, in her rage, avenging Juno hurPd 
III-fated Vulcan from th' ætherial world, 
There his eternal anvils firſt he rear'd; 
Then, forg'd by Cyclopean art, appear'd 
Thunders, that ſhook the ſkies with dire alarms, 
And, form'd by ſkill divine, Vulcanian arms. ES 
There, with this crippled wretch, the foul diſgrace, 
And living ſcandal of th' empyreal race, 
The beauteous Queen of Love in wedlock dwelt: 
In fires prophane, can heavenly boſoms melt ! 
Eaſtward of this appears the Dardan ſhore, 
That once th' imperial towers of Ilium bore. 
Illuftrious Troy! renown'd in every clime, 
Thro' the long annals of unfolding time! 
How oft, thy royal bulwarks to defend, 
Thou ſaw'ſt thy tatelar gods in vain deſcends! - 
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Tho? chiefs, unnumber'd, in her cauſe were ſlain, 
Tho? nations periſſi'd on her bloody plain; 
That refuge of perſidious Helen's ſhame _ 
Was doom'd at length to fink in Grecian flame: 
And now, by Time's deep plough-ſhare harrow'd o'er, 
The ſeat of ſacred Troy is found no more. 
No trace of all her glories now remains 
But corn and vines enrich her cultur'd plains. 
Silver Scamander laves the verdant ſhore; 
Scamander, oft o'erflow'd with hoſtile gore! 
Not far remov'd from Ilion's famous land, 
In counter view appears the Thracian ftrand ; 
Where beauteous Hero, from the turret's height, 
Diſplay'd her creſſet each revolving night; 
Whoſe gleam directed lov'd Leander o'er | _ 
The rolling Helleſpont, to Aſia's ſhore ; 
Till, in a fated hour, on Thracia's coaſt, 
She ſaw her lover's lifeleſs body toſs'd. 
Then felt her boſom agony ſevere; 
Her eyes, ſad gazing, pour'd th' inceſſant tear: 3 
O'erwhelm'd with anguiſh, frantick with deſpair, : 
She beat her beauteous breaſt, and tore her hair. b 
On dear Leander's name in vain ſhe cried ; - 
Then headlong plung'd into the parting tide. 
The parting tide receiv'd the lovely weight, 
And proudly flow'd, exulting in it's freight ! 
Far weſt of Thrace, beyond the Zgean main ; 
Remote from ocean, lies the Delphick plain. 
The ſacred oracle of Phœbus there, 
High o'er the mount aroſe, divinely fair! 
Achaian marble form'd the gorgeous pile: 
Auguſt the fabrick ! elegant it's ſtile ! 


On brazen hinges tury'd the ſilver doors, _ 
And chequer'd marble pav'd the poliſh'd floors. = 
The roofs, where ſtoried tablatures appear'd, _ = 


On columns of Corinthian mould were rear'd: 


Of 


And round the hollow dome bright jewels flam'd, 


Fram'd their oblations on the holy fane : 
To front the ſun's declining ray *twas plac'd, 
With golden harps and living laurels grac'd. 


Here Æſculapius' ſnake diſplay'd his creſt, 
And burning glories ſparkled on his breaſt : 
While, from his eye's inſufferable light, 


Of this great temple, thro' all time renown'd, 
Sunk 1 in oblivion, no remains are found. 


Parnaſſus lifts to heaven it's honour'd head; 
Where, from the deluge ſav'd, by Heaven's command, 


Repeopled all the deſolated land. 


While hill and vale with choral voice around, 
The muſick of immortal harps reſound, 
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Of ſhining porphyry the ſhafts were fram'd, 


Apollo's ſuppliant prieſts, a blameleſs train! 


The ſciences and arts, around the ſhrine, 
Conſpicuous ſhone, engrav'd by hands divine! 


Diſeaſe and death recoil'd, in headlong flight. 
Contiguous here, with hallow'd woods of erſpread, 


Deucalion leading Pyrrha hand in hand, 


— — 
„„ > 


Around the ſcene unfading laurels grow, 

And aromatick flowers for ever blow. 

The winged choirs, on every tree above, 
Carrol ſweet numbers thro? the vocal grove; 
While o'er th' eternal ſpring that ſmiles beneath, 


— 


0 


Young zephyrs, borne on roſy pinions, bfeathe. 
Fair daughters of the ſun! the ſacred Nine, 
Here wake to extaſy their ſongs divine; 
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Or, crown'd with myrtle, in ſome ſweet alcove, 
Attune the tender ſtrings to bleeding love. 

All ſadly ſweet the balmy currents roll; 

Soothing to ſofteſt peace the tortur'd ſoul. 


Fair Pleaſure leads in dance the happy hours; 
vull ſcattering where ſhe moves Elyſian flowers! | 
ET RE n 
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E'en now the ſtrains, with ſweet contagion fraught, 
Shed a delicious languor o'er the thought. 
Adieu, ye vales, that ſmiling Peace beſtow, 
Where Eden's bloſloms ever-vernal blow! 

Adieu, ye ſtreams, that o'er inchanted ground, 
In lucid maze th' Aonian hill ſurround ! © 
Ye fairy ſcenes, where F ancy loves to dwell, . 
And young Delight, for ever, oh! farewel! 
The ſoul with tender luxury you fill, | 

And veer the ſenſe Lethean dews diſtill! 
Awake, O Memory, from th' inglorious dream! 
With brazen lungs reſume the kindling theme! 


* 


Collect thy powers! arouze thy vital fire! 


A 


Ye ſpirits of the ſtorm, my verſe inſpire! 
Hcarſe as the whirlwinds that enrage the main, 
In torrent pour along the ſwelling flrain !? 
| Now, borne 1mpetuous o'er the boiling deeps, 
Her courle to Attick ſhores the veilel keeps; 
The pilots, as the waves behind her ſwell, 
Still with the wheeling ftern their force repel: 
For, this aſſault ſhould either quarter feel, 
Again to flank the tempeſt ſhe might reel, 
The ſteerſmen every bidden turn apply; 
To right and left the ſpokes alternate fly. 
Thus, when {me conquer'd hoft retreats in fear, 
The braveſt leaders guard the broken rear; 
Indignant they retire, and long oppoſe 
Superior armies that around them cloſe ; 
Still ſhield the flanks, the routed ſquadrons join, 
And guide the flight in one embodied line, 

So they direct the flying bark before 
Th' impelling floods, that laſh her to the ſhore. 
As ſome benighted traveller, thro? the ſhade, 


Explores the devious path with heart diſmay'd, 
While prowling ſavages behind him roar, 
And yawning pits and quagmires lurk before; 
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High o'er the poop th' audacious ſeas afpire, 
_ UprolPd in hills of fluctuating fire. 


As ſome fell conqueror, frantick with ſucceſs, 
Sheds o'er the nations ruin and diſtreſs; 


So, while the wat'ry wilderneſs he roams, 


Incens'd to ſevenfold rage the tempeſt foams, 

And o'er the trembling pines, above, below, 
Shrill thro” the cordage howls, with notes of woe. 
Now thunders, wafted from the burning zone, : 


Growl from afar, a deaf and hollow groan! 
The ſhip's high battlements, to either fide 
For ever rocking, drink the briny tide: 


Her joints unhing'd, in palſied languors play, 
As ice diſſolves beneath the noon-tide ray. 
The ſkies, aſunder torn, a deluge pour; 


Th' impetuous hail deſcends in whirling ſhower. 


High on the maſts, with pale and livid rays, 


Amid the gloom portentous meteors blaze. 
Th ætherial dome, in mournful pomp array'd, 


Now Jurks behind impenetrable ſhade; 
Now, flaſhing round intolerable light, 
Redoubles all the terrors of the night. 


Such terror Sinai's quaking hill o'erſpread, 
When Heaven's loud trumpet ſounded o'er his head. 
It ſeem'd, the wrathful angel of the wind 


Had all the horrors of the ſkies combin'd ; 5 | . 
And here, to one ill-fated ſhip oppos'd, | | 


At once the dreadful magazine diſclos'd. 
And, lo! tremendous o'er the deep he ſprings, 


Th inflaming ſulphur flaſhing from his wings! 
Hark ! his ſtrong voice the diſmal ſilence breaks; 
Mad chaos from the chains of death awakes ! 


Loud and more loud, the rolling peals enlarge, 


And blue on deck their blazing ſides diſcharge : 
There, all aghaſt, the ſhivering wretches ſtood, 
While chill ſuſpenſe and fear congeal'd their blood. 
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Now in a deluge burſts the living flame, 

And dread concuſſion rends th' ætherial frame, 
Sick earth convulſive groans from ſhore to ſhore, 
And nature, ſhuddering, feels the horrid roar. 8 

Still the ſad proſpect riſes on my ſight; 
Reveal'd in all it's mournful ſhade and light: 
Swift thro' my pulſes glides the kindling fire, 
As lightning glances on th' electrick wire. 

But, ah! the force of numbers ſtrives in vain 5 
The glowing ſcene, unequal, to ſuſtain. 

But, lo! at laſt, from tenfold darkneſs born, 
Forth iſſues o'er the wave the weeping morn. 
Hail, facred viſion! who, on orient wing, 

The cheering dawn of light propitious bring! 
All nature filing hail'd the vivid ray, 

That gave her beauties to returning day : 

All but our ſhip that, groaning on the tide, 

No kind relief, no gleam of hope deſcry'd. 

For now, in front, her- trembling inmates ſee 
The hills of Greece, emerging on the lee. 

So the loſt lover views that fatal morn, 

On which, for ever from his boſom torn, 

The nymph ador'd reſigns her blooming charms, 

To bleſs with love ſome happier rival's arms. 

So to Eliza dawn'd that cruel day, 
That tore Æneas from her arms away; 

That ſaw him parting, never to return, 

Herſelf in funeral flames decreed to burn: 

O yet in clouds, thou genial ſource of light, 

« Conceal thy radiant glories from our ſight! 

Go, with thy ſmile adorn the happy plain, | 

And gild the ſcenes where Health and Pleaſure reign : 
But let not here, in ſcorn, thy wanton beam 
Inſult the dreadful grandeur of my theme!” 

While ſhoreward now the bounding veſſel flies, 

Full in her van St. George's cliffs ariſe; 


* 


High 
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High o'er the reſt a pointed crag is ſeen, 

That hung projecting o'er a molly green. 
Nearer and nearer now the danger grows, 

And all their ſkill relentleſs fates oppoſe : 

For, while more eaſtward they direct the prow, 
Enormous waves the quivering deck o'erflow. 
While, as ſhe wheels, unable to ſubdue 

Her ſallies, ſtill they dread her broaching-to. 
Alarming thought! for now no more a-lee | 
Her riven fide could bear th? invading ſea; 

And if the following ſurge ſhe ſcuds before, 
Headlong ſhe runs upon the dreadful ſhore : 
A ſhore where ſhelves and hidden rocks abound, 
Where death in ſecret ambuſh lurks around. 
Far leſs diſmay'd, Anchiſes' wand'ring ſon 
Was ſeen the Straits of Sicily to ſnun; 

When Palinurus, from the helm, deſcry'd 

The rocks of Scylla on his eaſtern ſide: 


While in the weſt, with hideous yawn diſclos'd, 


His onward path Charybdis' gulf oppos'd. 
The double danger as by turns he view'g, 
His wheeling bark her arduous track purſu'd. 
Thus, while to right and left deſtruction lies, 
Between th' extremes the daring veſſel flies. 
With boundleſs involution, burſting oer 
The marble cliffs, loud daſhing ſurges roar. 


Hoarſe thro? each winding creek the tempeſt raves, 


And hollow rocks repeat the groan of waves, 
Deſtruction round th” inſatiate coaſt prepares, 


To cruſh the trembling thip, unnumber'd ſnares, 


But haply now ſhe *ſcapes the fatal ſtrand, 
"Tho? ſcarce ten fathoms diſtant from the lan J. 
Swift as the weapon iſſuing from the bow, 

She cleaves the burning waters with her prow; 
And forward leaping with tumultuous haſte, 
As on the tempeſt's wing, the iſle ſhe paſs'd. 


With 
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With longing eyes and agony of mind, 
The ſailors view this refuge left behind; 
Happy to bribe, with India's richeſt ore, 
A ſafe acceſſion to that barren ſhore ! 

When in the dark Peruvian mine confin'd, 
Loſt to the chearful commerce of mankind, 
The groaning captive waſtes his life away, 
For ever exil'd from the realms of day; 
Not equal pangs his boſom agonize, 

When far above the ſacred light he eyes, 
While, all forlorn, the victim pines in vain, 


For ſcenes he never ſhall poſſeſs again. 


But now Athenian mountains they deſcry, 
And o'er the {urge Colonna frowns on high 


Beſide the cape's projecting verge are plac'd 


A range of columns, long by time defac'd; 

Firſt planted by devotion to ſuſtain, 

In elder times, Tritonia's ſacred fane. | 
Foams the wild beach below with madd'ning rage, 
Where waves and rocks a dreadful combat wage. 
The ſickly heaven, fermenting with it's freight, 
Still vomits o'er the main the feveriſh weight; 
And now, while wing'd with ruin from on high, 


Thro' the rent cloud the ragged lightnings fly; 


A flaſh, quick glancing on the nerves of light, 
Struck the pale helmſman with eternal night: 


Rodmond, who heard a piteous groan behind, 


Touch'd with compaſſion gaz'd upon the blind; 


And, while around his ſad companions croud, 


He guides th' unhappy victim to the ſhroud. 


Hie thee aloft, my gallant friend,“ he cries ; 
Thy only ſuccour on the maſt relies!“ 

The helm, bereft of half it's vital force, 
Now ſcarce ſubdu'd the wild unbridled courſe. 


Quick to th? abandon'd wheel Arion came, 
The ſhip's tempeſtuous ſallies to reclaim. 


Amaz'd, 
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Amaz'd, he ſaw her, o'er the ſounding foam 
Upborne, to right and left diſtracted roam. 
So gaz'd young Phaëton, with pale diſmay, 
When, mounted 1a the flaming car of day, | 
With raſh and impious hand, the ſtrippling tried 
Th' immortal courſers of the ſun to guide, 
The veſſel, while the dread event draws nigh, 
Seems more impatient o'er the waves to fly ; 
Fate ſpurs her on: thus, iſſuing from afar, 
Advances to the ſun ſome blazing ſtar; 
And, as it feels th' attraction's kindling force, 
Springs onward with accelerated courſe. == 

With mournful look the ſeamen ey'd the firan 5 0 
Where Death's inexorable jaws expand: e 1 
Swift from their minds elaps'd all dangers pals'd, =. 
As, dumb with terror, they beheld the laſt. . 
Now on the trembling ſhrouds, before, behind, Oo {4 
In mute ſuſpence, they mount into the wind, 
The genius of the deep, on rapid wing, 
The black eventful moment ſeem'd to bring; 
The fatal ſifters, on the ſurge before, 
Vok'd their infernal horſes to the prore. 
Ihe fteerſmen now receiv'd their laſt command, 
To wheel the veſſel ſidelong to the ſtrand. 
Twelve ſailors, on the fore-maſt who depend, 
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High on the platform of the top aſcend; „ 48 
Fatal retreat! for while the plunging prow i 
Immerges headlong in the wave below, — 1 n 
Down-preſs'd by wat'ry weight the bowſprit bends, 
And from above the ſtem deep-craſhing rends. 
Beneath her beak the floating ruins lie; 8 = 
The fore-maſt totters, unſuſtain'd on high: | 
And now the ſhip, fore-lifted by the ſea, | | 
Hurls the tall fabrick backward o'er her lee. 
While, in the general wreck, the faithful ſtay 
Drags th the main top-maſt from it's poſt away. 
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Flung from the maſt, the ſeamen ſtrive in vain 
Thro' hoſtile floods their veſlel to regain. 
The waves they buffet; till, bereft of ſtrength, 


O'erpower'd, they yield to cruel Fate at length. 


The hoſtile waters cloſe around their head; 
They fink for ever, number'd with the dead! 
Thoſe who remain their fearful doom await, 


Nor longer mourn their loſt companions? fate. 


The heart, that bleeds with ſorrows all it's own, 


Forgets the pangs of friendſhip to bemoan. 


Albert, and Rodmond, and Palemon here, 
With young Arion, on the maſt appear; 
E'en they, amid th' unſpeakable diſtreſs, 
In every look diſtracting thoughts confeſs; 
In every vein the refluent blood congeals, 
And every boſom fatal terror feels. 


Inclos'd with all the dæmons of the main, 


They view'd th” adjacent ſhore, but view'd in vain. 


Such torments in the drear abodes of hell, 


Where ſad deſpair laments with rueful yell; 

Such torments agonize the damned breaſt, 

While Fancy views the manſions of the bleſs'd; 

For Heaven's ſweet help, their ſuppliant cries implore; 
But Heaven, relentleſs, deigns to help no more! 
And now, laſh'd on by deſtiny ſevere, 


With horror fraught, the dreadful ſcene drew near! 


The ſhip hangs hovering on the verge of death, 
Hell yawns, rocks riſe, and breukere roar beneath! 
In vain, alas! the ſacred ſhades of yore 


Would arm the mind with philoſophick lore; 


In vain they'd teach us, at the lateſt breath, 
To ſmile ſerene amid the pangs of death, 
E'en Zeno's ſelf, and Epictetus old, 

This fell abyſs had ſhudder'd to behold. 
Had Socrates, for godlike virtue fam'd, 


And wiſeſt of the ſons of men proclaim'd, 


Beheld 
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Beheld this ſcene of frenzy and diſtreſs, 

His foul had trembled to it's laſt receſs ! 

O yet confirm my heart, ye powers above, 
This laſt tremendous ſhock of Fate to prove! 
The tottering frame of reaſon yet ſuſtain ! 
Nor let this total ruin whirl my brain! 

In vain the cord and axes were prepar'd, 
For now th' audacious ſeas inſult the Faid; 
High o'er the ſhip they throw a horrid ſhade, 

And o'er her burſt in terrible caſcade. 

Uplifted on the ſurge, to heaven ſhe flies, 

Her ſhatter'd top half-buried in the ſkies 
Then headlong plunging thunders on the ground, 
Earth groans, air trembles, and the deeps reſound! 
Her giant bulk the dread concuſſion feels, 

And, quivering with the wound, in torment reels, 
So reels, convuls'd with agonizing throes, 

The bleeding bull beneath the murd'rer's blows, 
Again ſhe plunges! hark! a ſecond ſhock 

Tears her ſtrong bottom on the marble rock! 

Down on the vale of death, with diſmal cries, 

The fated victims, ſhuddering, roll their eyes 

In wild deſpair; while yet another ſtroke, | 
With deep convulſion, rends the ſolid cak, 

Till, like the mine, in whole infernal cell | 
The lurking dæmons of deſtruction dwell, _ ; 
At length, aſunder torn, her frame divides, | 
And, craſhing, ſpreads in ruin o'er the tides. 

O were it mine, with tuneful Maro's art, 

To wake to ſympathy the feeling heart; 
Like him the ſmooth and mournful verſe to dreſs, 

In all the pomp of exquiſite diſtreſs ! 
Then, too ſeverely taught by cruel Fate, 

To ſhare in all the perils I relate, 

Then might I, with unrival'd ſtrains, deplore 

THY impervious horrors of a leeward ſhore, 2 Ke EE 
5 2 Y.y 2 As 
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For him, alas! who never ſhall return: 
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As o'er the ſurge the ſtooping main- maſt hung, 
Still on the rigging thirty ſeamen clung ; 
Some, ſtruggling, on a broken crag were caſt, 


And there, by oozy tangles, grappled faſt : 
Awhile they bore th' o'erwhelming billows rage, 


Unequal combat with their fate to wage; 
Till all benumb'd and feeble, they forego 


Their ſlipp'ry hold, and fink to ſhades below. 


Some, from the main-yard arm impetuous thrown 


On marble r1dges, die without a groan, 
Three, with Palemon, on their ſkill depend, 
And from the wreck, on oars and rafts deſcend. 


Now, on the mountain wave on high they ride, 
Then, downward plunge beneath th' involving tide 3 : 


Till one, who ſeems in agony to ſtrive, 
The whirling breakers heave on ſhore alive; 


The reſt a ſpeedier end of anguiſh knew, 


And preſs'd the ſtony beach, a lifeleſs crew! 


Next, O unhappy chief! th' eternal doom 
Of Heaven decreed thee to the briny tomb ! 
What ſcenes of miſery torment thy view! _ 
What painful ſtruggles of thy dying crew! 
Thy periſh'd hopes all buried in the flood, | 
O'erſpread with corſes! red with human blood! 
So, pierc'd with anguiſh, hoary Priam gaz'd, 
When Troy's imperial domes in ruin blaz'd; 
While he, ſevereſt ſorrow doom'd to feel, 


Expir'd beneath the victor's murdering ſteel. 
Thus, with his helpleſs partners, till the laſt, 


Sad refuge! Albert hugs the floating maſt; 
His ſoul could yet ſuſtain this mortal blow, 
But droops, alas! beneath ſu perior woe; 

For now ſoft Nature's ſympathetick chain 
Tugs at his yearning heart with powerful ſtrain 3 ; 
His faithful wife, for ever doom'd to mourn 


To 
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To black Adverſity's approach expos'd, 

With want and hardſhips unforeſeen enclos'd, 
His lovely daughter left without a friend, 
Her innocence to ſuccour and defend. 

By youth and indigence ſet forth a prey 

To lawleſs guilt, that flatters to betray, 

While theſe reflections rack his feeling mind, 
Rodmond, who hung beſide, his graſp reſign'd; 
And, as the tumbling waters o'er him roll'd, 
His out- ſtretch'd arms the maſter's legs enfold. 


And ſtrives in vain his fetter'd limbs to clear; 
For death bids every clinching joint adhere. 

All faint, to Heaven he throws his dying eyes, 
And, O protect my wife and child !* he cries : 
The guthing ſtreams roll back th” unfiniſh'd ſound! 
He gaſps, he dies, and tumbles to the ground ! 
Five only left of all the periſh'd throng, 

Yet ride the pine which ſhoreward drives along ; 
With theſe, Arion {till his hold ſecures, 

And all th' aſſaults of hoſtile waves endures. 
O'er the dire proſpect, as for life he ſtrives, 

He looks if poor Palemon yet ſurvives. 

Ah! wherefore, truſting to unequal art, | 
* Didft thou, incautious! from the wreck depart? 
Alas! theſe rocks all human ſkill defy, 

Who ſtrikes them once, beyond relief muſt die: 
And now, fore wounded, thou perhaps art toſfs'd 
On theſe, or in ſome oozy cavern loſt !? 

Thus thought Arion, anxious gazing round: 

In vain! his eyes no more Palemon found. 

The dæmons of deſtruction hover nigh, 

And thick their mortal ſhafts commiſſion'd fly: 
And now a breaking ſurge, with forceful ſway, 
Two, next Arion, furious tears away. 


Sad Albert feels the diſſolution near, "7 N f 


Hurl'd 
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Hurl'd on the crags, behold, they gaſp ! they bleed! 
And, groaning, cling upon th' eluſive weed! 
Another billow burſts in boundleſs roar ! 
Arion ſinks, and Memory views no more! 
Ha! total night and horror here preſide ! 
My ſtunn'd ear tingles to the whizzing tide ! 
It is the funeral knell! and gliding near, 
Methinks the phantoms of the dead appear ! 
But, lo! emerging from the watery grave, 
Again they float incumbent on the wave! 
Again the diſmal proſpect opens round, 
The wreck, the ſhores, the dying, and the drown'd ! 
And fee! enfeebled by repeated ſhocks, 
Thoſe two who ſcramble on th” adjacent rocks, 
Their faithlefs hold no longer can retain; 
They ſink, o'erwhelm'd, and never riſe again! ] 
Two with Arion yet the maſt upbore, | ö 
That now above the ridges reach'd the ſhore ; 
Still trembling to deſcend, they downward gaze 
With horror pale, and torpid with amaze: 
The floods recoil! the ground appears below ! 
And life's faint embers now rekindling glow. 
Awhile they wait th' exhauſted waves retreat, 
Then climb ſlow up the beach with hands and feet. 
© O Heaven! deliver'd by whoſe ſovereign hand, 
Still on the brink of hell they ſhuddering ſtand; 
© Receive the languid incenſe they beſtow, 
That, damp with death, appears not yet to glow. 
* To thee each ſoul the warm oblation pays, 
© With trembling ardour, of unequal praiſe ; 


In every heart diſmay with wonder ſtrives, 


© And Hope the ſicken'd ſpark of life revives : 
Her magick powers their exil'd health reſtore, 
© Till horror and deſpair are felt no more!“ 

A troop of Grecians, who inhabit nigh, 
And oft thele perils of the deep deſcry, - 
BY Rouz'd 
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Rouz'd by the bluſtering tempeſt of the night, 
Anxious had climb'd Colonna's neighb'ring height; 
When gazing downward on th' adjacent flood, 

Full to their view the ſcene of ruin ſtood : _ 

The ſurf with mangled bodies ſtrew'd around; 
And thoſe yet breathing on the ſea-waſh'd ground! 3 
Tho! loſt to ſcience, and the nobler arts, f 

Yet nature's lore inform'd their feeling hearts: 

Straight down the vale with haſtening ſteps they hied, 
Th' unhappy ſufferers to aſſiſt and guide. 
Meanwhile thoſe three eſcap'd, beneath explore 
The firſt advent'rous youth who reach'd the ſhore; 

Panting, with eyes averted from the day, 

Prone, helpleſs, on the tangly beach he lay. 

_ © Itis Palemon !* O what tumults roll _ 

With hope and terror in Arion's ſoul ! 

If yet unhurt he lives again to view 
* His friend and this ſole remnant of our crew! 
With us to travel thro? this foreign zone, 

And ſhare the future good or ill unknown.“ 
Arion thus: but, ah! ſad doom of Fate, 
That bleeding Memory ſorrows to relate! 
While yet afloat on ſome reſiſting rock, 

His ribs were daſh'd and fractur'd with the ſhock : 
Heart-piercing ſight! thoſe cheeks, ſo late array'd 
In beauty's bloom, are pale with mortal ſhade! _ 1 0 
Diſtilling blood his lovely breaſt o'erſpread, 
And clogg'd the golden treſſes of his head; 
Nor yet the lungs, by this pernicious ſtroke, | 
Were wounded, or the vocal organs broke. 
Down from his neck, with blazing gems array d, 
Thy image, lovely Anna; hung portray'd; 

Th” unconſcious figure, ſmiling all ſerene, 

Suſpended in a golden chain was ſeen. 

Hadſt thou, ſoft maiden ! in this hour of woe, 
Beheld him writhing from the deadly blow, 
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What force of art, what language could expreſs 


Thine agony, thine exquiſite diſtreſs? | 
But thou, alas! art doom'd to weep in vain, 
For him thine eyes ſhall never ſee again! 


With dumb amazement pale, Arion gaz'd, - 


And cautiouſly the wounded youth uprais d: 
Palemon then, with cruel pangs oppreſs'd, 
In faultering accents, thus his friend addreſs'd. 


O reſcu'd from deſtruction late ſo nigh, 
© Beneath whoſe fatal influence doom'd I lie; 


Are we, then, exil'd to this laſt retreat 
Of life, unhappy! thus decreed to meet? 


© Ah! how unlike what yeſter-morn enjoy'd, 


© Inchanting hopes, for ever now deſtroy'd! 
For. wounded far beyond all healing power, 

© Palemon dies, and this his final hour: 
By thoſe fell breakers, where in vain I ſtrove, 


© At once cut off from fortune, life and love! 
Far other ſcenes muſt ſoon preſent my fight, 

© That lie deep buried yet in tenfold night. 

© Ah! wretched father of a wretched ſon, 

< Whom thy paternal prudence has undone! 

< How will remembrance of this blinded care 
Bend down thy head with anguiſh and deſpair! 
© Such dire effects from avarice ariſe,  _ 
© 'That, deaf to Nature's voice, -and vainly wiſe, 
With force ſevere endeavours to controul 


The nobleſt paſſions that inſpire the ſoul. 
But, O thou ſacred Power! whoſe law connects 


© Th eternal chain of cauſes and effects, 

© Let not thy chaſtening miniſters of rage 

« Afiia with ſharp remorſe his feeble age! 
And you, Arion! who with theſe, the laſt 


Of all our crew, ſurvive the ſhipwreck paſs'd. 
Ah! ceaſe tomourn! thoſe friendly tears reſtrain ! 
© Nor give my dying moments keener pain ! 
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© Since Heaven may ſoon thy wandering fteps reſtore, 
When parted hence, to England's diitant ſhore; 
* Shouldſt thou, th' unwilling meſſenger of Fate, 
* To him the tragick ſtory firſt relate, 
Oh! Friendſhip's generous ardour then ſuppreis ! 
© Nor hint the fatal cauſe of my diſtreſs : 
Nor let each horrid incident ſuſtain 
The lengthen'd tale, to aggravate his pain. 
Ah! then remember well my laſt requeſt, 
For her who reigns for ever in my breaſt; 
vet let him prove a father and a friend, 
© The helpleſs maid to ſuccour and defend. 

Say, I this ſuit implor'd with parting breath, 
80 Heaven befriend him at his hour of death! 
© But, oh! to lovely Anna ſhouldf thou tell 

What dire, untimely end, thy friend befel, 

© Draw o'er the diſmal ſcene ſoft Pity's veil, 
And lightly touch the lamentable tale: 

* Say, that my love, inviolably true, 

* No change, no diminution ever knew ; 

© Lo! her bright image, pendent on my neck, 

© Is all Palemon reſcu'd from the wreck ; 

Take it, and ſay, when panting in the wave, 

© I ftruggled life and this alone to ſave ! | 

* My ſoul that, fluttering, haſtens to be free, 

Would yet a train of thoughts impart to thee, 
But ſtrives in vain; the chilling ice of death 


Congeals my blood, and choaks the ſtream of breath: 


© Reſign'd, ſhe quits her comfortleſs abode, 
To courſe that long, unknown, eternal road. 
O ſacred ſource of ever-living light! 
Conduct the weary wanderer in her flight! 
Direct her onward to that peaceful ſhore, 
Where peril, pain, and death, are felt no more 

* When thou ſome tale of hapleſs love ſhalt hear; 
. That ſteals from Pity's eye the melting tear, 

. 2 * 
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* Of two chaſte hearts, by mutual paſſion join'd, 
© To abſence, ſorrow, and deſpair, conſign'd; 
Oh, then! to ſwell the tides of ſocial woe, 
That heal th' afflicted boſom they o'erflow, 
While Memory dictates, this ſad SRI WRECE tell, 
And what diſtreſs thy wretched friend befel! 
Then, while in ſtreams of ſoft compaſſion drown'd, 
The ſwains lament, and maidens weep around; 
While liſping children, touch'd with infant hin 
With wonder gaze, and drop th” unconſcious tear : 
Oh! then this moral bid their ſouls retain, | 
© ALL THOUGHTS OF HAPPINESS ON EARTH ARE VAIN, 
The laſt faint accents trembled on his tongue, 
That now, inactive, to the palate clung ; 
His boſom heaves a mortal groan—he dies 
And ſhades eternal ſink upon his eyes ! 
As thus, defac'd in death, Palemon lay, 


A 
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* 


* 
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Arion gaz'd upon the lifeleſs clay; 
Transfix'd he ſtood, with awful terror filPd, 
While down his cheek the ſilent drops diſtill'd. 

* Oh, ill-ſtarr'd vot'ry, of unſpotted truth! 
© Untimely periſh'd in the bloom of youth, 
Should e'er thy friend arrive on Albion” 5 land, 
© x76 will obey, tho? painful, thy demand: 
His tongue the dreadful ſtory ſhall diſplay, 
And all the horrors of this diſmal day, 
PDiſaſtrous day! what ruin haſt thou bred ! 
What anguiſh to the living and the dead! 
© How haſt thou left the widow all-forlorn, 

© And ever doom'd the orphan child to mourn ; 
” Thro' life's ſad journey hopeleſs to complain: 
Can facred juſtice theſe events ordain! 
But, O my ſoul! avoid that wondrous maze, 
Where Reaſon, loſt in endleſs error, ſtrays! 
As thro” this thorny vale of life we run, 


Great Cauſe of all effects, Thy will be done!“ 
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Now had the Grecians on the beach arriv'd, 


To aid the helpleſs few who yet ſurviv'd ! 


While paſſing they behold the waves o'erſpread 
With ſhatter'd rafts and corſes of the dead; 


Three ſtill alive, benumb'd and faint, they find, 


In mournful filence on a rock reclin'd. 

The generous natives, mov'd with ſocial pain, 
The feeble ſtrangers in their arms ſuſtain ; 
With pitying ſighs their hapleſs lot deplore, 
And lead them, trembling, from the fatal ſhore. 


oc ASIONAL ELEGY. 


"HE Bene of death is clogd, the movroful ſtrains 
Diſſolve in dying languor on the ear; | 
Yet Pity weeps, yet Sympathy complains, | 
And dumb Suſpenſe awaits o'erwhelm'd with fear. 


| But the ſad Muſes, with prophetick eye, 


At once the future and the paſt explore; 
Their harps Oblivion's influence can defy, 
And waft the ſpirit to th' eternal ſhore. 


Then, O Palemon ! if thy ſhade can hear 
The voice of Friendſhip {till lament thy doom ; 
Yet to the ſad oblations bend thine ear, 
That riſe in vocal incenſe o'er thy tomb. 


In vain, alas! the gentle maid ſhall weep, 
While ſecret anguith nips her vital bloom; 

O'er her ſoft frame ſhall ſtern diſeaſes creep, 
And give the lovely victim to the tomb. 


2 2 2 | Relentleſz 
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Relentleſs phrenzy ſhall the father ſting, 

Untaugnt in Virtue's ſchool diſtreſs to bear; 

Severe remorſe his tortur'd ſoul ſhall wring, 
*Tis his to groan and periſh in deſpair. 


Ye loft companions of diſtreſs, adieu! 


Your toils, and pains, and dangers, are no more! 


The tempeſt now ſhall howl, unheard by you, 
While Ocean ſmites in vain the trembling ſhore. 


On you the blaſt, ſurcharg'd with rain and ſnow, 
In winter's diſmal nights no more ſhall beat: 
Unfelt by you, the vertick ſun may glow, 
And ſcorch the Fauting earth with baneful heat. 


No as ths joyful maid, with ſprightly ſtrain, 


| Shall wake the dance to give you welcome home; 


Nor hopeleſs Love impart undying pain, Ee: 
When far from ſcenes of ſocial joy you roam. 


No more on yon wide wat'ry waſte you ftray, 

While hunger and diſeaſe your life conſume ; 
While parching thirſt, that burns without allay, 

Forbids the blaſted roſe of health to bloom. | 


No more you feel Contagion's mortal breath 
That taints the realms with miſery ſevere : 
No more behold pale Famine, ſcattering death, 

With cruel ravage deſolate the year. 


The thund'ring drum, the trumpet's ſwelling ſtrain, 
Unheard, ſhall form the long embattled line: 
Unheard, the deep foundations of the main 
Shall tremble when the hoſtile ſquadrons join. 


Since 


inct 
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Since grief, fatigue, and hazards, ſtill moleſt | 
The wandering vaſſals of the faithleſs deep, 


Oh! happier now eſcap'd to endleſs reſt, 


Than we who till ſurvive to wake and weep. 


What tho? no funeral pomp, no borrow'd tear, 
Your hour of death to gazing crowds ſhall tell ; 


Nor weeping friends attend your fable bier, 
Who ſadly liſten to the paſſing bell: 


The tutor'd ſigh, the vain parade of woe, 


No real anguiſh to the ſoul impart; 
And oft, alas! the tear that friends beſtow, 
Belies the latent feelings of the heart! 


What tho? no ſculptur'd pile your name diſplays, 


Like thoſe who periſh in their country's cauſe; | 
What tho” no epick Mule in living lays 
Records your dreadful daring with applauſe: 


Full oft the flattering marble bids renown, 
With blazon'd trophies deck the ſpotted name; 


And oft, too oft! the venal Muſes crown 
| The ſlaves of vice with never-dying fame! 


Yet ſhall Remembrance from Oblivion's veil 
| Relieve your ſcene, and ſigh with grief ſincere ; 


And ſoft Compaſſion, at your tragick tale, 


In filent tribute pay her kindred tear. 


366 BEAUTIES OF POETRY, 


ON THE SEAT OF WAR IN FLANDERS. 


WRITTEN IN M DCC Xo. 
BY. DR. BROOME. 


Seceſſus mei non tefidie nomen, ſed e accipiant. 


-A of oh thou Flandria! on whoſe fertile plains 


; In wanton pride luxurious Plenty reigns ! 
Happy, had Heav'n beſtow'd one bleſſing more, 
And plac'd thee diſtant from the Gallick power! 
But now in vain thy lawns attract the view, 
They bat invite the victor to ſubdue : 

War, horrid war! the ſylvan {ſcene invades, | 


And angry trumpets pierce the woodland ſhades. 


Here fhatter'd towers, proud works of many an age, 


Lie, dreadful monuments of human rage ! 
There palaces, and hallow'd domes, diſplay 
Majeſtick ruins, awful in decay! 

The very duſt, tho? undiſtinguiſh” d trod, 
Compos'd perhaps ſome hero great and good, 
Who nobly for his country loft his blood. 

E'en with the grave the haughty ſpoilers war, 
And Death's dick manſions wide diſcloſe to air ; 
 Ofer kings and faints inſulting Ralk, nor dread 
To ſpurn the aſhes of the glorious dead. 

See the Britannick Lions wave in air! 


See mighty Marlb'rough breathing death and war! 


From Albion's ſhores, at Anna's high commands, 
The dauntleſs hero pours his martial bands; 
As when in wrath ſtern Mars the Thund'rer ſends. 


To ſcourge his foes, in pomp the god deſcends, 


{ 
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He mounts his iron car, with fury burns, 
The car, herce rattling, thunders as it turns; 
Gloomy he graſps his adamantine ſhield, | 
And ſcatters armies o'er th' enſanguin'd field: | | 1 | 
With delegated wrath thus Marlb'rough glows, | 1. 
In vengeance ruſhing on his country's foes. 
See round the hoſtile tow'rs embattled ſtands 1 1 
His banner'd hoſt, embody'd bands by bands! 
Hark! the ſhrill trumpet ſends a mortal ſound, 
And prancing horſes ſhake the ſolid ground; | W 0 
The ſurly drums beat terrible afar, | 4 
With all the dreadful muſick of the war; 
From the drawn ſwords effulgent flames ariſe, 


Flaſh o'er the plains, and lighten to the ſkies; nk 
The heavens above, the fields and floods beneath, oY it 10 
Glare formidably bright, and ſhine with death; — jj 
In fiery ſtorms deſcends a murd'rous ſhow'r, Wh 


Thick flaſh the lightnings, fierce the thunders roar. 

As when in wrathful mood almighty Jove 

Aims his dire bolts, red hifling from above, 
Thro' the fing'd air with unreſiſted ſway 

The forky vengeance rends it's flaming way; 

And while the firmament with thunder roars, 
From their foundations hurls imperial towers : 

So ruſh the globes with many a fiery round, 

Tear up the rock, or rend the ſtedfaſt mound ; = 
Death ſhakes aloft her dart, and o'er her prey 
Stalks with dire joy, and marks in blood her way; a 
Mountains of heroes ſlain deform the ground, 1 
The ſhape of man half bury'd in the wound. | . 
And, lo! while in the ſhock of war they cloſe, | 
While ſwords meet ſwords, and foes encounter foes, _ Wits 
The treach'rous earth beneath their footſteps cleaves, f 
Her entrails tremble, and her boſom heaves ; 
Sudden in burſts of fire eruptions riſe, 
And whirl the torn battalions to the ſkies, 
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Thus earthquakes, rumbling with a thund'ring found, | 
Shake the firm world, and rend the cleaving ground; 
Rocks, hills, and groves, are toſs'd into the ſky, 

And in one mighty ruin nations die. as) 

See, thro” th' incumber'd air the pond'rous bomb 

Bears magazines of death within it's womb! 

Ihe glowing orb diſplays a blazing train, . 

And darts bright horror thro? th” ethereal plain; 

It mounts tempeſt'ous, and with hideous ſound 

Wheels down the heav'ns and thunders o'er the ground! ' 

Th impriſon'd deaths ruſh dreadful in a blaze, 

And mow a thouſand lives a thouſand ways; 

Earth floats with blood, while ſpreading flames ariſe 

From palaces and domes, and kindle half the ſkies. 
Thus terribly in air the comets roll, 

And ſhoot malignant gleams from pole to pole : 

*Tween worlds and worlds they move, and from their hair 

Shake the blue plague, the peſtilence, and war. 

But who is he who ſtern beſtrides the plain, 

Who drives triumphant o'er huge hills of ſlain, 

Serene, while engines from the hoſtile tower 7 

Rain from their brazen mouths an iron ſhower; 

While turbid fiery ſmoke obſcures the day, 

Hews thro' the deathful breach his deſp'rate way? 

Sure Jove, deſcendin &, joins the martial toil ! 

Or is it Marlb'rough, or the great Argyle? 

Thus, when the Grecians, furious to deſtroy, 
Levell'd the ſtructures of imperial Troy, 

Here angry Neptune hurl'd his vengeful mace, 
There Jove o'erturn'd it from it's inmoſt baſe; 
Tho' brave, yet vanquiſh'd, ſhe confeſs'd the odds; 
Her ſons were heroes, but they fought with gods. 
Ah! what new horrors riſe! in deep array 

The ſquadrons form ; aloft the ſtandards play; 
The captains draw the ſword; on ev'ry brow 
Determin'd Valour lours, the trumpets blow. 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


See, the brave Briton delves the cavern'd ground 
Thro' the hard entrails of the ſtubborn mound; | 
And, undiſmay'd by death, the foe invades 

Thro? dreadful horrors of infernal ſhades! 

In vain the wall's broad baſe deep-rooted lies 

In vain an hundred turrets threat the ſkies ! 

Lo! while at eaſe the bands immur'd repole, 

Nor, careleſs, dream of ſubterranean foes, 

Like the Cadmzan hoſt, embattled ſwarms 

Start from the earth, and claſh their ſounding arms; 
And, pouring war and ſlaughter from beneath, 


Wrap towers, walls, men, in fire, in blood, in death 


So ſome fam'd torrent dives within the caves 
Of op'ning earth, ingulf'd with all his waves: 
High o'er the latent ſtream the ſhepherd feeds 
His wand'ring flock, and tunes the ſprightly reeds: 
Till from ſome rifted chaſm the billows riſe, 
And foaming burſt tumultuous to the ſkies ; 
Then roaring dreadful o'er the delug'd plain, 
oweep herds and hinds in thunder to the main. 
Bear me, ye friendly pow'rs! to gentler ſcenes, 
To ſhady bowers and never-fading greens ; 
Where the ſhrill trumpet never ſounds alarms, 
Nor martial din 1s heard, nor claſh of arms. 
Hail, ye ſoft ſeats! ye limpid ſprings and floods ! 
Ye flow ry meads! ye vales and mazy woods! 
Ye limpid floods! that ever murm'ring flow, : | 
Ye verdant meads! where flow'rs eternal blow, 
| Ye ſhady vales ! where zephyrs ever play, 
Ye woods! where little warblers tune their lay. 
Here grant me, Heav'n, to end my peaceful days, 
And ſteal myſelf from life by ſlow decays ; 
Draw health from food the temp'rate garden yields, 
From fruit or herb, the bounty of the fields; 
Nor let the loaded table groan beneath 1255 
vain animals, the horrid feaſt of death: 
1 8 
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479 
With age unknown, to pain or ſorrow 8 
To the dark grave retiring, as to reſt; 
While gently with one ſigh this mortal frame 
Diſſolving, turns to aſhes, whence i it came; 
While my freed ſoul departs without a groan, 
And joyful wings her flight to worlds unknown. 
Ye gloomy grots! ye awful ſolemmells! 
Where holy thoughtful Contemplation dwells, : 
Guard me from ſplendid cares and tireſome ſtate, 
That pompous miſery of being great! 
Happy if by the wiſe and learn'd belov'd, 
But happieſt above all, if ſelf-approv'd! 
Content with eaſe, ambitious to deſpiſe 
IIluſtrious vanity and glorious vice! 
Come thou, chaſte maid ! here ever let me ſtray, 
While the calm hours ſteal unperceiv'd away; 
Here court the Muſes, while the ſun on hig 
Flames in the vault of heaven and fires the ſky ; 
Or while the night's dark wings this globe ſurround, 
And the pale moon begins her ſolemn round, 
Bid my free ſoul to ſtarry orbs repair, 
Thoſe radiant worlds that float in ambient air, 
And with a regular confuſion ſtray 
Oblique, direct, along th? aerial way; 
Or when Aurora from her golden bowers 
Exhales the fragrance of the balmy flowers, 
Reclin'd in ſilence on a moſly bed, 
Conſult the learned volumes of the dead ; 
Fall'n realms and empires in deſcription view, 
Live o'er paſt times, and build whole worlds anew ; 
Or from the burſting tombs in fancy raiſe 
The ſons of Fame who liv'd in ancient days. 
And, lo! with haughty ſtalk the warrior treads ! 
Stern legiſlators, frowning, lift their heads! 
I ſee proud victors in triumphal cars, 
Chiefs, kings, and heroes, ſeam'd with glorious ſcars ! 


G 
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Or liſten till the raptur'd ſoul takes wings, 
While Plato reaſons, or while Homer ſings. 


Charm me, ye ſacred leaves! with loftier themes, 


With op'ning heavens, and angels rob'd in flames. 
Ye reſtleſs paſſions! while I read be aw'd: 
Hail, ye myſterious oracles of God! 


Here I behold how irffgnt Time began, 


How the duſt mov'd and quicken'd into man; 


Here thro? the flow'ry walks of Eden rove, 


Court the ſoft breeze or range the ſpicy grove; 
There tread on hallow'd ground where angels trod, 


And rev'rend patriarchs talk as friends with God; 


Or hear the voice to ſlumb'ring prophets giv'n, 
Or gaze on viſions from the throne of heav'n. 

But nobler yet, far nobler ſcenes advance! | 
Why leap the mountains? why the foreſts dance? 
Why flaſhes glory from the golden ſpheres? 
Rejoice, O earth! a God, a God appears 
A God! a God? deſcending angels ſing; 

And mighty ſeraphs ſhout, «* Behold your King!“ 

Hail, virgin-born! lift, lift, ye blind ! your eyes; 

Sing, O ye dumb! and, O ye dead! ariſe; 

Tremble, ye gates of hell! in nobleſt ſtrains 

Tell it aloud, ye heav'ns! the Saviour reigns! 
Thus lonely thoughtful may I run the race 


Of tranſient life in no unuſual eaſes = 
Enjoy each hour; nor, as it fleets away, 


Think life too ſhort, and yet too long the day; 


Of right obſervant, while the ſoul attends 


Each duty, and makes Heav'n and angels friends. | 


And thou, fair Peace! from the wild floods of war 


Come, dove-like, and thy blooming olive bear. 
Tell me, ye victors! what ſtrange charms ye find 
In conqueſt, that deſtruction of mankind? 
Unenvy'd may your laurels ever grow, 


'T hat never r flouriſh but in human woe; 
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If never earth the wreathe triumphal bears, 
Till drench'd in heroes blood, or orphans tears! 
Let Ganges from afar to laughter train 
His fable warriors on th' embattled plain; 
Let Volga's ſons in iron ſquadrons riſe, 
And pour in millions from her frozen Kies; | 
Thou, gentle Thames! flow thou in peaceful ſtreams; 
Bid thy bold ſons reftrain their martial flames: 
In thy own laurels ſhade, great Marlb'rough ! ſtay, 
There charm the thoughts of conquer'd worlds a away. 
Guardian of England ! born to ſcourge her foes, 
Speak, and thy word gives half the world repoſe. 
Sink down, ye hills! eternal rocks ſubſide ! | 
Vaniſh, ye forts! thou, ocean! drain thy tide; 
We ſafety boaſt defended by thy fame 51 
And armies—in the terror of chy name! 
Now fix o'er Anna's throne thy victor blade; 5 


War, be thou chain'd! ye ſtreams of blood, be ſtay d! 


Tho' wild Ambition her juſt vengeance feels, 

She wars to fave, and where ſhe ſtrikes ſhe heals. 
So Pallas with her jayelin ſmote the ground, 
And peaceful olives flouriſh'd from the wound. 


THE CHARGE OF CYRUS THE GREAT. 


BY RICHARD ONELY, M. A. 


HAT means this awful fight? why round me ſhine | 


| Thoſe radiant glories, and that form divine? 


See! where commiſſion'd with ſome dread command, 

How ſternly waves yon viſionary hand ! 

Near and more near it beckons, < Cyrus, riſe; 
The gods remand thee to thy native ſkies,” 


„ > Since 
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Since thus the pleaſure of imperial Jove, 
And folemn omens warn me from above, 

Come then, ye fathers, venerable grown, 
Whoſe ſteady counſels prop the Perſian throne! 
Ye friends, long wedded to fair Virtue's cauſe, 
And ye, my ſons, whom filial duty awes ! 
Attentive hear, amidſt 0 aſſembled throng, 
The dying accents of a monarch's tongue. 

I ceaſe to live! yet, ah! forbear to ſhew 
The mad expreſſions of unmanly woe: 

To die, is to be bleſs'd ; this underſtood, 
Twere needleſs mourning for the wiſe and good. 


What virtues charm us, or what arts engage 


In childhood, youth, in manhood, or in age! 
In theſe I ſpent each well-diftinguiſh'd day, 
And ftill purſu'd, where Honour led the way: 
Mine was each gift kind Fortune could afford, 
T he ſtateſman's counſel, or the hero's ſword. 
See, Aſia, ſee thy once ignoble race, 


What glory heightens, and what worthies grace! 


See Peace thy realms with ſmiling train adorn, 
And Plenty pour the treaſures of her horn. 
Yet, oft as Fortune blew propitious gales, 
And mildeſt zephyrs fann'd my ſwelling ſails, 
Still Caution warn'd me, anxious for the realm, 
And Reaſon fear'd to quit her much- loy'd helm : 
She calmly ſtemm'd Ambition s boiſt'rous tide, 
And lower'd the projects of gigantick Pride. 
Hence unimpair'd are all my bleſſings now; 
Hence freſn my laurels blooming o'er my brow : 
Sage Foreſight only keeps our conqueſts won; 
The too ſecure too ſurely are undone. 
No claimant princes ſhall hereafter jar, 
(The bloody ſources of inteſtine war) 
For thus I will—both ye, my children, ſhare 
Altke my fondneſs, and alike my care! 


373 


——— —— 


. « > 


— 


2 — - "7 17 
Sr rr 


D 


11 2 PRE "EEC. - — 
D 
* 3 — 

"TEE 


x" 0 
—— — W 
—_— , wan . 


dane” * ae” an Px 27, X — 
8 7 


2 
—— — 


374 BEAUTIES OP POETRY, 


Yet you, my eldeſt, to the crown ſucceed; 

»Tis what thy father, what the gods decreed. 
Reflect, from whence that ſacred power is given, 
It's fount, the grand authority of Heaven! 

Reflect, that monarchs only were deſign'd 

To guard their people, and to bleſs mankind ! 

Each royal mandate Equity ſhould bound, 

And Goodneſs caſt a ſmile on all around. 

Nor leſs, whilſt, hovering o'er th' embattled feld, 
Her palms to thee fond vict'ry ſhall yield, 
Let Mercy plead; no hero's truly brave, 

Without that godlike principle—to fave : 
Diſtreſs ſhould bid our generous pity flow, 
_ Whilſt Nature ſoftens at another's woe. 

By me releas'd, O! how the Jewiſh choir, 

To Sion's ſongs retun'd the ſacred lIyre 

Which by the ſtreams of Babylon “, unſtrung, 

In late ſad ſilence on the willows hung! 

Diſmiſs'd with preſents to their old abode , 

To build the temple of their much-lov'd God, 

Each mouth was full of laughter long unknown $4: 

The joy that fill'd their hearts, o 'erflow'd my own. 

Thy breaſt, young prince, let all theſe virtues fre, 
And nobly to the world confeſs thy ſire. | | 

This happy fate, that, from an heavenly plan, 
Forms every ſcheme of happineſs to man, | 
By juſtice 'ſtabliſn, and by arms defend; 

No feuds embroil, and no diviſions rend! 

Tranſmit entire, to bleſs the peaceful home 

Of nations now unborn, and monarchs yet to come. 

And thou, my ſon, thou youngeſt, ſnalt command 
The narrower confines of ſome neighbouring land, _ 


* Fer Pfalm cxxxvii. | 
L 7 The famous edict of Cyrus in behalf if the Jew 5, wh ch i is here ode F 
to, is recited in 1 Eſdras. 2 Chron. i. 7. 


= | See Pfalm cxxvi. | 
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Tho” larger realms thy brother” s ſway confeſs, 

Thy peace is greater, as thy kingdom lefs. 

Ambition's ſpur ſtill pungent to the ſoul, 

When o'er his mind his father's glories roll ; 

Purſuing cloſe up Labour's craggy ſteep, 

Fame hard to gain, and harder yet to keep; 

Foremoſt in cares, as firſt in rule to ſhine ; 

Theſe, theſe are his—but pleaſures all are thine. 
And weak, Cambyſes, will thy kingdom prove, 

Without the ſceptre of thy people's love. 

But yet it aſks thy caution, all thy care, 

Thy ſubjects when to court, and when beware: 

Not true by nature, man, whate'er he boaſt, 

Moft faithful ſeeming, may deceive the moſt. 

Be thine the well-try'd ſtateſman, prudent, juſt, 

Unſway'd by lucre, unenflav'd by luſt; 

W ho publick good prefers to private ends, 

Whoſe truth directs you, and whoſe zeal defends, 

Then no ſad murmurs can ſuſpicion raiſe; 

Admiring Anarchy itſelf obeys ; 

| Baſe Treaſon dreads infernal plots to lay, 

And calm'd Rebellion looks her rage away. 

This once, O Daniel“! was thy godlike part, 

Thy head as learn'd as was ſincere thy heart. 

Tho? ſullen Jealouſy oft curs'd thy name, 

And Envy plann'd the ruins of thy-fame, 

Thy ſpotleſs honour could the mouth defy, 

Of deadly lions, or the deadlier ſpy. 


Chiefs ſuch as thou, beſt guard each prince's cauſe, 


Whom Conſcience binds, and whom Religion awes. 
Thy friends promote, thy brother firſt of theſe, 
Advancing moſt his honour, int'reſt, eaſe; _ 


* The prophet Daniel was prime miniſter about ſeventy years to the princes 
of Babylon, of whom Cyrus was the laſt who engaged him in his ſervice, in 


which he very probably died. 
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So ſhall his ſoul with kindred paſſions burn, 
And grateful Friendſhip make the beſt return; ; 
Faithful alike his counſels and his arms, 
When Peace ſhall bleſs you, or when War alarms. 
But, O! if where Reſpect her balms ſhould bring, 
Pride rears her creſt, and Envy's adders fting ; 
If royal brothers, when ſome fiend inſpires, 
When Anger prompts, or when Ambition fires, 
Divide themſelves, and with imperious awe 
Their people's hearts to different factions draw; 
Then ſoon will Peace, that guardian goddeſs, fail, 
And injur'd Juſtice drop her equal ſcale; | 
Faith, heavenly gueſt ! forſake her wonted ſtand, 
And Truth, indignant, flee the guilty land; 
In Concord's temple wild Contention reign, + 
And madd'ning Fury clank her broken chain; 
Her rights ſequeſter'd Freedom ſhall deplore, 
And Mercy's grand aſylum be no more. | 
801 then, my ſons, by that great God above, 
By filial duty, by paternal love, 
Let ſacred Friendſhip with you ever grow, 
The beſt of bleſſings earth contains below, 
Nor think, when this poor life away ſhall flees 
Your royal father never more mult be. 
Tho' in our breaſt the ſoul's unſeen, "tis clear 
A foul immortal has exiſtence there. 
Or whence has action it's energick ſpring ? ? 
Or whence, Reflection, thy excurſive wing? 
Whence all the dreadful ſcene of horror ſpread 
Around the trembling murderer's guilty head ? 
| Or why does thus, when mortals dare to in, 
VindiQive Conſcience ply the laſh within ? 
Why o'er the grave thoſe glaring trophies blaze ? 
Why all the pomp of monumental praiſe? 
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Vain were the lofty Muſe's epick ſtrain, 

Vain the ſad dirge, the riſing column vain, 

If human ſouls mortality muſt ſhare, 

And at the laſt but vaniſh into air. 

Our thirſt for Truth, which cannot here abate, 
Points out ſome clearer, ſome more perfect ſtate; 
Whilſt longing Hope ſtill bids us calmly die, 

And take our fair poſſeſſion of the ſky. 

See Innocence with various cares diſtreſs'd, 

Unfed, uncloath'd, unmanſion'd, and opprefi'd ! 
See modeſt Worth, midft troubles undeſerv'd! 
Admir'd, repuls'd ! juſt pity'd, prais'd, and Rary'd! 
Yet ſtill rejoice the ſons of virtuous Woe, 

Tho? proſperous Vice triumphant reigns below; 
On Honour's mount tho? glares the perjur'd chief, 
They walk contented thro” the vale of grief! 

It muſt be ſo! what reaſoner can believe 
That ſouls, when freed from bodies, ceaſe to live? 
Let Age the weak corporeal frame deſtroy, 
The ſoul ſurvives—this, this can never die: 
Whilſt that, inactive, moulders in the tomb, 
This fill ſhall Aouriſh in immortal bloom, 
Purg*d from all earthly droſs, for ever rove 
Thro' all th' unbounded tracts of happineſs above. 1 
When drowzy flumbers o'er the ſpirits creep, . 
Refle& what Death is, from it's i image, Sleep! : 
In airy dreams the ſoul then wings it's way, 
Freed from the dull impediments of clay, 
Holds converſe ſweet with every kindred power, 
In myrtle grove, or amaranthine bower ; 
| Thro? worlds unknown quick darts the vital flame, 
And traverſes all heav'n, from whence it came. 
But yet if, with the body, rigid Fate 
The ſoul's exiſtence ſhould annihilate, 
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How, when fond thoughts the pleaſing theme purſue, 
Does anxious Doubt thus terminate the view“! 

Yet ſtill to God let pure devotion riſe, 
| All powerful, juſt, all merciful, and wiſe; 
| Whoſe piercing eye each ſecret fraud detects; : 
| Whoſe wiſdom governs, and whoſe care direct ; 
il That Time nor Fate hath in confuſion hurl'd 
| The beauty, order, grandeur of the world. 
Hence, where ſome mountain, awful to the ſight fy 
7 Rears it's rude ſummit to yon realms of light, 
Let humble prayer, propitiating the ſky, 
The body proſtrate, or uplift the eye; 

There glad thankſgiving grateful altars raiſe! 
There choral Pæans ſwell the ſong of praiſe! 

Let no corruption near thy palace ſpread, 

Nor dire Oppreſſion rear her iron head. 

There heaven- born virtues ſhall attract the ſoht, 
| Peace, Love, and Charity, divinely bright; 
| There Bounty, guided by Diſcretion's hand r, 
Shall deal her favours to a grateful land; 
There Truth ſhall ſmile, in awful ſtate enſhrin'd, 
The fair reſemblance of th' Eternal Mind; 
There Mercy ſhall vouchſafe her milder word, 
There Juſtice brandiſh her impartial ſword ; 
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| | * The notions of the wiſet heathens concerning a future ſtate were mix 
with ſuch doubts and uncertainties, that the ſtrongeſt expreſſions of their pl 
| loſophers upon this ſubject are little better than mere ſcepticiſm, when com- 
| pared to the diicoveries of the goſpel, which alone has brought lite and im- 
| mortality to their fulleſt light. | 
+ The Perſians generally performed their religious oneucifes' in the open alt 
on high places; thinking it derogatory from the majeſty of the Deity, t 
ſhut that God up within walls, who ſhould have the earth for his altar; and the 
whole world for his temple. 
| T It is a fine compliment that Pliny pays to the munificence of the Emperd 
| | 11 rozan: Arigeo principis munus, you aſtendo liberalitati ej us ineſſè rationen: 
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Shall right the injur'd, and the weak defend, 
Each orphan's guardian, and each widow's friend. 
Purſue, great prince, purſue th' im portant plan; 
Be fear'd as monarch, but be lov'd as man. 
And when my ſoul, fair tenant, flies away 
From this frail manſion mould'ring to decay, 
No coſtly pile with funeral grandeur burn, 
Nor cull my aſhes for the pompous urn; 
Far other honours let theſe relicks have; 
The low-delv'd chamber of ſome ſilent grave: 
Where, when our gloomy long abode we fix, 
The human particles with earthly mix, 
Whilſt beyond Fate and Fortune's fartheſt line, 
For ever lives the particle divine. 
Yet make my tomb to future ages known, 


- And with a modeſt verſe inſcribe the ſtone * : 


The verſe ſhall preach ſome moral truth to man— \ 
That fortune's various, or that life's a ſpan; 

That vain the pomp and pageantry of Yate, 

That weak the mighty, and that frail the great; 
Grandeur a bubble! honours empty all! 

That heroes periſh, and that monarchs fall. 

And now, my friends, receive the parting view ! 
Preſs my child hand, and bid the laſt adieu! 
Call my dear Perſians round the ſolemn bier, 

And you, my fellow-ſoldiers f, you be there! 


* Plutarch tells us, that Alexander, upon his firſt coming into Aſia, founa 


{ the ſepulchre of Cyrus inſcribed with an epitaph; and was exceedingly affect- 


ed with ſo ſerious a leſſon upon the inſtability of all human affairs. 

F Cyrus's remarkable humanity, munificence, and affability, to his ſol- 
diery, are frequently mentioned by Xenophon; his harangues to them, be- 
fore any military enterprize, are particuiarly fine; himſelf and his whole ar- 
my went to prayers, ſung an hymn, and performed other duties to Heaven, 


before and after battle, and always made the firſt onſet in the name of Zev; 


Lerne na. Hys/40y; that is, his country god, the protector and leader. 
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With me who brav'd Arabia's pathleſs lands, 
Bleak Scythia's coaſts, and India's burning ſands; 
While ſtrew'd on heaps around the foaming ſteed, 
Or groan'd th' Aſſyrian, or expir'd the Mede: 
Brave troops! by whom, as Heaven protecting led, 
Great Crœſus fell, and proud Belſhazzar bled. 
But now, frail Health, how wan thy roſes ſeem! 
In flower currents flows the purple ſtream : 
No more this breaſt with martial rage ſhall glow, 
Nor ruſh all vengeance on the adverſe foe; 
No more this arm the flaming faulchion wield, 
Or gather laurels from the well-fought field! 
No more—for fee the dire diſeaſe prevail, 
My nerves all tremble, all my ſpirits fail! 
Ah! why thoſe cries? ſee lovely Reaſon near 
To calm the ſoul, and wipe off every tear! 
O! rather all your wonted joys renew! 
If life I leave, I leave it's troubles too: 
For, if my happy foul to God aſcends, 
Or in mere nothing if my being ends, 
Death ſoon ſhall waft me to ſome unknown ſhore, 
Where labours end, and ſorrows are no more: 
Where patriot heroes in the peaceful ſhade, 
No factions threaten, and no foes invade; 
Where long oblivion, ending anxious ſtrife, 
Stills the wild hurry of a noiſy life; 
Or where all joys with heart-felt eaſe abound, 
Whilſt youthful ſpring ſor ever blcoms around. 
Come then, dear pledges of connubial joy; 
Come, give the fond embrace, and let me die: 
Next, to your mother all this icene 1mpart *; 
How will it wound, fad tale! her tender heart! 


* Cyrus married the daughter of Cyaxares; Wi no was a very beauticul youls 
princeſs, and nad the kingdom of Medea for her portion. | 
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Her heart by grief too \ delicately mov'd, 

For ever loving, and for ever lov'd. 

Ah! now what eaſe employs her ſofter hours, 

Near murm'ring fountains, or in cooling bowers, 

At Suſa's royal court? what princely care 

Far from her dying lord detains my fair ? 

Where now that tongue, that never ceas'd to charm ? 1? 
Where the ſoft ſmile that ſickneſs could diſarm ? 

Or where the hands my weary eyes to cloſe, 

The laſt kind office in my laſt repoſe ? | 

How oft I nam'd her with my lateſt breath, 

How bleſs'd her abſent, in the midſt of death, 

Le conſcious ſkies, ye lights celeſtial, tell! 
Farewel, O lovelieſt of thy ſex, farewel | 
Farewel,. my chiefs, in my example ſee 

What monarch, general, patriot, friend, ſhould be. 


„ 
ROXANA TO USBECK:; 


FROM LES LETTRES PERSAN (NES, 


BY LORD HERVEY. 


Roxana, one of Uſbeck's wives, was found (whilſt he was in Europe) inbbed 
with her lover, whom ſhe had privately let into the ſeraglio. The guardian 
eunuch who diſcovered them had the man murdered on the ſpot, and her 
_ cloſe guarded till he received inſtructions from his maſter how to diſpoſe of 
ber. During that interval ſhe ſwallowed poiſon, and is ſuppoſed to write the 


following letter whilſt ſhe is dying. 


HINKE not I write my innocence to prove, 

To ſue for pity, or awake thy love 

No mean defence expect, or abject prayers, 
Thou know'& no mercy, and I know no tcars: 


* 
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I laugh at all thy vengeance has decreed, 
 Avow the fact, and glory in the deed. 
Yes, tyrant! I deceiv'd thy ſpies and thee ; ; 
Pleas'd in oppreſſion, and in bondage free ; 
The rigid agents of thy cruel laws 
By gold I won to aid my juſter cauſe; 
With dext'rous ſkill eluded all thy care, 
And acted more than jealouſy could fear: 
To wanton bow'rs this priſon-houſe I turn'd, 
And bleſs'd that abſence which you thought I mourn J. 
But ſhort thoſe joys allow'd by niggard F ate, | | 1 
vet fo refin'd, fo exquiſitely great, 
That their exceſs compenſated their date, 
I die; already in each burning vein _ 
J feel the pois'nous draught, and bleſs the pain; 
For what is life unleſs it's joys we prove ? 
And where is joy, depriv'd of what we love! 5 
Yet, ere I die, this juſtice I have paid 
To my dear murder'd lover's injur'd ſhade : 
"Thoſe ſacrilegious inftruments of power, | 
Who wrought that ruin theſe ſad eyes deplore, 
Already with their blood their crimes atone, 
And for his life have ſacrific'd their own. 
Thee, tho? reſtraint and abſence may defend 
From my revenge, my curſes ſtill attend: 
Defpair like mine, barbarian ! be thy part; 
Remorſe aMi&, and forrow ſting thy heart. 
Nor think this hate commencing in my breaſt, 
| Tho? prudence long it's latent force ſuppreſs'd ; 
J knew thoſe wrongs that I was forc'd to bear, 
And curs'd thoſe chains injuſtice made me wear. 
For couldſt thou hope Roxana to deceive 3 
With idle tales, which only fools believe? 
Poor abje& ſouls, in ſuperſtition bred, 
In ignorance train'd, by prejudice miſled ; 
| | Whom 
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Whom biediog derviſes by proxy teach, 

From thoſe whoſe falſe prerogative they preach, 

Didſt thou imagine me fo weak of mind, 

Becauſe I murmur'd not, I ne'er repin'd, 

But hugg'd my chain, and thought my gaoler kind! ? 
That willingly thoſe laws TI &er obey'd, | 

Which Pride invented, and Oppreſſion made? 

And whilſt, ſelf-licens'd, through the world you rove, 

To quicken appetite by change in love ; 

Each paſſion ſated, and each wiſh poſſeſs'd 

That Luſt can urge, or Fancy can ſuggeſt: 

That I ſhould mourn thy loſs with fond regret, 

Weep the misfortune, and the wrong forget ? 

Could I believe that Heav'n this beauty gave, 
(Thy tranfient pleaſure, and thy laſting ſlave ;) 
Endu'd with reaſon, only to fulfil _ 

The harſh commands of thy capricious will ? 

No, Uſbeck, no; my ſoul diſdain'd thoſe laws; 

And tho? I wanted power t' aſſert my cauſe, 

My right I knew; and ſtill thoſe pleaſures ſought, 

Which Juſtice warranted, and Nature taught: 
On Cuſtom's ſenſeleſs precepts I refin'd, 

I weigh'd what Heav'n, I knew what man deſigf'd, 

And form'd by her own rules my free-born mind, 

Thus, whilſt this wretched body. own'd thy pow r, 

Doom'd, unredreſs'd, it's hardſhips to deplore; ; 

My ſoul ſubſervient to herſelf alone, . . 

And Reaſon independent on her throne, 440 

Contemn'd thy dictates, and obey'd their own. — Wy 

Yet thus far to my conduct thanks are due, N 10 

At leaſt I condeſcended to ſeem true; 1 

Endeavour'd ſtill my ſentiments to hide, 19 

Indulg'd thy vanity, and ſooth'd thy pride. 

Tho' this ſubmiſſion to a tyrant paid, 

Whom not my duty, but my fears obey'd, 
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If rightly weizh'd, would more deſerve thy blame, 

Who call it Virtue, but prophane her name: 

| For to tlie world J ſhould have own'd that love, 

| Which all impartial judges mult approve, 

| \ You urg'd a right to tyrannize my heart, 

| Which he, ſoliciting, aſſail'd by art; 

"i Whilſt I, impatient of the name of flave, 

1 'To force refus'd, what I to merit gave. 

Oft as thy ſlaves this wretched body led 
To the deteſted pleaſures of thy bed; 
In thoſe ſoft moments conſecrate to joy, 
Which extaſy and tranſport ſhould employ ; 
Claſp'd in your arms, you wonder'd ſtill to end 
So cold my kiſſes, ſo com pos'd my mind: 
But had thy cheated eyes diſcern'd aright, 
Lou'd found averſion, where you fought delight. 
Not that my ſoul, incapable of love, 

No charms could warm, no tenderneſs could move; 
For him, whoſe love my every thought poſſeſs'd, 
A fiercer paſſion fill'd this conſtant breaſt, _ 
Than Truth e'er felt, or Falſhood e'er poſſeſs'd. 

This ſtile unuſual to thy pride appears, 

For truth's a ſtranger to the tyrant's ears; 
But what have I to manage, or to dread ! 

Nor threats alarm, nor inſults hurt the dead; 
No wrongs they feel, no miſeries they find; 
Cares are the legacies we leave behind : 

In the calm grave no Uſbecks we deplore, 
No tyrant huſband, no oppreſſive power. 
Alas! I faint; Death intercepts the reſt; 
The venom'd drug is buſy in my breaſt ; 
Each nerve's unſtrung; a mitt obſcures the day; 
My ſenſes, ſtrength, and e'en my hate, decay : 
Tho' rage awhile the ebbing ſpirits ſtay'd, 
*T'is paſs'd—they fink beneath the tranſient aid. 
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Take, then, inhuman wretch! my laſt farewel; 
Pain be thy portion here—hereafter, hell: 

And when our prophet ſhall my fate decree, 

| Be any curſe my puniſhment, but thee, 


ON A DISTANT PROSPECT OF ETON COLLEGE. 


BY MR. GRAY, 


E diſtant ſpires, ye antique towers, 
That crown the wat'ry glade, 
Where grateful Science ſtill adores 
Her Henry's * holy ſhade ; 
And ye, that from the ſtately brow 
Of Windfor's heights th' expanſe below 
Of grove, of lawn, of mead ſurvey, 
Whoſe turf, whoſe ſhade, whoſe flowers among. 
Wanders the hoary Thames along, 
His filver-winding way. 


Ah, happy hills! ah, pleaſing ſhade! 
Ah, fields! belov'd in vain; 
Where once my careleſs childhood ſtray d, 
A ſtranger yet to pain! 
I feel the gales that from ye blow, 
A momentary bliſs beſtow, | 
As waving freſh their gladſome wings 
My weary ſoul they ſeem to ſoothe, 
And, redolent of joy and youth, 
To breathe a ſecond ſpring. 


* King Henry the Sixth, founder of the college. 
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Say, Father Thames, for thou TY ſeen 


” F ull many a ſprightly race 


Deſporting on thy margent green, 


The paths of pleaſure trace, 


Who foremoſt now delight to cleave 


With pliant arm thy glaſſy wave? 


The captive linnet which enthrall ? 


What idle progeny ſucceed 
To chace the rolling circle's ſpeed, 


Or urge the flying ball? 


While ſome, on earneſt buſineſs bent, 


Their murm'ring labours ply 


Gainſt graver hours, that bring conſtraint | 


To ſweeten liberty; 


Some bold adventurers diſdain 


The limits of their little reign, 


And unknown regions dare deſcry: 
Still as they run they look behind, 
They hear a voice in every wind, 

And ſnatch a fearful joy. 


Gay hope is theirs, by Fancy fed, 


Leſs pleaſing when poſſeſs'd; 


The tear forgot as ſoon as ſhed, 


The ſunſhine of the breaſt: 


Theirs buxom health of roſy hue, 

Wild wit, invention ever new, 
And lively chear of vigour born; 

The thoughtleſs day, the eaſy night, 


The ſpirits pure, the ſlumbers light, 


That fly th approach of morn. 


Aly; 


It 


Alas ! regardleſs of their doom, 


The little victims play! 


No ſenſe have they of ills to come, 


Nor care beyond to-day: 


Yet ſee how all around 'em wait 
The miniſters of human fate, 


And black Misfortune's baleful train! 
Ah, ſhew them where in ambuſh ſtand 


To ſeize their prey the murd'rous band! 
Ah, tell them they are men! 


' Theſe ſhall the fury paſſions tear, 
The vultures of the mind, 
Diſdainful Anger, pallid Fear, 


And Shame that ſculks behind; _ 
Or pining Love ſhall waſte their youth, 
Or Jealouſy with rankling tooth, 


That inly gnaws the ſecret heart, 
And Envy wan, and faded Care, 


_ Grim-viſag'd comfortleſs Deſpair, 


And Sorrow's piercing dart. 


Ambition this ſhall tempt to riſe, 


Then whirl the wretch from high, 


To bitter ſcorn a ſacrifice, 
And grinning Infamy. 
The ſtings of Falſhood thoſe ſhall try, 
And hard Unkindneſs' alter'd eye, 


That mocks the tear it forc'd to flow; 
And keen remorſe with blood defil'd, 


And moody Madneſs laughing wild 
Amid ſevereſt woe. ö 
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Lo! in the vale of years beneath 

1 A grieſſy troop are ſeen, 

The painful family of Death, 
More hideous than their queen: 
This racks the joints, this fires the veins, 
T hat every labouring ſinew ſtrains, 

| Thoſe in the deeper vitals rage: 

Lo! Poverty, to fill the band, 

That numbs the ſoul with icy hand, 

. And e 


To each his ma Ping: all are men, 
Condemn'd alike to groan . 
I be tender for another's pain, 
Th unfeeling for his own. 
Vet, ah! why ſhould they know their RAE 
Since ſorrow never comes too late, 
And happineſs too ſwiftly flies? 
Thought would deſtroy their paradiſe. . 
No more; where ignorance is bliſs, 
- Tis folly to be wiſe. 


ABSENCE. 
A PASTORAL. 


BY THE REV. MR. PARSONS. 
Ty 

OW ſweet to  recal 8 dear moments of 3 Joy ! 

'Tis this, and this only, « can Abſence employ ; ; 
Eur eaſe my fond heart, and beguile my ſoft pain, 
Till I ſee with delight my dear charmer again, 
Ah! who ever knew ſuch full tranſports as I, 
While with her the ſweet minutes unheeded paſs'd by? 
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Alas! with the ſweet recollection I burn; | 
Bring back your delights, ye dear moments, return ! 


Ah, me! what delights in my boſom would riſe, 
While with eager attention I've hung on her eyes, 

And watch'd the kind beams of Compaſſion and Love, 
While ſhe pitied my paſſion, and ſeem'd to approve ! 
Ah, me! with what raptur'd attention Ive hung, 

To catch the ſweet accents that flow'd from her tongue, 
When tenderneſs bade the dear maiden impart 

The pleaſing ſenſations that glow'd in her heart. 


O how does my fair-one conſume the long day! 

Is the charmer quite eaſy while I am away! 

Indeed, if our thoughts like our hearts ſhould agree, 

The dear lovely maiden is thinking on me: 

Ah! did ſhe but think with ſuch fondneſs as I, 

How much would ſhe grieve, and how oft would ſhe ſigh! 
Yet with ſo much fond love may her boſom ne'er burn, 
If ſhe ſighs as I ſigh, if ſhe mourns as I mourn, 


But why doI wander ? why ſigh thus alone? 

Alas! 'tis the loſs of my fair that I moan, 

Why thus every hour does my ſorrow increaſe ? 

Alas! it is abſence that ruins my peace, 

Why ſwells my ſad boſom with fear and with grief ? 
Ah! nought but her preſence can bring me relief, 

Why thus down my cheek trickles faſt the big tear? 

Alas! can I help it? - my fair is not here. 


Till I nouriſh F this paſſion, I, all unconcern'd, 
Saw Peace my companion wherever I turn'd; 
Till now, with my heart all at eaſe I could reſt, 
And a ſigh was a ſtranger unknown to my weak; 
What, then, is this love? and why do J endure 
- Theſe grieſs in my mind, nor endeavour to cure? 
Fane We cs | When 
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When thus my fond heart is o'erwhelm'd with deſpair, 
And I know no delight when away from my fair? 


Yet, Colin, theſe pains, ſpite of all thou haſt ſaid, 
Buy one hour of her preſence are far over-paid ; 
Theſe ſorrows from abſence which now you deplore, 

Then vaniſh, are loſt, and are thought of no more. 
Recal thoſe raſh words, and forbear to complain, 

Since the next tender meeting rewards all your pain! 

Let ſweet expectation, then, leſſen your care, 

Let hope ſoften abſence, and keep off deſpair, 


Sure, ſure, thoſe dear pleaſures once more will return! 
How long in this abſence diſtreſs'd muſt I mourn ! 
How long muſt I wiſh, while my lot I deplore, 

That dear angel-face !—could I ſee it once more! 

That dear angel-voice |—Time, how ſwift didſt thou ſeem, 
While I liſten'd inchanted as love was her theme! 
O come thoſe dear hours! and, to ſoothe my fond pain, 

Love again be her theme, and J liſten again 5 


How dull and how flow do the moments retreat ! 

Time was when they flew, now there's lead on their feet. 
Ve loit'rers, be gone; why ſo long do ye ſtay ? 7 
Ye fly when I'm with her, ye creep when away. 

Ah! Colin, how fooliſh Time's progreſs to blame, 

His paces are equal, his motions the ſame z 

*Twas the joy of her preſence made time appear fleet, 
is the pain of her abſence adds lead to his feet, 


THE 
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THE ARBOUR. 


AN ODE TO CONTENT MINT. 


* 


BY MR. COLE. 


O theſe lone ſhades, where Peace delights to dwell, 
May Fortune oft permit me to retreat; 
Here bid the world, with all it's cares, farewel, 
And leave it's pleaſures to the rich and great. 


Oft as the ſummer's ſun ſhall chear this ſcene, | 
With that mild gleam which points his parting Fs 

Here let my ſoul enjoy.each eve ſerene, 

Here ſhare it's calm, till life's declining day! 


No gladſome image then ſhould ' ſcape my fight, 
From theſe gay flow'rs, which border near my eye, 

To yon bright cloud, that decks, with richeſt light, 
The gilded mantle of the weſtern ſky. 


With ample gaze, I'd trace that ridge remote, 
Where op'ning cliffs diſcloſe the boundleſs main ; 
With earneft ken, from each low hamlet note 

The ſteeple's ſummit peeping o'er the plain. . 


What various works that rural landſcape fill, 
Where mingling hedge-rows beauteous fields incloſe; 
And prudent Culture, with induftrious ſkill, 

Her chequer'd ſcene of crops and fallows ſhows ! 


_ 
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How ſhould I hve to ik that riv'let's maze, 


Through which it works it's untaught courſe along 5 : 


Whilſt near it's graſſy banks the herd ſhall graze, 


And blithſome milkmaid chaunt her thoughtleſs . ? 


Still would I note the ſhades of band ales ſheep, 
As ſcatter'd o'er the hill's ſlant brow they rove; 

Still note the day's laſt glimm'ring luſtre creep 
From off the verge of yonder upland ry 


Nor ſhould my leiſure ſeldom wait to view 

The ſlow-wing'd rooks in homeward train ſucceed ; : 
Nor yet forbear the ſwallow to purſue, 

With TOI glance, cloſe ſkimming o 0 er r the mead. 


But moſtly hare ſhould I delight tr N 
The bounteous laws of Nature's myſtick pow'r; 
Then muſe on Him who bleſſeth all her ſtore, 
And give to ſolemn thoughts the ſober hour. 


Let Mirth, unenvy'd, laugh with proud diſdain, 
And deem it ſpleen one moment thus to waſte; 

If ſo ſhe keep far hence her noiſy train, 

Nor interrupt the joys ſhe cannot taſte, = 


Far ſweeter ſtreams ſhall low from Wiſdom's ſpring, 
Than ſhe receives from Folly's coſtlieſt bowl ; 

And what delights can her chief dainties bring, 
Like thoſe which ak the heavenly-peniive foul? 


Hail, Silence, then! 5 thou my frequent gueſt z 
For thou art wont my gratitude to raiſe 

As high as wonder can the theme ſuggeſt, 

- Whene'er I meditate my Maker's praiſe. 
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What j joy for tutor'd Piety to learn, | 
All that my Chriſtian ſolitude can teach, 
Where weak-ey'd Reaſonꝰ s ſelf may well diſcern 
Each clearer truth the Goſpel deigns to preach ? 


No object here but may convince the mind 
Of more than thoughtful Honeſty ſhall need ; 

Nor can Suſpenſe long queſtion here to find 
Sufficient evidence to fix it's creed. 


Tis God that gives this bower it's awful gloom; 
His arched verdure daes it's roof inveſt : 
He breathes the life of fragrance on it's bloom; 


And with his kindneſs makes it's owner bleſs'd. 


Oh! may the guidance of thy grace attend 
The uſe of all thy bounty ſhall beſtow; 
Leſt Folly ſhould miſtake it's ſacred end, 
Or Vice conyert it into means of woe. 


Incline and aid the ſtill my life to ſteer, 

As Conſcience dictates what to ſhun or chuſe ; 
Nor let my heart feel anxious hope or fear, 
For aught this world can give me or refuſe. 


Then ſhall riot Wealth's parade one wiſh excite, 

For wretched ſtate to, barter Peace away; 

Nor vain Ambition's Jure my pride invite; 
Beyond Contentment's humble path to ſtray. 


What tho? thy wiſdom may my lot deny, 

The treaſur'd plenty freely to diſpenſe; 

Yet well thy goodneſs can that want ſupply, 
With larger portions of benevolence. 
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Then will I ſometimes bid my fancy ſteal 


So ſhall I know it's uſe, it's power employ, 


Were they not flatter'd with ſome diſtant view, 


And ſure the heart that wills the gen'rous deed, 
May all the joys of Charity command; 

For ſhe beſt loves from notice to recede, 
And deals her unſought gifts with ſecret band. 


That unclaim'd wealth no property reſtrains; 


Soothe with fictitious aid my friendly zeal, _ | I 


And realize * godly act ſhe n 


So ſhall I gain the gold without alloy, 
Without oppreſſion, toil, or treach'rous ſnares; 35 


And yet avoid it's dangers and it's cares. 1 I 


And ſpite of all that boaſtfal wealth can do, 
In vain would Fortune ſtrive the rich to bleſs, 
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Of what ſhe ne'er can give them to poſſeſs. 


E'en Wiſdom's high conceit great wants would feel, 
If not ſupply'd from Fancy's boundleſs ſtore; . 

And nought but ſhame makes power itſelf. conceat 
That ſhe, to ſatisfy, muſt promiſe more. 


But tho? Experience will not fail to how, 


Howe'er it's truth man's weakneſs may upbraid, 


That what he moſtly values here below, 


Owes half it's reliſh to kind Fancy's aid; 


Yet ſhould not Prudence, her light wing command, 
She may too far extend her heedleſs Right ; 

For Pleaſure ſoon ſhall quit her fairy-land, 
If Nature's regions are not held in fight. - 


From 
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From Truth's abode, in ſearch of kind Deceit, 
Within due limits ſhe may ſafely roam; 

If roving does not make her hate retreat, 

And, with averſion, ſhun her proper home. 


But, thanks to thoſe whoſe fond parental care 
To Learning's paths my youthful ſteps confin'd ; 

] need not ſhun a ſtate which lets me ſhare 
Each calm delight that ſoothes the ſtudious mind! 


While genius laſts, his fame ſhall ne'er decay, 
Whoſe artful hand firſt caus'd it's fruits to ſpread; - 
In laſting volumes ftamp'd the printed lay, 
And taught the Muſes to embalm the dead. 


To him I owe each fair inſtructive page, 

Where Science tells me what her ſons have known ; 

Collects their choiceſt works from ev'ry age, 
And makes me wiſe with knowledge not my own. 


Books, rightly us'd, may ev'ry ſtate ſecure: 
From Fortune's evils may our peace defend ; 

May teach us how to ſhun, or to endure, 
The foe malignant, and the faithleſs friend. 


Should rigid Want withdraw all outward aid, ; 
Kind ſtores of inward comfort they can bring; 
Should keen Diſeaſe life's tainted ſtream invade, 

Sweet to the ſoul from them pure health may ſpring. 


Should both at once man's weakly frame infeſt, 
Some letter'd charm may till relief ſupply 
*Gainſt all events prepare his patient breaſt, | 
And make him quite reſign'd to live, or die. 
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For tho no words can Time or Fate reſtrain, | 
No ſounds ſuppreſs the call of Nature s voice ; 38 
Tho! neither rhymes, nor ſpells, can conquer pain, 
Nor magick's ſelf make wretchedneſs our choice ; 


Yet Reaſon, while it forms the ſubtle plan, 
Some purer ſource of pleaſure to explore, 
Muſt deem it vain for that poor pilgrim, man, 
To think of reſting till his Journey's o'er; ; 


_ Muſt 0 each fruitleſs toil, by Hear n defign'd. 
Too teach him where to look for real bliſs ; 
Elſe why ſhould Heav'n excite the hope to find 
What baulk'd purſuit muſt here for ever miſs ? 


INVITATION TO THE FEATHERED RACE, 
WRITTEN AT CLAVERTON, NEAR BATH. 
BY THE REV. MR. GRAVES. 


GAIN the balmy zephyr blows, 
Freſh verdure decks the grove; 
Each bird with vernal rapture glows, 
And tunes his notes to love. 85 


Ye gentle warblers, hither fly, 
And ſhun the noon-tide heat ; 
My ſhrubs a cooling ſhade ſupply, 

My groves a ſafe retreat. 3 


Here freely hop from ſpray to ſpray, 

Or weave the moſly neſt; 

Here rove and ſing the live- long day, 
At night here ſweetly reſt. 


Amiĩdſt 
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Amidſt this coo), tranſlucent rill, 
That trickles down the glade, 


Here bathe your plumes, here drink your fill, 


And revel in'the ſhade. 


No {chool-boy rude, to miſchief prone, 
E'er ſhews his ruddy face; 
Or twangs his bow, or hurls a ſtone, 

In this ſequeſter'd place. 


 Hither the vocal thruſh repairs, 
Secure the linnet ſings; 

The goldfinch dreads no ſlimy ſnares, 

= To clog her painted wings. 


Sad Philomel ! ah, quit thy haunt, 
Von diſtant woods among *, 
And round my friendly grotto chaunt 
Thy ſweetly-plaintive ſong! | 


Let not the harmleſs red-breaſt fear, 
| Domeſtick bird, to come 
And ſeek a ſure aſylum here, 

With one that loves his home, 


My trees for you, ye artleſs tribe, 

| Shall ſtore of fruit preſerve ; 

O let me thus your friendſhip bribe! 
| Come, feed without reſerve. 


For you theſe cherries I protect, 
10 you theſe plums belong; _ 
Sweet is the fruit that you have pick'd, 
| But ſweeter far your ſong. 


* Warley woods. 
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Let then this league betwixt us made, 

Our mutual intereſts guard; 

Mine be the gift of fruit and ſhade, 
Your ſongs be my reward. 


THE TRIAL OF CONSTANCY. 
A TALE, 


BY MRS. PILKINGTON. 


N a fair iſland in the ſouthern main, | 
A Bleſs'd with indulgent ſkies and mia rain, 
1 A princeſs liv*d, of origin divine, | 
Of bloom celeſtial, and imperial line. 
In that ſweet ſeaſon, when the mounting ſun 
Prepares with joy his radiant courſe to run, 
Led by the Graces, and the dancing Hours, 
And wakes to life the various race of flowers; 
The lovely queen forſook her ſhining court, 
For rural ſcenes, and healthful ſylvan ſport. 
It fo befel, that as in chearful talk 
Her nymphs and ſhe purſu'd their ev'ning walk, 
On the green margin of the oozy deep, a 
They found a graceful youth diffolv'd in ſleep, 
Whoſe charms the queen ſurvey'd with fond delight, 
And hung, enamour'd, o'er the pleaſing ſight: 
By her command, the youth was ſtraight convey'd, 
And, ſleeping, ſoftly in her palace laid. 2 5 
Now ruddy morning purpled o'er the ſkies, 
And beamy light unſeal'd the ſtranger s eyes; 
Who cried aloud, Ve gods! unfold this ſcene? 
Where am I? what can all theſe wonders mean! py, | 
Scarce had he ſpoke, when, with officious care, 
Attendant nymphs a fragrant bath prepare: 
He ro'e, he bath'd, and on his lovely head 
Ambroſial ſweets and precious oil they ſhed. 
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To deck his poliſh'd limbs a robe they brought, 
In all the various dyes of beauty wrought: 
Then led him to the queen, who on a throne 
Of burniſh'd gold, and beamy diamonds ſhone. 
But, oh! what wonder ſeiz'd her beauteous gueſt! 
What love, what extaſy, his ſoul poſſeſs'd! 
Entranc'd he ſtood; and, on his fault'ring tongue, 
Imperfe& words and half-form'd accents hung: 
Nor leſs the queen the blooming youth admir'd, 
Nor leſs delight and love her ſoul inſpir'd. 

O ſtranger!” ſaid the queen, if hither driven 
F By adverſe winds, or ſent a gueſt from heaven, 
© To me the wfetched never ſue in vain, 
© This fruitful iſle acknowledges my reign ; 
Then ſpeak thy wiſhes, and thy wants declare, 
© And no denial ſhall attend your pray'r 
She paus'd, and bluſh'd the youth his ſilence broke; 
And, kneeling, thus the charming queen beſpoke. 

O goddeſs! for a form ſo bright as thine, 
© Speaks thee deſcended of celeſtial line; 
Low at your feet a proſtrate king behold, 
Whoſe faithleſs ſubjects ſold his life for gold: 
I fly a cruel tyrant's lawleſs hand, 
And ſhipwreck drove my veſſel on your ſtrand, 
But why do I complain of Fortune's frowns! | 
Or what are titles, honours, ſcepters, crowns, 
To this ſweet moment! while in fond amaze 
On ſuch tranſporting excellence I gaze! 
© Such ſymmetry of ſhape ! ſo fair a face! 
= Such finiſh'd excellence! ſuch perfect grace! 
Fear, then, my only wiſh; and, oh! approve 
The ardent prayer which ſupplicates thy love.” 
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From Neptune, know, O prince, my birth I claim,” 


Replies the queen, and Lucida's my name; 
© This iſland, theſe attendant nymphs he gave, 
The fair-hair'd daughters of the azure wave! 
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But he whoſe fortune gains me for a bride; 
* Muſt have his conflancy ſeverely tried. 
One day each moon am I compell'd to go 

© To my great father's wat'ry realms below, 
© Where coral groves celeſtial red diſplay, 
And blazing diamonds emulate the day: 
In this ſhort abſence if your love endures, 
* My heart and empire are for ever yours ; 

* And hoaty Neptune, to reward your truth, 


© Shall crown you with immortal bloom and youth j 


But inſtant death will on your falſhood wait, 
Nor can my tenderneſs prevent your fate. 


© Twice twenty times; in wedlack's ſacred band, 
+ My royal father join'd my plighted hand; 


Twice twenty noble youths, alas! are dead, 


Co Who i in my abſence ſtain'd the nuptial bed: 
Vour virtues, prince, may claim a nobler . 


But mine is yielded on theſe terms alone. 
Delightful terms !* reply'd the raptur'd youth; 

Accept my conſtancy, my endleſs truth. 

« Perfidious, faithleſs men !* enrag'd, he cried ; 

They merited the fate by which they died: 


* 


Accept a heart incapable of change, 


a 


Thy beauty ſhall forbid defire to range; 
No other form ſhall to mine eye ſeem fair, 


* 


No other voice attract my liſt'ning ear; 


No charms but thine ſhall e' er my ſoul approve, 
So aid thy vot' ry, potent god of love!“ 

Now loud applaufes thro? the palace ring, 
The duteous ſubjects hail their godlike king; 
To feaſtful mirth tliey dedicate the day, 
While tuneful voices chaunt the nuptial lay; 
Love-ditty'd airs, hymn'd by the vocal choir, 
Sweetly attemper'd to the warbling lyre: 
But when the ſun, deſcending, ſought the main, 
And low-brow'd Night aſſum'd her ſilent reign, __ 

| They 


They to the marriage- bed convey'd the bride, 
And laid the raptur'd bridegroom by her fide. 

Now roſe the ſun, and with auſpicious ray 
Diſpell'd the dewy miſts, and gave the day; 
When Lucida, with anxious care oppreſs'd, 
Thus wak'd her ſleeping lord from downy reſt. 
| © Soul of my ſoul, and monarch of my heart, 
© This day,” ſhe cry'd, this fatal day we part! 
Yet if your love uninjur'd you retain, 
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We ſoon ſhall meet in happineſs again, 
To part no more; but rolling years employ 
In circling bliſs, and never-fading joy: 


or 


a 


N 


Alas! my boding ſoul is loſt in woe, 

And from mine eyes the tears unbidden flow, 
joy of my life, difmiſs thoſe needleſs fears,” 
Replicd the king, and ftay thoſe precious tears! 
© Should lovely Venus leave her native ſky, 

And at my feet, imploring fondneſs, lie; 

E'en ſhe, the radiant queen of ſoft deſires, 

© Should, diſappointed, burn with hopeleſs fires.” 
The heart of man the queen's experience knew 

Perjur'd and falſe, yet wiſh'd to find him true. 

She ſigh'd retiring, and in regal ftate 

The king conducts her to the palace gate, 

Where ſacred Neptune's chryſtal chariot ſtands, 

The wond'rous work of his celeſtial hands! 

Six harneſs'd ſwans the bright machine convey 

Swift thro” the air, or pathleſs wat'ry way; 

The birds with eagle-ſpeed the air divide, 

And plunge the goddeſs in the ſounding tide, 
Slow to the court the penſive king returns, 

And ſighs in ſecret, and in filence mourns 3 

So in the grove ſad Philomel complains, 

In mournful accents, and melodious ſtrains : 

Her plaintive woes fill the reſounding lawn, 

From ſtarry Veſper to the roſy dawn. 
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The king, to mitigate his tender pain, 

Seeks the apartment of the virgin train, 
With ſportive mirth ſad abſence to beguile, 
And bid the melancholy moments ſmile; 
But there deſerted lonely rooms he found, 
And ſolitary filence reign'd around, 

He call'd aloud; when, lo! a hag appears, 
Bending beneath deformity and years, | 
Who ſaid, © My liege, explain your ſacred will, 
With joy your ſov'reign purpoſe I fulfil.” 

* My will! deteſted wretch! avoid my ſight! 

And hide that hideous ſhape 1 in endleſs night! 

© What! does thy queen, o'er-run with rude diſtruſt, 
Reſolve by force to keep a huſband Juſt ?? 


© You wrong,” replied the hag, © your royal wife, 


* Whoſe care is love, and love to guard your life. 
© The race of mortals are by nature frail, | 

And ſtrong temptations with the beſt prevail,” 
© Be that my care, he ſaid ; © be thine, to ſend 
© The virgin train; let them my will attend.” 

The beldame fled—the chearful nymphs advance, 
And tread to meaſur'd airs the mazy dance; 
The raptur'd prince with greedy eye ſurveys 
The bloomy maids, and covets ſtill to gaze; 
No more recals the image of his ſpouſe, 

How falſe is man! nor recollects his vows; 
With wild inconſtancy for all he burns, 

And ev'ry nymph ſubdues his heart 28 turns. 
At length a maid ſuperior to the reſt, 
Array'd in ſmiles, in virgin beauty dreſs'd, 
Receiv'd his paſſion, and return'd his love, 
And ſoftly woo'd him to the ſilent grove. 

Enclos'd in deepeſt ſhades of full-grown wood, 
Within the grove a ſpacious grotto ſtood, 

Where forty youths in marble ſeem'd to mourn, 
Each youth reclining on a fun'ral urn: 
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BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


Thither the nymph directs the monarch's way, | 
He treads her footſteps, joyful to obey. 1} 
There, fir'd with paſſion, claſp'd her to his breaſt, | j 
And thus the tranſport of his ſoul confeſs'd. | 1 
Delightful beauty! deck'd with ev'ry charm I 
High F ancy paints, or glowing Love can form! f i 
© I figh, I gaze, I tremble, I adore! 4 8 1 
* Such lovely looks ne'er bleſs'd my ſight before! 
Here, under covert of th' embow'ring ſhade, 
For Love's delights and tender tranſports made, 
No buſy eye our raptures to detect, 4 
No envious tongue to cenſure or direct; ä | | 
Here yield to love, and tenderly employ 
The ſilent ſeaſon in extatick joy! 
With arms enclos'd, his treaſure to retain, 
He figh'd and woo'd, but woo'd and ſigh'd in vain: 
She ruſh'd indignant from his ond embrace, | 
While rage with bluſhes paints her virgin face; 
Yet ſtill he ſues with ſuppliant hands and eyes, 
While ſhe to magick charms for vengeance flies. 
A limpid fountain murmur'd thro' the cave; 
She fill'd her palm with the tranſlucent wave, 
And ſprinkling, cried, Receive, falſe man, in time, 
c The juſt reward of thy detefted crime. 381 
* Thy changeful ſex in perfidy delight, | 
* Deſpiſe perfection, and fair virtue Night ; 
Falſe, fickle, baſe, tyrannick, and unkind, | 
Whoſe hearts, nor vows can chain, nor honour bind; 
Mad to poſſeſs, by paſſion blindly led, 
And then as mad to ſtain the nuptial bed: 
Whoſe roving ſouls no excellence, no age, 
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No form, no rank, no beauty, can engage; 
Slaves to the bad, to the deſerving worſt, 

© Sick of your twentieth love, as of your firſt, 
© The ſtatues which this hallow'd grot adorn, 


© Like thee were lovers, and like thee forſworn; 
3 E Z2 Whoſe 


* 


5 Nor can the feeble ken of mortal eyes 


Thick ſhades of death upon his eyelids creep, 
And clos'd them faſt in everlaſting ſleep; 
No ſenſe of life, no motion he retains, 


Would prove, no doubt, as perjur'd as before. 
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. Whoſe faithleſs hearts no kindneſs could ſecure, 


© Nor for a day preſerve their paſſion pure; 
* Whom neither love nor beauty could reſtrain, 


Nor fear of endleſs infamy and pain. 


In me behold thy queen; for know, with eaſe 
We deities aſſume each form we pleaſe ; | 


« Perceive the goddeſs thro” the dark diſguiſe. 

© Now feel the force of Heav'n's avenging hand, 

And here, inanimate, for ever ſtand.* | 
She ſpoke ; amaz'd the liſt'ning monarch ſtood, 

And icy horror froze his ebbing blood ; 


But fix'd, a dreadful monument remains: 
A ſtatue now, and if reviv'd once more, 


THE MAN OF TASTE, 


BY THE REV. MR. BRAMSTON. 


HOE'ER he be that to a taſte aſpires, 
Let him read this, and be what he deſires, 
In men and manners vers'd, from life I write, 


Not what was once, but what is now polite, 
Thoſe who cf courtly France have made the tour, 


Can ſcarce our Engliſh aukwardneſs endure. 

But honeſt men who never were abroad, 

Like England only, and it's taſte applaud. _ 

Strife ſtill ſubſiſts, which yields the better gott ; 

Books or the world, the many or the few. 
True taſte to me is by this touchſtone known, 


That's always beſt that's neareit to my own, 
R To 
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To ſhew that my pretenſions are not vain, | 
My father was a play'r in Drury Lane; 
Pears and piſtachio-nuts my mother ſold: 
He a dramatick poet, ſhe a ſcoid. 

His tragick Muſe could counteſſes affright, 
Her wit in boxes was my lord's delight. 

No mercenary prieſt e'er join'd their hands, 
Uncramp'd by wedlock's unpoetick bands. 
Laws my Pindarick parents matter'd not, 
So I was tragi-comically got. | 

My infant tears a ſort of meaſure kept, 

I ſquall'd in diſtichs, and in triplets wept. 
No youth did I in education waſte, 
Happy in an hereditary taſte. 

Writing ne'er cramp'd the ſinews of my thumb, 


Nor barbarous birch e'er bruſh'd my tender bum. 


My guts ne'er ſuffer'd from a college cook, 

My name ne'er enter'd in a buttery-book. 
Grammar in vain the ſons of Priſcian teach, 
Good parts are better than eight parts of ſpeech: 
Since theſe declin'd, thoſe undeclin'd they call, 

I thank my ſtars, that I declin'd them all. 
To Greek or Latin tongues without pretence, 
J truſt to Mother Wit and Father Senſe, 
Nature's my guide, all ſciences I ſcorn; 
Pains I abhor, I was a poet born. 
Yet is my gout for criticiſm ſuch, 

I've got ſome French, and know a little Dutch. 

Huge commentators grace my learned ſhelves, 

Notes upon books out-do the books themſelves. 
Criticks, indeed, are valuable men, 

But hyper-criticks are as good again. 


Tho? Blackmore's works my ſoul with raptures fill, 


With notes by Bentley, they'd be better ſtill. 
The Boghouſe-Miſcellany's well deſign'd, 
To caſe the body, and improve the miad. 
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Swift's whims and jokes for my reſentment call, 
For he dijpleaſes me that pleaſes all. 


Verſe without rhyme I never could endure, 


Uncouth in numbers, and in ſenſe obſcure. 


To him as nature, when he ceas'd to ſee, 
Milton's an univerſal blank to me. 


Confirm'd and ſettled by the nation's voice, 
| Rhyme is the poet's pride, and people's choice. 


Always upheld by national ſupport, 


Of market, univerſity, and court: 


Thomſon, write blank ; but know, that for that reaſon, 
Theſe lines ſhall live when thine are out of Seaſon. | 


Rhyme binds and beautifies the poet's lays, 


As London ladies owe their ſhape to ſtays. 


Had Cibber's ſelf the Careleſs Huſband wrote, 
He for the laurel ne'er had had my vote: 


But for his epilogues and other plays, 


He thoroughly deſerves the modern bays. 

It pleaſes me, that Pope unlaurell'd goes, 

While Cibber wears the bays for play-houſe proſe : 

So Britain's monarch once uncover'd ſate, 

While Bradſhaw bully'd in a broad-brimm'd hat. 
Long live old Curl! he ne'er to publiſh fears 


The ſpeeches, verſes, and laſt will of peers. 

| How oft has he a publick ſpirit ſhewn, 

And pleas'd our ears, regardleſs of his own ! 
Bur, to give merit due, though Curl's the fame, 


Are not his brother bookſellers the ſame? 

Can ſtatutes keep the Britiſh preſs in awe, 

While that ſells beſt, that's moſt againſt the law? 
Lives of dead play'rs my leiſure hours beguile, 

And ſefiions-papers tragedize my ſtile. 

»Tis charming reading in Ophelia's life, 

So oft a mother, and not once a wife : 

She could with juſt propriety behave, 

Alive with peers, with monarchs 1n her grave. 
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Her lot how oft have envious harlots wept, 
By prebends bury'd, and by generals kept. 

T' improve in morals Mandeville I read, _—_ 
And Tyndal's ſcruples are my ſettled creed. 
I travell'd early, and I ſoon ſaw through 
Religion all, ere I was twenty-two. 5 ” | 
Shame, pain, or poverty, ſhall I endure, | | | 

When ropes or opium can my eaſe procure ? Sil 
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When money's gone, and I no debts can pay, Hl 

fi 
Self-murder 1s an honourable way. | 40 
As Paſaran directs, I'd end my life, Ty 


And kill myſelf, my daughter, and my wife. 

Burn but that Bible, which the parſon quotes, 
And men of ſpirit all ſhall cut their throats. 

But not to writings I confine my pen, 

I have a taſte for buildings, muſick, men. 
Young travell'd coxcombs mighty knowledge boaſt, 
With ſuperficial ſmattering at moſt; _ 
Not ſo my mind, unſatisfied with hints, 

Knows more than Budgel writes, or Roberts prints. 
I know the town, all houſes I have ſeen, 

From Hyde Park Corner down to Bethnal Green. 
Sure wretched Wren was taught by bungling Jones, 
To murder mortar and disfigure ſtones |! 

Who in Whitehall can ſymmetry diſcern? _ 

I reckon Covent Garden church a barn. 

Nor hate I leſs thy vile cathedral, Paul! 

The choir's too big, the cupola's too ſmall ; 

Subſtantial walls and heavy roofs I like, 
is Vanbrugh's ſtructures that my fancy ftrike: 

Such noble ruins ev'ry pile would make, 

I wiſh they'd tumble for the proſpect ſake, 

To lofty Chelſea, or to Greenwich dome, 

Soldiers and ſailors all are welcom'd home. 

Her poor to palaces Britannia brings, 

St. James's hoſpital may ſerve for kings. 
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403 BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
Buildings fo happily I underſtand, | 


That for one houſe I'd mortgage all my land. 
Dorick, Ionick, ſhall not there be found, 


But it ſhall coſt me threeſcore thouſand pound, 


From out my honeſt workmen, 111 {elect 

A bricklayer, and proclaim him architect; 

Firſt bid him build me a ſtupendous dome; 

Which having fniſh'd, we ſet out for Rome; 

Take a week's view of Venice and the Brent, 

Stare round, fee nothing, and come home content. 

F1I have my. villa too, a ſweet abode |! 6 5 

It's ſituation ſhall be London road: 

Pots o'er the door Þ'l1 place like Cit's balconies, 

Which Bentley calls the Gardens of Adonis“ of 
Pl have my gardens in the faſl.ion too, 

For what is beautiful that is not new? _ 


Fair four-legg'd temples, theatres that vie 


With all the angles of a Chriſtmas Pye. 

Does it not merit the beholder's praiſe, . 
What's high to fink, and what is low to raiſe ? 
Slopes ſhall aſcend where once a green- -houſe ſtood, 


And in my horſe-pond I will plant a wood. x 


Let miſers dread the hoarded gold to waſte, 
Expence and alteration ſhews a taſte. 3 
Im curious paintings I'm exceeding nice, 
And know their ſeveral beauties by t their price. Fi 
Auctions and ſales I conſtantly attend, 


— 


Originals and copies much the ſäme, 5 
The picture's value is the painter” 8 name. 

My taſte in ſculpture from my choice 1 is een, 
I buy no ſtatues that are not obſcene. 
In ſpite of Addiſon, and ancient Rome, 


Sir Cloudeſly Shovel's 15 my fav rite tomb. | 


„ Bohiley's Milton, Bock h fer, Ls - 
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How oft have I with admiration ſtood, 
To view ſome city magiſtrate in wood ! 
I gaze with pleaſure on a lord-mayor” s head, 
Caſt with propriety in gilded lead, 
Oh! could I view through London as I paſs, 
Some broad Sir Balaam in Corinthian braſs: 
| High on a pedeſtal, ye freemen, place 
His magiſterial paunch and griping face; 
Letter'd and gilt, let him adorn Cheapſide, 
And grant the tradeſman, what a king's deny'd, 
Old coins and medals I collect, *tis true; 

Sir Andrew has 'em, and Þ'11 have 'em too. 
But, among friends, if I the truth might ſpeak; 
I like the modern, and deſpiſe th' antique. 
"Tho? in the drawers of my japan bureau, 
To Lady Gripeall I the Cæſars ſhew, | 

*Tis equal to her ladyſhip or me, 
A copper Otho, or a Scotch baubee, 
Without Italian, or without an ear, 
To Bononinci's muſick I adhere: 

Muſick has charms to ſoothe a ſavage breaſt, f 
And therefore proper at a ſheriff's feaſt. 
My ſoul has oft a ſecret pleaſure found 
In the harmonious bagpipe's lofty found. 
Bagpipes for men, ſhrill German-flutes for boys; 
I'm Engliſh born, and love a-grumbling noiſe. 


The ſtage ſhould yield the ſolemn organ's note, 


And Scripture tremble in the eunuch's throat. 

Let Seneſino ſing what David writ, 

And hallelujahs charm the pious pit. 

Eager in throngs the town to Eſther came, 

And Oratorio was a lucky name. 

Thou, Heidegget ! the Engliſh taſte haſt found, 

And rul'ſt the mob of quality with ſound. 

In Lent, if maſquerades diſpleaſe the town, 
Call em ridottos, and they ſtill go down. 
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Go on, Prince Phiz! to pleaſe the Britiſh nation, 

Call thy next maſquerade a convocation. 

Bears, lions, wolves, and elephants I bieed,” 

And Philoſophical Tranſactions read. 
Next lodge Ill be Free-maſon, nothing leſs, 

Unleſs I happen to be F. R. S. 

I have a palate, and (as yet) two ears, 

Fit company for porters or for peers. 

Of ev'ry uſeful knowledge I've a ſhare, 

But my top talent is a bill of fare. 

Sirloins and rumps of beef offend my eyes, 
Pleas'd with frogs fricaiſeed, and coxcomb-pies. 
Diſhes I chuſe though little, yet genteel, 

Snails the firſt courſe, ' and peepers crown the meal. 
Pigs heads with hair on much my fancy pleaſe; 1 
'T love young colliflowers, if ſtew'd in cheeſe; 5 : 
And give ten guineas for a pint of peaſe. 

No tattling ſervants to my table come, 
My grace is ſilence, and my waiter dumb. 

Queer country- puts extol Queen Beſs's reign, 
And of loſt hoſpitality complain; 

Say, thou that, doſt thy father's table praiſe, 
Was there mahogany in former days? 

Oh! could a Britiſh barony be ſold, 

I would bright honour buy with dazzling gold. 
Could I the privilege of peer procure, 

The rich I'd bully, and oppreſs the poor. 

| To give is wrong, but it is wronger ſtill, 

| | On any terms to pay a tradeſman's bill. 

1 I'd make the inſolent mechanicks ſtay, 

| WM And keep my ready money all for play. 

10 I'd try if any pleaſure could be found 

[| In toſſing up for twenty thouſand pound. 

| | Had I whole counties, I to White's would go, 
And ſet land, woods, and rivers, at a throw. 
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But ſhould I meet with an unlucky run, 


And at a throw. be gloriouſly undone ; + 
My debts of honour I'd diſcharge the firſt, 
Let all my lawful creditors be curs'd: 

My title would preſerve me from arreſt, 


And ſeizing hired horſes is a jeſt. 


I'd walk the morning with an oaken ſtick, 


With gloves and hat, like my own footman Dick. 
A footman I would be in outward ſhow, 
In ſenſe and education, truly ſo. 


As for my head it ſhould ambiguous wear 


At once a perriwig and it's own hair, 

My hair I'd powder in the women's way, 
And dreſs, and talk of dreſſing, more chan they. 
III pleaſe the maids of honour, if I can; 
Without black velvet breeches, what is man! 
T will my ſkill in button-holes diſplay, 


And brag how oft I ſhift me every day, 


Shall I wear cloaths in aukward England made; 


And ſweat in cloth, to help the woollen trade ? 
In French embroid'ry, and in Flanders lace, 
P11 ſpend the income of a treaſurer's place. 


Dearqd's bill for baubles ſhall to thouſands mount, 
And I'd out-diamond e'en the diamond count. 
I would convince the world, by tawdry cloaths, _. 


That belles are leſs effeminate than beaux, 


And Doctor Lamb ſhall pare my lordſhip's toes. 


To boon companions I my time would give, 


With players, pimps, and paraſites, I'd live. 
I would with jockies from. Newmarket dine, 


And to rough riders give my choiceſt wine; 


I would careſs ſome ſtableman of note, 


And imitate his language and his coat. 
My ev*nings all I would with ſharpers ſpend, - 
And make the thief-catcher my boſom Glad 
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I ſhould abhor, though in the utmuſt need, 

_ Arbuthnot, Hollins, Wigan, Lee, or Mead ; 

But if I found that I grew worſe and worſe, 
I'd turn off Miſaubin and take a nurſe. 
How oft, when eminent phyſicians fail, 

Do good old women's remedies prevail! 


Eyes ſhe can touch, or ſhe can ſyringe ears. 
And chuſe a female doctor for the gout, 


Sure, of all blockheads, ſcholars are the worſt, 
Back to your univerſities, ye fools, 


With eaſe that loſs the nation might ſuſtain, 
Supply'd by Goodman's Fields and Drury Lane. 
Oxford and Cambridge are not worth one farthing, 


Quit thoſe, ye Britiſh youth, and follow theſe; 
Turn players all, and take your ſquires degrees, 


Ve book-learn'd ſeats! the theatres have more: 


For play-houſe, opera, ball, and maſquerade, 
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In Fig, the prize-fighter, by day delight, | 
And {ſup with Colley Cibber ev'ry night. 


Should I perchance be faſhionably 111, 
P11 ſend for Miſaubin, and take his pill, 


When beauty's gone, and Chloe's ſtruck with years, 
Of graduates I diſlike the learned rout, 


Thus would I live, with no dull pedants curs'd ; 


And dangle arguments on firings in ſchools: 
Thoſe ſchools which univerſities they call; 
*T were well for England were there none at all. 


Compar'd to Hay Market and Covent Garden: 


Boaſt not your incomes now, as heretofore, 


Ve ftiff-rump'd heads of colleges be dumb; 
A ſingle eunuch gets a larger ſum. 
Have ſome of you three hundred by the year; 


Booth, Rich, and Cibber, twice three thouſand clear, 


Should Oxford to her ſiſter Cambridge join 


A year's rack-rent, and arbitrary fine: 


Thence not one winter's charge would-be defray'd, 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


| Glad 1 congratulate the judging age, | 
The players are the world, the world the ſtage. 
I am a politician too, and hate, 

Of any party, miniſters of ſtate: 
I'm for an act, that he, who ſev'n whole years 
Has ſerv'd his king and country, loſe his ears. 

Thus from my birth I'm qualfied, you find, 

To give the laws of taſte to human kind. 
Mine are the gallant ſchemes of politeſſe, 
For books, and buildings, politicks, and dreſs. 
This is true taſte; and whoſo likes it not, 

Is blockhead, coxcomb, puppy, fool, and ſot. 


KNOW YOURSELF. 
BY DR. ARBUTHNOT,. 


HAT am I? how produc'd? and for what end? 

Whence drew I being? to what period tend? 
Am I th' abandon'd orphan of blind chance, 
Dropp'd by wild atoms in diſorder'd dance? 
Or from an endleſs chain of cauſes wrought, 
And of unthinking ſubſtance, born with thought? 
By motion which began without a cauſe, 
_ Supremely wiſe, without deſign or laws? 
Am ] but what I ſeem, mere fleſn and blood; 


A branching channel, with a mazy flood? 


The purple ſtream that through my veſſels glides, 
Dull and unconſcious flows, like common tides : 
The pipes through which the circling juices ſtray, 
Are not that thinking I, no more than they; 
This frame compacted with tranſcendent Kein, 
Of moving joints obedient to my will, 
Nurs'd from the fruitful glebe, like 8 tree, 
Waxes and waſtes ; I call it mine, not me. 
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And tells me, I'm a brute as much as he, 
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New matter ſtill the mould'ring maſs ſuſtains, 

The manſion chang'd, the tenant fill remains; 

And from the fleeting ſtream repair'd by food, 

Diſtinct, as is the ſwimmer from the flood. 

What am ] then? Sure, of a nobler birth. 

By parent's right, I own as mother, earth; 

But claim ſuperior lineage by my Sire, | 

Who warm'd the unthinking clod with heavenly fre: 

Eſſence divine, with lifeleſs clay allay'd, 

By double nature, double inſtinct ſway'd; 

With look erect, I dart my longing eye, 

_ Seem wing'd to part, and gain my native ſky; 

I ftrive to mount, but ſtrive, alas! in vain, 

Ty'd to this maſſy globe with magick chain. 

Now with ſwift thought I range from pole to pole, 

View worlds around their flaming centers roll: 

What ſteady powers their endleſs motions guide, _ 

Through the ſame trackleſs paths of boundleſs void ! 

I trace the blazing comet's fiery trail, 

And weigh the whirling planets in a ſcale : 

Thefe godlike thoughts while eager I purſue, 

Some glittering trifle offer'd to my view, 

A gnat, an inſect of the meaneſt kind, 

Eraſe the new-born image from my mind 

Some beaſtly want, craving, importunate, 

Vile as the grinning maſtiff at my gate, 

Calls off from heav'nly truth this reas'ning me, 


If on ſublimer wings of love and praiſe, 
My ſoul above the ſtarry vault I raiſe, 
Lur'd by ſome vain conceit, or ſhameful luſt, 
I flag, I drop, and flutter in the duſt. 
The tow'ring lark thus from her lofty ſtrain, 
Stoops to an emmet, or a barley grain. . 
By adverſe guſts of jarring inſtin&s toſs'd, 
I rove to one, now to the other coaſt; _ 
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To bliſs unknown my lofty foul aſpires, 

My lot unequal to my vaſt deſires. 

As *mongſt the hinds a child of royal birth | 
Finds his high pedigree by conſcious worth; 

So man, amongſt his fellow-brutes expos'd, 
Sees he's a king, but *tis a king depos'd. 

Pity him, beaſts! you by no law conſin'd, 5 
Are barr'd from devious paths by being blind; 
Whilſt man, through op'ning views of various ways 
Confounded, by the aid of knowledge ſtrays; 
Too weak to chuſe, yet chuſing ſtill in haſte, 
One moment gives the pleaſure and diſtaſte; 
Bilk'd by paſt minutes, while the preſent cloy, 
The flatt'ring future ſtill muſt give the joy: 
Not happy, but amus'd upon the road, 

And (like you) thoughtleſs of his laſt abode, 
Whether next ſun his being ſhall reſtrain 

To endleſs nothing, happineſs or pain. 

Around me, lo! the thinking, thoughtleſs crew, 
(Bewilder'd each) their diff rent paths purſue: 
Of them I aſk the way; the firſt replies, 
Thou art a god!“ and ſends me to the ſkies : 


< Down on the turf,” the next, thou two-legg'd beaſt, 
There fix thy lot, thy bliſs and endleſs reſt.” =» 


Between theſe wide extremes the length is ſuch, 

I find I know too little or too much, 

* Almighty Power, by whoſe moſt wiſe command, 

Helpleſs, forlorn, uncertain, here I ſtand ; 

© Take this faint glimmering of thyſelf away, 

Or break into my ſoul with perfect day !' 

This ſaid, expanded lay the Sacred Text, 

The balm, the light, the guide of ſouls perplex'd. 

Thus the benighted traveller that ſtrays 

Through doubtful paths, enjoys the morning rays; 

The nightly miſt, and thick-deſcending dew, 
Parting, unfold the fields, and vaulted blue. 
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© Truth divine! enlighten'd by thy ray, 


I grope and gueſs no more, but ſee my way; 
Thou clear'dſt the ſecret of my high deſcent, 
And told me what thoſe myſtick tokens meant : 


Marks of my birth, which I had worn in vain, 
Too hard for worldly ſages to explain. 


Zeno's were vain, vain Epicurus' ſchemes, 
Their ſyſtems falſe, deluſive were their dreams 3 
Unſkill'd my two-fold nature to divide, 


One nurs'd my pleaſure, and one nurs'd my pride: 5 
Thoſe jarring truths which human art beguile, 


Thy ſacred page thus bids me reconcile.— 


What thou once wert, art now, and ſtill may be, 


Offspring of God, no leſs thy pedigree, ä | . 


: Thy God alone can tell, alone decree; 
Faultleſs thou dropp'dſt from his unerring ſkill, 


With the bare power to ſin, ſince free of will: 
Yet charge not with thy guilt his bounteous love, 
For who has power to walk, has power to rove; 
Who acts by force impell'd, can nought deſerve, 


And wiſdom, ſhort of infinite, may ſwerve. 


Borne on thy new-imp'd wings, thou took'ſt thy fight, 
Left thy Creator, and the realms of light ; 


Diſdain'dyhis gentle precept to fulfil; 


And thought to grow a god by doing ill: 


Though by foul guilt thy heavenly form defac'd, 
In nature chang'd, from happy manſions chac'd, 
Thou ſtill retain'ſ ſome ſparks of heav'nly fire, 
| Too faint to mount, yet reſtleſs to aſpire; - 


Angel enough to ſeek thy bliſs again, 
And brute enough to make thy ſearch in vain. | 
The creatures now withdraw their kindly uſe, 


Some fly thee, ſome torment, and ſome ſeduce; 


Repaſt ill-ſuited to ſuch daff*rent gueſts, 
For what thy ſenſe deſires, thy-ſoul diſtaſtes ; 
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Thy luſt, thy curioſity, thy pride, 
Curb'd, or deferr'd, or baulk'd, or gratify'd, 
Rage on, and make thee equally unbleſs'd, 


In what thou want'ſt, and what thou haſt 3 


In vain thou hop'ft for bliſs on this poor clod; 
Return, and feek thy Father and thy God: 
Vet think not to regain thy native ſky, 
Borne on the wings of vain philoſophy ; 
Myſterious paſſage ! hid from human eyes; 
Soaring you'll fink, and ſinking you will riſe, 
Let humble thoughts thy wary footſteps guide, 
Repair by meckneſs what you loft by pride, 


CONTENTMEN T. 
BY MR. DUCK, 


AREWEL, aſpiring thoughts! no more 
My ſoul ſhall leave the oeacefal ſhore, 
To fail Ambition's main; | 
Fallacious as the harlot's kiſs, 
You promiſe me uncertain bliſs, 
And give me certain pain. 


A beauteous proſpect firſt you ſhew, 
Which, ere ſurvey'd, you paint anew, 
And paint it wondrous pleaſant : 
This in a third is quickly loſt ; 
Thus future good we covet moſt, 
But ne'er enjoy the preſent. 


Deluded on from ſcene to ſcene, 
We never end, but ſtill begin, 
hu flatt'ring Hope betray'd; 
; G 
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I'm weary of the painful chace 
Let others run this endleſs race 
To catch a flying ſhade. . 


Let others boaſt their uſeleſs wealth ; 

Have I not honeſty and health, 
Which riches cannot give? 

Let others to preferment Dar, 

And, changing liberty for pow'r, 
In golden ſhackles live. 


»Tis time, at length, I ſhould be wiſe, 
Tis time to ſeek ſubſtantial joys, 
Joys out of Fortune's pow'r: 
Wealth, honours, dignities, and fame, 
| | Are toys the blind capricious dame 
| To Takes from us ev'ry hour. 


9 Come, conſcious Virtue, fill my breaſt, 
And bring Content, thy daughter, dreſs'd 
| In ever-ſmiling charms : 
| Let ſacred Friendſhip, too, attend ; 
A friendſhip worthy of my friend, 

Such as my Lzlius warms. 


With theſe Ill in my boſom make 
A bulwark Fortune cannot ſhake, 
Tho' all her ſtorms ariſe ; 
Look down and pity gilded ſlaves, 
Deſpiſe Ambition's giddy knaves, 
And wiſh the fools were wiſe. 


THE 
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THE EDUCATION OF ACHILLES. 
B MR. BE DIN G FIELD. 


H, me! is all our pleaſure mix'd with woe! 
Is there on earth no happineſs ſincere ? 
Muſt e' en this bitter ſtream of ſorrow flow 
From joy's domeſtick ſpring, our children dear? 
How oft did Thetis drop the filver tear, 
When with fond eyes ſhe view'd her darling boy ! 
How oft her breaſt heav'd with preſaging fear, 
| Left Vice's ſecret canker ſhould annoy 


Fair Virtue's op'ning bud, and all her hopes deftroy! 10 


Ar length, ſo Nereus had her Hioktly taught, 
That doubtful cares might eat her heart no more, 
Fer imp in prattling infancy ſhe brought 

To the fam'd Centaur, on Mount Pelion hoar, 

Hight Chiron, whom to Saturn PhyPra bore; 

Chiron, whoſe wiſdom flouriſh'd *bove his peers, 

In ev'ry goodly thew, and virtuous lore, 

To principle his yet untainted years ; 

The ſeed that's early mon; the faireſt harveſt bears. 


Far in the covert of a buſhy wood, 

Where aged trees their ſtar-proof branches f. pread, 
A grott, with grey moſs ever dropping ſtood; 

Ne coſtly gems the ſparkling roof diſplay'd, 
Ne cryſtal ſquares the pavement rich inlaid, 

But o'er the pebbles, clear with glaſſy ſhine, ' 
A limpid ſtream in ſoothing murmurs ſtray'd, 
And all around the flow'ring eglantine #1 
It's balmy tendrils ſpread in many a wanton twine, | | 
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A lowly habitation, well I ween, 


Yet ſacred made by men of mickle fame, 


Who there in precepts wiſe had leflon'd been; 


Chaſte Peleus, conſort of the ſea-born dame, 
Sage ÆEſculape, who cou'd the vital flame 
(Bleſs'd leach!) relumine by his healing ſkill ; 


And Jaſon, who, his father's crown to claim, 


Deſcended dreadful from the craggy hill, 
And with his portence ſtern did falſe uſurper thrill. 


Faſt by the cave a damſel was ypight, 


Afraid from: earth her bluſhing looks to rear, Wo 


Leſt aught indecent ſhou'd. offend her ſight, 
| Left aught indecent ſhou'd offend her ear; 
Yet wou'd ſhe ſometime deign at ſober chear 


_ Softly to ſmile, but ever held it ſhame _ 


The mirth of foul-mouth'd ribaldry to bear, 


A cautious nymph, and Modeſty her name: 
Ah! who but churhih carle would hurt fo. aa a tant 


With her fate 1 companion meet, 


Plucking from tree-en bough her ſimple food, 


And pointing to an urn beſide her feet, 


Fill'd with the chryſtal of the wholeſome flood: 


With her was ſeen, of grave and awful mood, 


_ Hoary Fidelity, a matron ftaid ; 
And ſweet Benevolence, who ſmiling ſtood, 
Whilſt at her breaſt two fondling infants play'd, 


And turtles, billing ſoft, coo'd through the echoing glade. 


On tother fide, of bold and open air, 

Was a fair perſonage hight Exerciſe; _ 
Reclin'd he ſeem'd upon his rough boar-ſpear, 
As late ſurceas'd from hardy enterprize; 
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(For och inglorious did he aye deſpiſe) 
Freſh glow'd his cheek with health's vermilion dye, 
On his ſleek brow the ſwelling ſweat-drops riſe, 
And oft around he darts his glowing eye 
To view his well-breath'd hounds, full jolly company. 


Nor far away was ſage Experience plac d, 
With care-knit brow, fix'd looks, and ſober plight; 
Who, weighing well the preſent with the paſt, 
Of every accident cou'd read aright. 
With him was rev'rend Contemplation pight, 
Bow-bent with eld, his beard of ſnowy hue; 
Vet age's hand mote not impair the ſight, 
Still with ſharp ken the eagle he'd purſue, 
As through the buxom air to heav'n's br ight bow'rs ſhe flew. 


Here the fond parent left her darling care, 
Yet ſoftly breath'd a ſigh as ſhe withdrew; 
Here the young hero, e'en from tender year, 
Eftſoons imbib'd inſtruction's honey'd dew, 
(For well to file his tongue, ſage Chiron knew) 
And learnt to diſcipline his life aright ; 
To pay to pow'rs ſupreme a reverence due, 
Chief to Saturnian Jove, whoſe dreaded micht 
W through e clouds the- bick'ring lightning's lig at. 
Aye was the ſtripling wont, ere morning fair 
Had rear'd o'er eaſtern waves her roſy tede, 
To graſp with tender hand the pointed ſpcar, 
And beat the thicket where the boar's fell breed 
Enſhrouded lay, or lon's tawny feed. 
Oft wou'd great Dian, with her woody train, 
Stop in mid chace to wonder at his ſpeed, | 
Whillt up the hill's rough fide ſhe ſaw him ſtrain, 


Or {weep with winged fret along tue level plain. 
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And when dun ſhades had blent the day's bright eye, 
Upon his ſhoulders, with flow ſtagg'ring pace, 

He brought the prey his hand had done to die, 

Wilſt blood with duſt beſprent did foul diſgrace 

The goodly features of his glowing face. 

| When as the ſage beheld on graſſy ſoil 

Each panting corſe, whilſt life did well apace, 

The panther of his ſpotted pride he'd ſpoil, 

To deck his foſter ſon; fit meed of daring toll. 


And ever and anon the godlike fire, 

To temper ſtern beheſts with pleaſaunce gay, 
Would touch (for well he cou'd) the ſilver lyre; 

So ſwectly raviſh'd each inchanting lay, 
That Pan, in ſcornful wiſe, wou'd fling away 
His ruſtick pipe, and e'en the ſacred train 
Wou'd leave their lov'd Parnaſs' in trim array, 
And thought their own Apollo once again 
Charm'd his attentive flock, a . ſhepherd ſwain, 


And ever and anon, of worthies OY 
Whoſe praiſe Fame's trump thro? earth's wide bounds had ſpread. 
To fire his mind to brave exploits, he told ; 
Pirithous, known for proweſt 5 ; 
Theſcus, whoſe wrath the dire Procruſtes fled ; 
And Hercules, whom trembling Lerna fear'd, 
When Hydra fell, in loathſome marſhes bred, 
In vain againſt the fon of Jove uprear'd 
| Head proving under head, by thrillant faulchion ſhear'd. 


The fern-brow'd boy 1n mute attention ſtood, 
To hear the ſage relate each great emprize z 
Then ſtrode along the cave in haughtier mood, 
Whilſt varying paſſions in his boſom riſe, 


And 
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Aad lightning-beams flaſh from his glowing eyes. 
Een now he ſcorns the prey the deſarts yield, 
E'en now (as hope the future ſcene ſupplies) _ 
He ſhakes the terror of his heav'n-form'd ſhield, 
And braves th' indignant flood, and thunders o'er the field. 


C HIRO N TO ACHILLES: 
BY HILDEBRAND JACOB, ESQ. 


Res eſt ſevera voluptas. 


OG Chiron to his pupil thus began, 
When he beheld. him rip*ning into man, 

« Accompliſh'd youth! well worthy of my pains, 
* You now are free, and guide yourſelf the reins: 
© Yet hear, Achilles! hear, before we part, 
A few ſhort precepts from a faithful heart. 

© What tho? the gods a Neſtor's age deny! 4 
Let management a longer life ſupply, | 
© And learn, at leaſt, to live, before you die. 
« Alittle tract, well till'd, more profit yields, 
© Than realms of wild uncultivated fields. | 
« *Tis not from length of years our pleaſures flow, f | 
© Nor to the gods alone our bliſs we owe. [i 
Our happineſs and pain depend on us: 1 
Man's his own good or evil genius. | Dy — 
Great ills by art we lighten, or remove, g | 1 


© And art our meaneſt pleaſures may improve: 
Much to ourſelves is due, tho' much to Jove. 
Think not, young prince, your elevated ſtate, | j 
Birth, honours, or the empty name of great, Li 
Can fix your joys ; they're ill ſecur'd, unleſs | 
© You know yourſelf to form your happineſs, 
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W dich in the ſhepherd's humble hut is ſound, 
While palaces with diſcord till reſound, 
Fortune to induftry is ever kind, | 

Anil tho? by the blind vulgar painted blind, 
Is til} more equal than the crowd ſuppoſe, 


Who judge of happineſs by ontward ſhows; 
She ſtmiles on all conditions, each may be 
A man of pleaſure in his own degree... . 


* Yet jew with art their happinets purſue, 


Tho” ail mankind have happineſs in view; 


And ev'ry ſenſe ſeems made by Nature's ſkill 
For giving pleaſure and avoiding ill. 

Nature, our common mother, has been kind, 
And fer a race of joy her ſons deſign'd, 


Who long to reach the goal, yet lazy lag behind; 
Or wholly blind, or doubtful how t' advance, 


They leave the work of induſtry to chance. 
And of thoſe few who with more active ſtrife 
Purſue this great, important end of life, 
Some, too impatient, know not how to wait, 
Or aim at things beyond their human ſtate: 


"Theſe laſt, through too much delicacy fall, 


And by refining rob themſelves of all. 


Shun, then, Achilles, ſhun the faults of ſuch, 
Who {ill propoſe too little, or too much. 


Stretch not your hopes too far, nor yet deſpair ; 
But, above all, of indolence beware. 


Attend to what you do, or life will ſeem 


But a mere viſion, or fantaſtick dream, 

Paſs'd in ideas of delight at beſt ; 

While real pleaſure's loſt in doubtful reſt, 

In ſhort, learn when and how to bear; in vain 
He pleaſure ſeeks, who is afraid of pain: 
Pleaſure's a ſerious thing, and cheaply bought, 


By labour, patience,” management, and thought. 


Bur 
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But you, aſpiring youth, by nature ſeem 
Addicted to an oppoſite extreme; 
* Impetuous, and reſtleſs, ſoon inflam'd, 
© And, like a generous courſer, hardly tam'd; 
© In all things violent: but, O! diſdain, 
Brave prince, to let uſurping paſſion reign; TS 
© In one raſh moment ſacrificing more 


Than years of ſad repentance may reſtore. 
© As Tluacian winds the Euxine ſea moleſt, 
So wrath, and envy, from the human breaſt. 
* Drive Halcyon. peace, and baniſh kindly reſt, 
And no ſecurity for joy is fonnd, 
© But in a mind that's tractable and ſound. 
* Suppreſs the firſt -2905ions of your ire, 
And ſmother in it's birth the kindling fire. 
« Fre anger yet phſtoſſes all your ſoul, 
Ere yet your bet um heaves, and eyeballs roll, 
© Think on the gieful precepts I have tavght, 
And meet the riſing heat with wholeſome thought, 
© Or ſeek the ſacred Muſes with your lyre, | 
Who with ſweet peace to lonely ſhades retire ; 
© Gods, and the ions of gods, the heroes ſing, 


„While hills and vallies with their praiſes ring; 
© Theſe learn to imitate, and thoſe adore, 
c And ſweetly to yourici:, yourſelf reſtore; 


« Muſick, and verſe, and ſolitude; controul 
* Tmpetuous fury, and compoſe the ſoul, _ „ 
© For this I early taught you how to ſing, 4 
© And form'd your fingers to the trembling ſtring ; 2 i 
For *tis not all ſweet Pleaſure's path to ſhow, 
The art of conſolation man ſhould know :. 
Our joys are ſhort, and broken; and in vain 
To conſtant Miſs would human race attain, 
Be oft contented to be free from pain. 
© There is a deity ordain'd by Fate, | 
To damp our joys immoderately great, 9 
OY — Bn 1 | © That 
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That none on earth from ſorrow ſhould be free, 
But e'en our bleſſings taſte of miſery, 

If Fortune gives, what rarely we obtain, 

An equal ſhare of pleaſure and of pain, 

Our portion is. o'erpaid: the reſt you'll find 
But fond ideas of the wanton mind; 


Which now vain ſcenes of godlike pleaſure ſhows, 


And now creates imaginary woes. 

* When ſad, your ills examine and compare; 3 
Judge of your own by what another's are. 
Conſider greater wretches, and the fates 


Of mighty heroes, and of mighty ſtates : 


Thus real evils in their proper light 


Appear, the falſe thus vaniſh out of ſight. 


Nor aim at pleaſures difficult to gain; 
Chuſe rather what you may with eaſe obtain. 
Who ſcorns to trifle, is by pride abus'd: 

I pity him who ne'er can be amus d; 


But lighting pleaſures moderate and ſmall, 


Muſt live in rapture, or not live at all. 
Great pleaſures till are near ally'd to pain: 


Who quits the peaceful ſhore and ploughs the main, 


Big waves and mighty tempeſts muſt ſuſtain, 


Let not ſuck fond ambition to be bleſs'd, 


The humbler pleaſures in your power moleſt ; 
Yet cheriſh Hope, for without Hope there's none: 
Taſte Hope, but be not fed with that alone. 


© Some their whole lives in expectation ſpend, 
As life were not begun, or ne'er would end: 
Fondly from day to day themſelves deceive, 


Not living; but intending ſtill to live; ET” 
While they neglect the joys they might poſſeſs, - 
For empty dreams of future happineſs. _ | 
Let Nature in your pleaſures be your guide, 
Nor ſuffer Art her genuine charms to hide: 
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« Her beauties with unwearied eyes We ſee 7 

The truth of beauty is ſimplicity. | 

«© Live not by imitation, ſervile ſtate! 

Nor on the faſhion for your pleaſures wait. 

© Man, otherwiſe ſo ſelfiſh or ſo proud, 

« Submits his taſte to the fantaſtick crowd, 

And lives not for himſelf; do you purſue 
Your own deſires, and to yourſelf be true. 

As bees extract their ſweets from ev'ry flow'r; 
So you your joys from all things in your pow'r, 
With induſtry and management produce: 

The meaneſt trifles are ſometimes of uſe. _ 
* Yet know well what you do, and when *tis done, | 

Nor at all hours to every pleaſure run; 

But mix with art your pleaſures and your toils; 
For pleaſures have their ſeaſons and their ſoils. 
Thus, when the earlieſt dawn of eaſtern light 

Proclaims the finiſh'd empire of the night, 

« Haſte to the field, Achilles, nor diſdain. 

To chace the foaming monſter o'er the plain, 

Or teach the untam'd ſteed to feel the rein 

Or let your car and arms your nerves prepare, 

Or for Olympick games or future war: | 

© Then, whether arts or glory fire your mind, _ 


Will thoughts more generous riſe, or more refin'd ; 
Aurora to the Muſes fill is Kind. 
At noon, a ſimple ſhort repaſt be made ; ; 8 
A ſhorter ſlumber in the cooling ſhade: 
* What's gay and light th' unbended mind employs, 
Or ſports, or paſt delights, or future joys. 
© But when the ev'ning-ſtar begins to riſe, 
When Phebus' fainting ſteeds forſake the ſkies, | 
Still chearful at the well-ſpread board be found, 
Amidſt bright friends, and with freſh garlands crown'd, 
While wine, and Thais, with her voice and lyre, 
* Baniſh old ſorrows, and new joys inſpire. 2 5 


2H Thus, 
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Thus, when from toils of empire you are free, 
Nor camp nor council claim your liberty, 
* The morn to labour and the Muſes give, 
At noon with temperance and quiet live 
Ceres' and Vacchus? gifts at ev'ning prove, 
Divide the night with Somnus and with Love. 1 N 
Thus, thus, Pelides, drive your cares away, 
— Nor fear the evil, till the evil day. 
What tho? on Simois? or Scamander's ſhore, 

Far off from home the Greeks your death deplore ? 

No matter where, or when, it once muft be, 

And nothing can revoke the firm decree. 

« Tho' Thetis' fon, tho' third from ad Jove, 

Eternal monarch of the realms above; | 
Nor Jove, nor Thetis, can your days recal, 

Or for an hour defer your deſtin'd fall. 

© Meanwhile a looſer rein to pleaſure give ; 

© T1me flies in haſte, be you in haſte to live: 
Seize on che precious minutes as they fleet; 
* Your life, however ſhort, will be compleat, 


If at the fatal moment you can ſay, 
„I've liv'd, and made the moſt of ev'ry day!” | 
One precept more I fain would recommend, 
And then old Chiron's tedious leſſons end. 
Learn, gen'rous prince, what' s little underſtood, 
The godlike happineſs of doing good. 
* How glorious to defend, and to beſtow ! 
From nobler ſprings can human pleaſure flow? 
A ſolid good, which nothing can deſtroy; 
The belt prerogative the great enjoy. 
Por this, remember, monarchs firſt were made; 
For this, young prince, be lov'd, and be obey'd: ; 
At once, yourſelf and mighty nations bleſs, 
And make humanity your happineſs. 
But now Aurora uſhers in the day, 
And fond, expecting Peleus, chides your ſtay. . 
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Go then, brave youth, where'er the Fates may call; 
Live with deſign, and fearleſs wait thy fall: | 
Whatever ſpace of life the gods decree, | 


* 


* 


* 


Thy name is ſtill immortal; for I ſee. 

More than another Pelens riſe in thee. 

Thy fame the prince of ſacred bards ſhall fire “, 
Thy deeds the . of the world inſpi ode +. 


A KR 


N 
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THE LOVER OF NATURE. 


BY DR, JOSEPH WARTON. 


7E oreen-rob'd Dryads, oft at duſky eve 

By wondering ſhepherds ſeen, to foreſts brown, 
To ee. meads, and pathleſs wilds, 
Lead me from gardens deck'd witk Art's vain pomps. 
Can gilt alcoves, can marble-mimick gods, 
Parterres embroider'd, obeliſks, and urns 
Of high relief; can the long, ſpreading lake, 
Or viſta leſſening to the fight; can Stow, 
With all her Attick fanes, ſuch raptures raiſe, 8 
As the thruſh-haunted copſe, where lightly leaps 
The fearful fawn the ruſtling leaves along, 
And the briſk ſquirrel ſports from bough to bough, 
While from an hollow oak, whoſe naked roots 
O'erhang a penſive rill, the buſy bees 

Hum drowſy lullabies? The bards of old, 
Fair Nature” s friends, ſought ſuch retreats, to charm 


* Homer, 

+ By Alexander, cho had Homer' Flliad alw uns; with kim, E. Achil- 

tes for his example. | | | - 
Sweet 
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Sweet Echo with their ſongs; oft, too, they met, 
In ſummer evenings, near ſequeſter'd bow'rs, 
Or mountain-nymph, or muſe, and eager learnt 
The moral ftrains ſhe taught to mend mankind. 
As to a ſecret grot /Egeria Role 
With patriot Numa, and in filent night 
Whiſper'd him ſacred laws, he liſt'ning fat 
Rapt with her virtuous voice, old Tyber lean'd 
Attentive on his urn, and huſh'd his waves. 
Rich in her weeping country's ſpoils, Verſailles 

May boaſt a thouſand fountains, that can caſt 
The tortur'd waters to the diſtant heav'ns; 
Yet let me chuſe ſome pine-topp'd precipice 

Abrupt and ſhaggy, whence a foamy ſtream, 
Like Anio, tumbling roars ; or ſome black heath, 
Where ſtraggling ſtands the mournful juniper, 
Or yew-tree ſcath'd; while in clear proſpect round, 
From the grove's boſom ſpires emerge, and ſmoke 
In bluiſh wreaths aſcends, ripe harveſts wave, 
Low, lonely cottages, and ruin'd tops 
Of Gothick battlements appear, and ſtreams 
Beneath the ſun-beams twinkle. The ſhrill lark, 
That wakes the woodman to his early taſk; 
Or love-fick Philomel, whoſe luſcious lays 
| Soothe lone night-wanderers; the moaning dove | 
Pitied by liſtening milk-maid; far excel _ 
The deep-mouth'd viol, the ſoul-lulling lute, 
And battle-breathing trumpet ; artful ſounds ! 
That pleaſe not like the choriſters of air, 


When firſt they hail th? approach of laughing May. = 


Can Kent deſign like Nature? Mark where Thames 
Plenty and pleaſure pours thro? Lincoln's meads * ; 
Can the great artiſt, tho? with taſte ſupreme | 
Endu'd, one beauty to this Eden add? 


* The Earl of Lincoln's terrace, at Weybridge in Surry, 


Tho” 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
Tho! he, by rules unfetter'd, boldly ſcorns 
Formality and method, round and ſquare _ 
Diſdaining, plans irregularly great. 
Creative Titian, can thy vivid ſtrokes, 
Or thine, O graceful Raphael ! dare to vie 
With the rich tints that paint the breathing mead ! 
The thouſand- colour d tulip, violet's bell, 
Snow. clad and meek, the vermil-tinctur'd roſe, 
And golden crocus? Vet with theſe the maid, 
Phillis or Phœbe, at a feaſt or wake, 
Her jetty locks enamels; fairer ſhe, 
In innocence and home-ſpun veſtments dreſs'd, 
Than if cœrulean ſaphires at her cars 
Shone pendant, or a precious diamond-croſs 
Heav'd gently on her panting boſom white. 
Von ſhepherd idly ſtretch'd on the rude rock, 
_ Liſtening to daſhing waves, and ſea-mews clang 
High-hovering o'er his head, who views beneath 
The dolphin dancing o'er the level brine, 
Feels more true bliſs than the proud admiral 
Amid his veſſels bright with burniſh'd gold 
And ſilken ſtreamers, tho? his lordly nod 
Ten thouſand war-worn mariners revere. 
And great Eneas“ gaz'd with more delight 


On the rough mountain ſhagg'd with horrid ſhades, 
(Where cloud-compelling Jove, as fancy dream'd, . 


Deſcending ſhook his direful Zgis black) 

Than if he enter'd the high capitol _ 

On golden columns rear'd, a conquer'd world 
Exhauſted, to enrich it's ſtately head. 

More pleas'd he ſlept in poor Evander's cot, 
On ſhaggy ſkins, lull'd by ſweet nightogales, 

Than if a Nero, in an age refin'd, 

Beneath a gorgeous canopy had plac'd 


„ /ZEgeid VIII. 
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Sweet Echo with their ſongs; oft, too, they met, 
In ſummer evenings, near ſequeſter'd bow'rs, _ 
Or mountain-nymph, or muſe, and eager learnt 
The moral ſtrains the taught to mend mankind, 
As to a ſecret grot Ægeria ſtole 

With patriot Numa, and in filent night 
Whiſper'd him ſacred laws, he liſt'ning fat _ 
Rapt with her virtuous voice, old Tyber lean'd 
Attentive on his urn, and huſh'd his waves. 
Rich in her weeping country's ſpoils, Verſailles 
May boaſt a thouſand fountains, that can caſt 
The tortur'd waters to the diſtant heav'ns; 

Yet let me chuſe ſome pine-topp'd precipice 
Abrupt and ſhaggy, whence a foamy ſtream, 
Like Anio, tumbling roars; or ſome black heath, 
Where ſtraggling ſtands the mournful juniper, 
Or yew- tree ſcath'd; while in clear proſpect round, 
From the grove's boſom ſpires emerge, and ſmoke 
In bluiſh wreaths aſcends, ripe harveſts wave, 
Low, lonely cottages, and ruin'd tops 

Of Gothick battlements appear, and ſtreams 


Beneath the ſun-beams twinkle. The ſhrill lark, 


'That wakes the woodman to his early taſk; 

Or love-fick Philomel, whoſe luſcious lays 
Soothe lone night-wanderers; the moaning dove | 
Pitied by liſtening milk-maid; far excel _ 
The deep-mouth'd viol, the ſoul-lulling lute, 
And battle-breathing trumpet : artful ſounds ! 

i That pleaſe not like the choriſters of air, 


When firſt they hail th' approach of laughing May. 1 8 


Can Kent deſign like Nature? Mark where Thames 
Plenty and pleaſure pours thro' Lincoln's meads * ; 
Can the great artiſt, tho? with taſte ſupreme 
Endu'd, one beauty to this Eden add? 


* The Earl of Lincoln's terrace, at Weybridge in Surry, 
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Tho? he, by rules unfetter'd, boldly ſcorns 
Formality and method, round and ſquare 
Diſdaining, plans irregularly great. 

Creative Titian, can thy vivid ſtrokes, 
Or thine, O graceful Raphael! dare to vie 
With the rich tints that paint the breathing mead! 
The thouſand- colour d tulip, violet's bell, 

Snow clad and meek, the vermil-tinctur'd roſe, 
And golden crocus? Vet wich theſe the maid, 
Phillis or Phœbe, at a feaſt or wake, 
Her jetty locks enamels; fairer ſhe, 
In innocence and home-ſpun veſtments dreſs'd, 
Than if cœrulean ſaphires at her ears 
Shone pendant, or a precious diamond-croſs 
Heav'd gently on her panting boſom white. 
Von ſhepherd idly ſtretch'd on the rude rock, 

_ Liſtening to daſhing waves, and ſea-mews clang 
 High-hovering o'er his head, who views beneath 
The dolphin dancing o'er the level brine, 
Feels more true bliſs than the proud admiral 
Amid his veſſels bright with burniſh'd gold 
And filken ſtreamers, tho? his lordly nod 
Ten thouſand war-worn mariners revere. 
And great Aneas * gaz'd with more delight 
On the rough mountain ſhagg'd with horrid ſhades, ' 
(Where cloud-compelling Jove, as fancy dream'd, 
| Deſcending ſhook his direful Ægis black) 8 
Than if he enter'd the high capitol —_ | 
On golden columns rear'd, a conquer'd world ' 
Exhauſted, to enrich it's ſtately head. 
More pleas'd he ſlept in poor Evander's cot, 
On ſhaggy ſkins, lull'd by ſweet gens, 
'Than if a Nero, in an age refin'd, 
Beneath a gorgeous canopy had plac'd 
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His royal gueſt, and bade his FOE LY found 
Soft ſlumb'rous Lydian airs, to ſoothe his reſt. 

Happy the firſt of men, ere yet confin'd 
To ſmoaky cities“; who in ſheltering groves, 
Warm caves, and deep-ſunk vallies, liv'd and lov'd, 
By cares unwounded; what the ſan and ſhowers, 
And genial earth untillag'd could produce, 
They gather'd grateful, or the acorn brown, 
Or bluthing berry; by the liquid lapſe _ 
Of murmuring waters call'd to ſlake their thirſt, 
Or with fair nymphs their ſun-brown limbs to bathe; 
With nymphs who fondly claſp'd their fav'rite youths, 
Unaw'd by ſhame, beneath the beechen made, f 
Nor wiles, nor artifical coyneſs knew. 
Then doors and walls were not; the melting fair 
| Nor frowns of parents ſear'd, nor huſband's threats; 
Nor had curs'd gold their tender hearts allur'd: 
Then beauty was not venal. Injur'd Love, 
O whither, god of raptures, art thou fled ? 
While Avarice waves his golden wand around, 
Abhorr'd magician, and hi is coſtly cup 
Prepares with baneful drugs, t' inchant the ſoul 

Of each low-thoughted fair to wed for gain. 

In earth's firſt infancy (as ſung the bard +, 
Who ſtrongly painted what he boldly thought) 
Tho' the fierce north oft ſmote with iron whip 
Their ſhiv'ring limbs, tho? oft the brifly boar 
Or hungry lion *woke them with their howls, 
And ſcar'd them from their moſs-g FOWN cav es of rove 
Houſeleſs and cold in dark tempeſtuous nights; 
Vet were not myriads 3 in embattled fields 
Swept off at once, nor had the raging ſeas 
O'erwhelm'd the found'ring b: ark and ſrieking crew 3 
In vain the glaily ocean ſmil'd to tempt | 
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The jolly ſailor unſuſpecting harm, © 

For commerce ne'er had ſpread her ſwelling fails, | 

Nor had the wond'ring Nereids ever heard 

The daſhing oar : then famine, want, and pine, 

Funk to the grave their fainting limbs; but us, 

Diſeaſeful dainties, riot, and exceſs, 

And feveriſh luxury deſtroy. In brakes, | 

Or marſhes wild, unknowingly, they cropp'd 

Herbs of malignant juice; to realms remote 

While we for powerful poiſons madly roam, 

From every noxious herb collecting death. 

What tho' unknown to thoſe primeval ſires 

The wel!-arch'd dome, peopled with breathing forms 

By fair italia's ſkilful hand, unknown 

The ſhapely column, and the crumbling buſts 

Ot aweful anceſtors in long deſcent ? 

Vet why ſhould man, miſtaken, deem it nobler 

To dwell in palaces and high-roof'd halls, 

Than in God's foreſts, Architect ſupreme ! 

Say, is the Perfian carpet, than the fleld's 

Or meadow's mantle gay, more richly wov'n; 

Or ſofter to the votaries of eaſe 

Than bladed graſs, perfum'd with FRET flow'rs ? 

O taſte corrupt! that luxury and pomp, 
In ſpecious names of poliſh'd manners veil'd, 3 

Should proudly baniſh Nature's ſimple charms ! 

All-beauteous Nature! by thy boundleſs charms 

| Oppreſs'd, O where ſhall I begin thy praiſe, 

Where turn th? extatick eye, how eaſe my breaſt, 

That pants with wild aſtoniſhment and love! 

Dark foreſt, and the opening lawn, refreſh'd 

With ever-guſhing brooks, hill, meadow, dale, 

The balmy bean-field, the gay- -cloyer'd cloſe, | 

$0 ſweetly interchang'd, the lowing, ox, | 

The playful lamb, the diſtant water-fall, 

Now fajntly heard, now ſwelling with the breeze, 

x 41 1 The 
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FT he ſound of paſtoral reed from hazel- bower, 25 


The choral birds, the neighing ſteed, that ſnuffs 


His dapple mate, ſtung with intenſe deſire; 
"TRE ripen'd orchard, when the ruddy orbs 


Betwixt the green leaves bluſh, the azure ſkies, 
The chearful ſun that thro? earth's vitals pours 


Delight, and health, and heat; all, all conſpire 


To raiſe, to ſoothe, to harmonize the mind, 
To lift on wings of praiſe, to the great Sire 


Of being and of beauty, at whoſe nod 
Creation ſtarted from the gloomy vault 


Of dreary chaos, while the grieſly king 


Murmur'd to feel his boiſt'rous power confin'd. 
What are the lays of artful Addiſon, 


Coldly correct, to Shakeſpeare's warblings wild? 
Whom on the winding Avon's willow'd banks 7 
Fair Fancy found, and bore the ſmiling babe 


To a cloſe cavern ; (ſtill the ſhepherd's ſhew 


The ſacred place, whence with religious awe 
They hear, returning from the field at eve, 
Strange whiſp'rings of ſweet muſick thro? the air ) 


Here, as with honey gather'd from the rock, 


Ot ſooth'd his wond'ring ears with deep delight, | 


She fed the little prattler, and with ſongs 


On her ſoft lap he ſat, and caught the ſounds. _ 


Striking mine ears with one deep-ſwelling hum. i 


*(1 4 


Oft near ſome crouded city would L walk, 
Liſtening the far-off noiſes, rattling cars, 


Loud ſhouts of joy, fad furicks of ſorrow, knells . 


Full ſſowly tolling, inſtruments of trade; 


Or, wand'ring near the ſea, attend the ſounds 
Of hollow winds, and ever- beating waves, 


1 


E'en when wild tempeſts ſwal low vp the plains, | 
And Boreas? blaſts, big hail, and rains, combine 
To ſhake the groves, and mountains, would I kt, a - 5 

Penfively muſing on the, CS crimes. 
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That wake Heav'n's vengeance : at ſuch ſolemn hours, 
Dæmons and goblins through the dark air ſhriek, 
While Hecate, with her black-brow'd ſiſters nine, 
Rides o'er the earth, and ſcatters woes and death. 
Then too, they ſay, in drear Egyptian wilds 


. The hon and the tiger prowl for prey 


With roarings loud! the liſtening traveller | 
Starts, fear-ſtruck, while the hollow-echoing vaults 
Of pyramids increaſe the dreadful ſounds, 
But let me never fail, in cloudleſs nights, 

When ſilent Cynthia in her filver car 

Through the blue concave ſlides, when ſhine the hills, 


Twinkle the ſtreams, and woods look tipp'd with gold, 
To ſeek ſome level mead, and there invoke 


Old Midnight's ſiſter, Contemplation ſage, 


(Queen of the rugged brow, and ſtern-fix'd eye) 
To lift my ſoul above this little earth, 
This folly-fetter'd world; to purge my ears, 
That I may hear the rolling planets ſong, 
And tuneful turning ſpheres : if this debarr'd, 
The little fayes that dance in neighbouring dales, 
Sipping the night-dew, while they laugh and love, 
Shall charm me with aerial notes.—As thus 
I wander muſing, lo! what aweful forms 
Yonder appear ! Sharp-ey'd Philoſophy, 

Clad in dun robes, an eagle on his wriſt, 
Firſt meets my eye ; next, virgin Solitude 
Serene, who bluſhes at each gazer's ſight; 
Then Wiſdom's hoary head, with crutch in hand, 
Trembling and bent with age; laſt Virtue's ſelf 
Smiling, in white array'd, who with her leads 
Sweet Innocence, that prattles by her ſide, 
A naked boy !—Harraſs'd with fear, I ſtop, 
I gaze; when Virtue thus: © Whoe'er thou art, 
* Mortal, by whom I deign to be beheld 

£ I theſe my midnight walks, depart, and ſay, 
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© That henceforth I, and my immortal train, 
© Forſake Britannia's iſle ; who fondly ſtoops 
© To Vice, her favourite. paramour. She ſpoke, 
And as ſhe turn'd, her round and roſy neck, 
Her flowing train, and long ambroſial hair, 
Breathing rich odours, I enamour'd view. 
O who will bear me, then, to weſtern climes, 
(Since Virtue leaves our wretched land) to fields 
Vet unpolluted with Iberian ſwords! _ 
The iſles of innocence, from mortal view 
Deeply retir'd, beneath a plantane's ſhade, 
Where Happineſs and Quiet fit enthron'd 
With ſimple Indian ſwains, that I may hunt 
The boar and tiger thro' Savannah's wild, 
| Thro? fragrant deſarts, and thro” citron groves. | 
There fed on dates and herbs, would I deſpiſe | | 
The far-fetch'd cates of Luxury, and hoards 2 
Of narrow-hearted Avarice; nor heed 
The diſtant din of the tumultuous world. 
So when rude whirlwinds rouze the roaring main, 
Beneath fair Thetis fits, in coral caves, 
Serenely gay, nor ſinking ſailors? cries | 
Diſturb her ſportive nymphs, who round her form 
The light fantaſtick dance, or for her hair 
Weave roſy crowns, or with according lutes 
Grace the ſoft warbles of her honied voice. 


J 
AN . ODEs 
BY DR. GRAINGER. 
122 = 1. 
Ln Solitude, romantick maid! : 
Whether by nodding towers you tread, _ 


Or haunt the deſart's tracklefs gloom, Py, by 
Or hover o'er the yawning tomb; _ 


Or 
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| Or climb the Andes? clifted ſide, 
Or by the Nile's coy ſource abide ;- 
Or ſtarting from your half-year's ſleep, 
From Hecla view the thawing deep; 
Or Tadmor's marble waſtes ſurvey, 
Or in yon roofleſs cloyſter ſtray : 
You, recluſe, again I woo, 
And again your ſteps purſue. 
II. 
Plum'd Conceit himſelf ſurveying; 
| Folly with her ſhadow playing; 
Purſe-proud, elbowing Infolence; 
Bloated empirick, puff'd Pretence ; 
| Noiſe that thro? a trumpet ſpeaks; 
Laughter in loud peals that breaks; 
| Intruſion, with a fopling's face, 
Ignorant of time and place; 
Sparks of fire Diſſention blowing; 
- Ductile, court-bred Flattery, bowing ; 
Reftraint's ſtiff neck ; Grimace's leer; 
Squint-ey'd Cenſure's artful ſneer; 
Ambition's buſkins ſteep'd in blood; 
Fly thy preſence, Solitude. 
1 WY 
Sage Reflection, bent with years; 
Conſcious Virtue, void of fears; 
Muffled Silence, wood-nymph ſhy; 
Meditation's piercing eye; 
Halcyon Peace, on moſs reclin'd; 
Retroſpect, that ſcans the mind; 
Rapt, earth-gazing Reverie; 
Bluſhing, artleſs, Modeſty; 
Health, that ſnuffs the morning air; 
Full-ey'd Truth, with boſom bare; 
Inſpiration, Nature's child; . 
Seck the folitary wild. 
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vou with the tragick Muſe retir'd, 


The wiſe Euripides inſpir'd *'; 


_ You taught the ſadly-pleaſing air 


That Athens ſav'd from ruins bare T; 
You gave the Cean's tears to flow, 


And unlock'd the ſprings of woe f; 


You penn'd what exiPd Naſo ought, 

And pour'd the melancholy note. 

With Petrarch o'er Valcluſe you firay'd, 
When Death ſnatch'd his long-lov'd maid Fo 


| You taught the rocks her loſs to mourn, 
| You ſtrew'd with flowers her virgin urn: 


And late in Hagley|| you were ſeen, 74 


With bloodſhec eyes and ſombre mien; 


Hymen his yellow veſtment tore, 


And Dirge a wreathe of cypreſs wore. 


But chief your own the ſolemn lay 
That wept Narciſſa young and gay: 
Darkneſs clapp'd her fable wing, | 
While you touch'd the mournful ſtring; ; 


Anguiſh left the pathleſs wild, 
Grim-fac'd Melancholy ſmil'd ; 

Drowſy Midnight ceas'd to yawn, | 

The ſtarry hoſt put back the dawn; 
Aſide their harps eben ſeraphs flung, 
To hear thy ſweet Complaint, O Young ! 


When all nature's huſh'd aſleep, 


Nor Love nor Guilt their vigils keep, 
Soft you leave your cavern'd den, 
And wander o'er the works of men; 


® Jn the iſland Salamis. | 


+ See Plutarch, in the Life of Lyſander, 
1 Simonides. | 


& Laura, twenty years, and ten after her deaths +» 25 


Lord Lyttelton's Monody on the death of his lady. 
FT: > 
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But when Phoſphor brings the dawn, 
By her dappled courſers drawn, 
Again you to the wild retreat, 
And the early kuatſman meetz FN 
Where, as you penſive pace along, 
You catch the diſtant ea fn, 
Or bruſh from herbs the pcarly dew, 
Or the riſing primroſe view. 
Devotion lends her heav'n-pium'd wings; 
You mount, and Nature with you ſings, © 
But when mid-day fervors glow, 
To upland airy ſhades you go; . 
Where never ſun-burn'd woodman came, 
Nor ſportſman chac'd the timid gams; 
And there, beneath an oak reclin'd, 
With drowſy waterfalls behind, 
You ſink to reſt : 8 
Till the tuneful bird of night, 
From the neighb'ring poplars height, 
Wake you with her ſolemn ſtrain, 
And teach pleas'd Echo to complain. 
"YL. 
With you. roſes brighter bloom, 
Sweeter every ſweet perfume ; _ 4. 
Purer every fountain lows, 
Stronger every wilding grows. 
=. | 
Let thoſe toil for gold who pleaſe, 
Or for fame renounce their eaſe! 
What is fame? an empty bubble! 
Gold? a tranſient, ſhining trouble! 
Let them for their country bleed; 
What was Sidney's, Raleigh's meed? 
Man's not worth a moment's pain; 


Baſe, ungrateful, fickle, vain! 


439. 


| Then 


Whence the waves ſubſide and riſe; ; 


O Solitude, on me beftow | i 
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Then let me, ſequeſter'd fair, 

To your Sibyl grot repair; 

On yon hanging cliff it ſtands, 
Scoop'd by Nature's ſalvage hands * 
Boſom'd in the gloomy ſnade 

Of cypreſs, not with age decay'd: 
Where the ov! ſtill-hooting ſits, 8 ” 
Where the bat inceflant me,” 
There in loftier ſtrains I'll fing | 
Whence the changing ſeaſons ſpring 3 "8 
Tell how ſtorms deform the ſkies, © © 


Trace the comet's blazing tail, 


Weigh the planets in à ſcale; 
Bend, great God! before thy ſhrine, 
The bournleſs macrocoſm's thine, 


VIII. — 2 THY, » 
Save me! what's yon ſhrouded ſhade, 8 


That wanders in the dark- brown glade? 75 


It beckons me Vain fears adieu! FE 
Myftcrious ghoft, I follow you. ; 
Ah, me! too well that pait I know; 

My youth's firſt friend, my manhood's woe !— 
It's breaſt it bares !—What, ſtain'd _ blood? | 
Quick let me ſtanch the vital flood !— 4 Jos 


Oh, ſpirit! Whither art thou on? 


Why left me comfortlefs alone — 


The heart- felt harmony of woe; „ 


Such, ſuch, as on th' Auſonian ſhore, 


Fi 
Sweet Dorian Moſchus trill'd of Jore “1 
No time ſhould cancel cy deſert; 
More, more than Bion was, thou wert . 


» o 
[7 ” 


® See Idyll. FCC 
5 ae to the en of a friend, 


IX. O goddeſs 
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O goddeſs of the tearful eye, 
The never- ceaſing ſtream ſupply ! 
Let us with Retirement go 
To charnels, and the houſe of woe; 
O'er Friendſhip's hearſe low-drooping mourn, 
Where the ſickly tapers burn; 
Where Death and nun-clad Sorrow dwell, 
And nightly ring the ſolemn knell. 
The gloom diſpels, the charnel ſmiles, 
Light flaſhes thro? the vaulted aiſles, 
Blow ſilky ſoft, thou weſtern pale, 
O goddeſs of the deſart, hail! 
She burſts from yon cliff-riven cave, 
Inſulted by the wint'ry wave; 
Her brow an ivy garland binds; 
Her treſſes wanton with the winds ; 
A lion's ſpoils, without a zone, 
Around her limbs are careleſs thrown ; 
Her right-hand wields a knotted mace, 
Her eyes roll wild, aſtride her pace; 
Fer left a magick mirror holds, 
In which ſhe oft herſelf beholds, 
O goddeſs of the deſart, hail! _ 
And ſofter blow, thou weſtern gale! ; 
© Since in each ſcheme of life I've fail'd, 
And diſappointment ſeems entaild; 
« Since all on earth I valu'd moſt, 
© My guide, my ſtay, my friend, i 18 loſt; 
© You, only you, can make me bleſs'd, 
© And huſh the tempeſt in my breaſt. 
Then gently deign to guide my feet 
To your hermit-trodden ſeat ; 
Where I may live at laſt my own, 
Where I at laſt may die unknown, 


73 = Il ſpoke 
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I ſpoke—ſhe twin'd her magick ray, 
And thus ſhe ſaid, or ſeem'd to ſay. 5 
© Youth, you're miſtaken, if you think to find 
In ſhades a medicine for a troubled mind; _ 
© Wan Grief will haunt you whereſoe'er you go, 
© Sigh in the breeze, and in the ſtreamlet flow; 
© There pale Inaction pines his life away, 
And, ſatiate, curſes the return of day; 
There naked Frenzy, laughing wild with pain, 
Or bares the blade, or plunges in the main: 
| There Superſtition broods o'er all her fears, 
| © And yells of dzmons in the zephyr hears. 
© But if a hermit you 're reſolv'd to dwell, 
8. And bid to focial life a laſt el 
Tis impious!— 
God never made an RV man; 
© ?Twould jarr the concord of his general plan, 
< See every part of that ſtupendous whole, 
% Whoſe body Nature is, and God the ſoul,” 
© To one great end, the general good, conſpire: 
© From matter, brute, to man; to ſeraph, fire. 
Should man through Nature ſolitary roam, 
His will his ſovereign, every where his home, 
© What force would guard him from the lion's jaw? 
What ſwiftneſs wing him from the panther's paw? 
„Or, ſhoula Fate lead him to ſome ſafer ſhore, 
Where panthers never prowl, nor lions roar; 
Where liberal Nature all her charms beſtows, 
© Suns ſhine, birds ſing, flowers bloom, and water flows; 
Fool! doſt thou think he'd revel on the ſtore, 
Abſolve the care of Heav'n, nor aſk for more? 
Tho? waters flow'd, flow'rs bloom'd, and Phoebus ſhone, 
He'd ſigh, he'd murmur, that he was alone! 
For know, the Maker on the human breaſt 
A ſenſe of kindred, country, man, impreſs'd ; 


D ES... 3 8 — r eG” —— ar 2 


| 


A 


K 


CY 


K 


R «a a N A 


A 


_* And 


3 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 443 


A 


And ſocial life to better, aid, adorn, 

With proper faculties each mortal's born, 

© Tho? Nature's works the ruling mind declare, 
And well deſerve Enquiry's ſerious care, 

© The God (whate'er Miſanthrophy may ſay) 

© Shines, beams in man, with moſt unclouded ray. 
What boots it thee, to fly from pole to pole, | | i 
© Hang o'er the ſun, and with the planets roll? N 


* 


2 


© What boots, thro? ſpace's fartheſt bourns to roam, 

© If thou, O man, a ſtranger art at home? 

© Then know thyſelf; the human mind ſurvey; 

The uſe, the pleaſure, will the toil repay. 

_ © Hence Inſpiration plans his manner'd lays; 1. 

Hence Homer's crown; and, Shakeſpeare, hence thy bays. 1 

Hence he, the pride of Athens and the ſhame, | | 

The beſt and wiſeſt of mankind became. {mn 

Nor ſtudy only; practiſe what you know: 

Vour life, your knowledge, to mankind you owe. Fl 

© With Plato's olive-wreathe the bays entwine : 
© Thoſe who in ſtudy, ſhould in practice ſhine. 

| © Say, does the learned Lord of Hagley's ſhade | | 

Charm man ſo much, by moſſy fountains laid, | M1 

As when, arouz'd, he ſtems Corruption's courſe, 

And ſhakes the ſenate with a Tully's force? 

© When Freedom gaſp'd beneath a Cæſar's feet, 

© Then publick Virtue might to ſhades retreat ; 

© But where ſhe breathes, the leaſt may uſeful be, 

* And F reedom, Britain, ſtill belongs to thee. 

Tho? man's ungrateful, or tho? Fortune frown, 

Is the reward of worth a ſong or crown? 

Nor yet unrecompens'd are Virtue's pains, 

© Good Allen lives, and bounteous Brunſwick reigns. 

On each condition diſappointments wait, 

Enter the hut, and force the guarded gate: 

Nor dare repine, tho' early Friendſhip bleed, 

* From love, the world, and all it's cares, he's freed. 

3k 2 © But 


When ſmooth old Ocean and each ſtorm's aſleep, 
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2 8 But know, Ad verſity's the child of God; 


* Whom Heaven approves of moſt, moſt feel her rod. 


Then Ignorance may plough the wat'ry deep; 
But when the dæmons of the tempeſt rave, 
Skill muſt conduct the veſſel thro? the wave. 
Sidney, what good man envies not thy blow ? 
Who would not wiſh Anytus for a foe * ? 
Intrepid Virtue triumphs over Fate; 
The good can never be unfortunate. 
And be this maxim graven in thy mind; 
The height of virtue is to ſerve mankind, 
But when old age has filver'd o'er thy head, 
* When memory fails, and all thy vigour's fled; 


% «a ® Ly * * 


a. 


Then may'ſt thou ſeek the ſtillneſs of retreat, 
Then hear aloof the human tempeſt beat; 
| © Then will I greet thee to my woodland cave, 


* Allay the pangs of age, and ſmooth thy grave,” 


THE TEMPLE OF. FAME. 
BY MR. POPE. 
N that ſoft ſeaſon, when deſcending ſhow'rs 


Call forth the greens, and wake the riſing flow'rs; 
When op'ning buds ſalute the welcome day, 


And earth relenting feels the genial ray; 
As balmy ſleep had charm'd my cares to reſt, 


And love itſelf was baniſh'd from my breaſt, 
(What time the morn myſterious viſions brings, 
While purer ſlumbers ſpread their golden wings) 


* One of the accuſers of Socrates, 
A train 
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A train of phantoms in wild order roſe, 
And, join'd, this intellectual ſcene compoſe. 
I ſtood, methought, betwixt earth, ſeas, and ſkies, 
The whole creation open to my eye: 
In air ſelf-balanc'd hung the globe below, 
Where mountains riſe, and circling oceans flow; 
| Here naked rocks and empty waſtes were ſeen, 
There tow'ry cities and the foreſts green; 
Here ſailing ſhips delight the wand'ring eyes, 
There trees and intermingled temples riſe ; 
Now a clear ſun the ſhining ſcene diſplays, 
The tranſient landſcape now in clouds decays. 
O'er the wide proſpect as I gaz'd around, 
Sudden I heard a wild promiſcuous ſound, 
Like broken thunders that at diſtance roar, 
Or billows murm'ring on the hollow ſhore: 
Then gazing up, a glorious pile beheld, 1 
Whoſe tow' ring ſummit ambient clouds conceal'd. 
High on a rock of ice the ſtructure lay, 
Steep it's aſcent, and ſlipp'ry was the way; 
The wond'rous rock like Parian marble ſhone, 
And ſeem'd, to diſtant fight, of ſolid one. 
Inſcriptions here of various names I view'd, 
The greater part by hoſtile Time ſubdu'd ; 
Yet wide was ſpread their fame in ages paſt, 
And poets once had promis'd they ſhould laſt, 
Some freſh engrav'd appear'd of wits renown'd ; 
I look'd again, nor could their trace be found. 
Criticks I ſaw, that other names deface, 
And fix their own, with labour, in their place: 
Their own, like others, ſoon their place reſign'd, 
Or diſappear'd, and left the firſt behind. 
Nor was the work impair'd by ſtorms alone, 


But felt th? approaches of too warm a ſun; 
For 
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For Fame, impatient of extremes, decays 


Not more by envy than exceſs of praiſe. 
Yet part no injuries of Heav'n could feel, 


Like chryſtal faithful to the graving ſteel : 


The rock's high ſummit, in the temple's ſhade, 


Nor heat could melt, nor beating ſtorm invade. 
Their names inſcrib'd, unnumber'd ages paſt, 
From Time's firſt birth, with Time itſelf ſhall laſt; 
Theſe ever new, nor ſubject to decays, 
Spread, and grow brighter with the length of days. 


So Zembla's rocks (the beauteous work of froſt) 


Riſe white in air, and glitter o'er the coaſt; | 


Pale ſuns, unfelt, at diſtance roll away, 


And on th' impafſive ice the lightnings play; 
Eternal ſnows the growing maſs ſupply, 
Till the bright mountains prop th' incumbent ſy: 


As Atlas fix'd, each hoary pile appears, 

The gather'd winter of a thouſand years. 

On this foundation Fame's high temple ſtands, 
Stupendous pile! not rear'd by mortal hands. 


Whate'er proud Rome or artful Greece beheld; 


Or elder Babylon, it's frame excell'd. 
Four faces had the dome, and ev'ry face 


Of various ſtructure, but of equal grace: 


Four brazen gates, on columns lifted high, 
Salute the diff'rent quarters of the ſky. 

Here fabled chiefs in darker ages born, 
Or worthies old, whom arms ar arts adorn, 


Who cities rais'd, or tam'd a monſtrous race, 
The walls in venerable order grace: 
Heroes in animated marble frown, 


And legiſlators ſeem to think in ſtone: 
Weſtward a ſumptuous frontiſpiece appear'd, 


On Dorick pillars of white marble rear'd ; 


Crown'd with an architrave of antique mould, 


And ſculpture riſing on the roughen'd gold. 
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In ſhaggy ſpoils here Theſeus was beheld, 

And Perſeus dreadful with Minerva's ſhield ; 
There, great Alcides, ſtooping with his toil, 
Reſts on his club, and holds th' Heſperian ſpoil. 
Here Orpheus ſings; trees moving to the ſound 
Start from their roots, and form a ſhade around : 
Amphion, there, the loud-creating lyre 
Strikes, and behold a ſugden Thebes aſpire ! 

_ Cythzron's echoes anſwer to his call, | 
And half the mountain rolls into a wall: 
There might you ſee the length'ning ſpires aſcend, 
The domes ſwell up, the wid'ning arches bend, 
The growing tow'rs like exhalations riſe, 


And the huge columns heave into the ſkies. 


The eaſtern front was glorious to behold, 
With diamond flaming and Barbaric gold. 
There Ninus ſhone, who ſpread th' Aſſyrian fame, 
And the great founder of the Perſian name: 
There in long robes the royal Magi ſtand, 
Grave Zoroaſter waves the circling wand 
The fage Chaldeans rob'd in white appear'd, 
And Brachmans, deep in deſart woods rever'd. 
Theſe ſtopp'd the moon, and call'd th* unbody'd ſhades 
To midnight banquets in the glimm'ring glades; 
Made viſionary fabricks round them riſe, 
And airy ſpectres ſkim before their eyes; 
Of taliſmans and ſigils knew the pow'r, 
And careful wach'd the planetary hour. 
Superior, and alone, Confucius ſtood, 
Who taught that uſeful ſcience—to be good. 
But on the ſouth, a long majeſtick race 
Of Egypt's prieſts the gilded niches grace, 
Who meaſur'd earth, deſcrib'd the ſtarry ſpheres, 
And trac'd the long records of lunar years, | 
High on his car Seſoſtris ſtruck my view, 
Whom ſcepter'd ſlaves in golden harneſs drew: 
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His hands a bow and pointed 155 hold; 


His giant limbs are arm'd in ſcales of gold. 


Between the ſtatues obeliſſes were plac'd, 
And the learn'd walls with hieroglyphicks grac'd. 


Of Gothick ſtructure was the northern ſide, 
O'erwrought with ornaments of barb'rous pride. 
There huge Coloſſes roſe, with trophies crown'd, 


And Runick characters were grav'd around; : 
There ſat Zamolxis with erected eyes, 
And Odin here in mimick trances dies. 


There, on rude iron columns, ſmear'd with blood, 


The horrid forms of Scythian heroes ſtood: 

Druids and bards, (their once-lotd harps unſtrung . 
And youths that dy'd, to be by poets ſung. 

Theſe, and a thouſand more of doubtful fame, 


To whom old fables gave a laſting name, 


In ranks adorn'd the temple's outward face; 
The wall in luſtre and effect like glaſs, 
Which o'er each object caſting various dyes, 
Enlarges ſome, and others multiplies : | 
Nor void of emblem was the myſtick wall, 
For thus romantick Fame increaſes all. 


The temple ſhakes, the ſounding gates unfold, 


Wide vaults appear, and roofs of fretted gold, 

Rais'd on a thouſand pillars, wreath'd around 
With laurel foliage and with eagles crown'd. 
Of bright tranſparent beryt were the walls, 
The friezes gold, and gold the capitals: 
As heav'n with ſtars the roof with jewels glows, 


And ever-living lamps depend in rows. 


Full in the paſſage of each ſpacious gate 


The ſage hiſtorians in white garments wait; 


Grav'd o'er their ſeats the form of Time was found, 


His ſcythe revers'd, and both his pinions bound, 

Within ſtood heroes, who thro” loud alarms 

In bloody fields purſu'd renown in arms, : 
— — — High 
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High on a throne with trophies charg'd, I view'd 
The youth that all things but himſelf ſubbu'd; _ 
His feet on ſceptres and tiaras trod, | 
And his horn'd head bely'd the Libyan god. 
There Cæſar, grac'd with both Minerva's, ſhone 
Cæſar! the world's great maſter, and his own ; 
Unmov'd, ſuperior ſtill in ev'ry ſtate, 
And ſcarce deteſted in his country's fate. | 
But chief were thoſe who not for empire fought, 
But with their toils their people's ſafety bought: 
High o'er the reſt Epaminondas ſtood; 
Timoleon, glorious in his brother's blood; 
Bold Scipio, ſaviour of the Roman ſtate, 
Great in his triumphs, in retirement great; 
And wiſe Aurelius, in whoſe well- taught mind 


With boundleſs pow'r unbounded virtue join'd, 
His own ſtrict judge, and patron of mankind. 


 Much-ſuff*ring heroes next their honours claim, 


Thoſe of leſs noiſy, and leſs guilty fame, 

Fair Virtue's filent train: ſupreme of theſe 

Here ever ſhines the godlike Socrates ; 

He whom ungrateful Athens could expel, 

At all times juſt, but when he ſign'd the ſhell: 

Here his abode the martyr'd Phocion claims, 

With Apis, not the laſt of Spartan names: 

Unconquer'd Cato ſhews the wound he tore, 
And Brutus his ill genius meets no more. 

But in the centre of the hallow'd choir 

Six pompous columns o'er the reſt aſpire; 
Around the ſhrine itſelf of Fame they ſtand, 

Fold the chief honours, and the fane 2 

High on the firſt the mighty Homer ſhone, 

Eternal adamant compos'd his throne; 
Father of verſe! in holy fillets dreſs'd, 

His ſüver beard wav'd gently o'er his breaſt: : 
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Tho? blind, a boldneſs in his looks appears; 
In years he ſeem'd, but not impair'd by years. 
The wars of Troy were round the pillars ſeen : 
Here fierce Tydides wounds the Cyprian queen; 
Here Hector glorious from Patroclus' fall, 
Here dragg'd in triumph round the Trojan wall. 
Motion and life did ev'ry part inſpire, 5 
Bold was the work, and prov'd the maſter's fire; * 
A ſtrong expreſſion moſt he ſeem'd t' affect, 
And here and there diſclos'd a brave negle&. 
A golden column next in rank appear'd, 
| On which a ſhrine of pureſt gold was rear'd; . 
| | 5 Finiſh'd the whole, and labour'd ev'ry part, 
| With patient touches of unwearied art: 
* The Mantuan there in ſober triumph ſate, 
| | Compos'd his poſture, and his look ſedate ; 
On Homer ſtill he fix'd a rev'rend eye, 
Great without pride, in modeſt majeſty. 
In living ſculpture on the fides were ſpread 
The Latian wars, and haughty Turnus dead ; 
Eliza ſtretch'd upon the fun'ral pyre, 
Eneas bending with his aged fire : 
Troy flam'd in burning gold, and ofer the throne 
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Four ſwans ſuſtain a car of ſilver bright, 


Here, like ſome furious prophet, Pindar rode, 
And ſeem'd to labour with th' inſpiring god. 
Acroſs the harp a careleſs hand he flings, 

And boldly ſinks into the ſounding ſtrings. 

he figur'd games of Greece the column grace; 

Neptune and Jove ſurvey the rapid race: 

The youths hang o'er their chariots as they run; 
The fiery ſteeds ſeem ſtarting from the ftone ; 

'The champions in diſtorted poſtures threat; 
And all appear'd irregularly great. 


< ArMs anD THE Max, in golden cyphers ſhone. _ 


With heads advanc'd, and pinions ſtretch'd for flight: - 


Here = 
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Here happy Horace tun'd th* Auſonian lyre 
To ſweeter ſounds, and temper'd Pindar's fire; 
Pleas'd with Alcæus' manly rage © infuſe 
The ſofter ſpirit of the Sapphic Muſe. 

The poliſh'd pillar diff'rent ſculptures grace, 

A work outlaſting monumental braſs, 

Here {mils loves and Bacchanals appear, 
The Julian ſtar, and great Auguſtus here: 
The doves, that round the infant poet ſpread 
Myrtles and bays, hang hov'ring o'er his head. 

Here, in a ſhrine that caſt a dazzling light, 
Sate fix'd in thought the mighty Stagirite ; 

His ſacred head a radiant zodiack crown'd, 
And various animals his fides ſurround ; 
His piercing eyes, erect, appear to view 
Superior worlds, and look all nature thro”. 

With equal rays immortal Tully ſhone, 

The Roman roſtra deck'd the conſul's throne : 
Gath'ring his flowing robe, he ſeem'd to ſtand 
In act to ſpeak, and graceful ſtretch'd his hand. 
Behind, Rome's genius waits with civick crowns, 
And the great father of his country o-Wns. 

Theſe maſly columns in a circle riſe, 

O'er which a pompous dome invades the ſkies ; 
Scarce to the top I ſtretch'd my aching ſight, 

So large it ſpread, and ſwell'd to ſuch a height. 
Full in the midſt proud Fame's imperial ſeat 
With jewels blaz'd, magnificently great; 

The vivid emeralds there revive the eye, 

The flaming rubies ſhew their ſanguine dye, 
Bright azure rays from lively ſapphires ſtream, 
And lucid amber caſts a golden gleam. 

With various-colour'd light the pavement ſhone, 
And all on fire appear'd the glowing throne ;. 
The dome's high arch reflects the mingled blaze, 
And forms a rainbow of alternate rays. 
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Such was her form, as ancient bards have told, 
Wings raiſe her arms, and wings her feet infold; 


Beneath, in order rang'd, the tuneful Nine 


For Fame they raiſe the voice and tune the ſtring; 


Of various tongues the mingled ſounds were heard; 


When he wing'd colonies firſt tempt the ſky, 


Or, ſettling, ſeize the ſweets the bloſſoms yield, 
And a low murmur runs along the field, 


For good and bad alike are fond of Fame, 


452 BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


When on the Goddeſs firſt I caſt my fight, 
| Scarce ſeem'd her ſtature of a cubit's height, 
But ſwell'd to larger ſize the more I gaz'd, 


Till to the roof her tow'ring front ſhe rais'd, 
With her the temple ev'ry moment grew, 


And ampler viſtas open'd to my view: 
Upward the columns ſhoot, the roofs aſcend, 


And arches widen, and long aiſles extend. 


A thouſand buſy tongues the Goddeſs bears, 
A thouſand open eyes, and thouſand liſt'ning ears, 


(Her virgin handmaids) ftill attend the ſhrine ; 
With eyes on Fame for ever fix'd they ſing; 


With Time's firſt birth began the heav'nly lays, 

And laſt, eternal, thro? the length of days. 
Around theſe wonders as I caſt a look, 

'The trumpet ſounded, and the temple ſhook, 

And all the nations, ſummon'd at the call, 

From diff'rent quarters fill the crouded hall: 


In various garþs promiſcuous throngs appear'd; 
Thick as the bees, that with the ſpring renew 
Their flow'ry toils, and fip the fragrant dew, 


O'er duſky fields and ſhaded waters fly, 


Millions of ſuppliant crowds the {hrine attend, 
And all degrees before the Goddeſs bend; 
The poor, the rich, the valiant, and tne ſage, 


And boaſting youth, and narrative old age: 


Their pleas were diff'rent, their requeſt the ſame ; 


Some 
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Some ſhe diſgrac'd, and ſome with honours crown'd; 
Unlike ſucceſſes equal merits found. 


Thus her blind ſiſter, fickle Fortune, reigns, 
And undiſcerning ſcatters crowns and chains. 


Firſt at the ſhrine the learned world appear, | al 
And to the goddeſs thus prefer their pray'r. | ce | 0 
Long have we ſought t' inſtruct and pleaſe mankind, 1; 
With ſtudies pale, with midnight vigils blind 3 | Wl 
© But thank'd by few, rewarded yet by none, 6 


We here appeal to thy ſuperior throne: 1 
On Wit and Learning the juſt prize beſtow, 
© For Fame is all we muſt expect below.“ 
The goddeſs heard, and bade the Muſes raiſe 
The golden trumpet of eternal praiſe. | 
From pole to pole the winds diffuſe the ſound, Wil 
That fills the circuit of the world around ; | All 
Not all at once, as thunder breaks the cloud; 
The notes at firſt were rather ſweet than loud : li 
By juſt degrees they ev'ry moment riſe, | if 
Fill the wide earth, and gain upon the ſkies. | 
At ev'ry breath were balmy odours ſhed, hl 
Which {till grew ſweeter as they wider ſpread: 
Leſs fragrant ſeents th' unfolding roſe exhales, 7 
Or ſpices breathing in Arabian gales. 4 
Next theſe the good and juſt, an awful train! NN = 
Thus on their knees addreſs the ſacred fane. 
„Since living virtue is with envy curs'd, 5 ail 
And the beſt men are treated like the worſt, wt 
© Do thou, juſt goddeſs! call our merits forth, LT 
And give each deed th' exact intrinſick worth.” | " 
Not with bare juſtice ſhall your acts be crown'd,? ; 
Said Fame, but high above deſert renown'd : 55 5 0 
Let fuller notes th' applauding world amaze, 1 
„And the loud clarion labour in your praiſe.” 
This band diſmiſs'd, behold another crowd 
Preferr'd the ſame requeſt, and lowly bow'd; 
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The conſtant tenour of whoſe well-ſpent days 


No leſs deſerv'd a juſt return of praiſe. 
But ſtraight the direful trump of Slander ſounds; 


Thro' the big dome the doubling thunder bounds; 
Loud, as the burſt of cannon rends the ſkies, 


The dire report thro? ev'ry region flies; 
In ev'ry ear inceſſant rumours rung, 
And gath'ring ſcandals grew on ev'ry tongue. 


From the black trumpet's ruſty concave broke 


Sulphureous flames, and clouds of rolling ſmoke: 
The pois'nous vapour blots the purple ſkies, 
And withers all before it as it flies, 


A troop came next who crowns and armour wore, 


And proud defiance in their looks they bore: | 
For thee,” they cry'd, © amidit alarms and ſtrife, 
We fail'd in tempeſts down the ſtream of life; 


£ For thee whole nations filPd with flames and blood, 
And ſwam to empire thro? the purple flood. 

Thoſe ills we dar'd, thy inſpiration own; 

* What virtue ſeem'd, was done for thee alone.” | 
« Ambitious fools !* the queen replied, and frown'd, 


* 


Be all your ads in dark oblivion drown'd ; 


There ſleep forgot, with mighty tyrants gone, 


© Your ſtatues moulder'd, and your names unknown!“ 


A ſudden cloud ſtraight ſnatch'd them from my fight, 


And each majeſtick phantom ſunk in night. 


Then came the ſmalleſt tribe I yet had ſeen ; 
Plain was their dreſs, and modeſt was their mien. 
Great Idol of mankind! we neither claim 
The praiſe of merit, nor aſpire to fame! 

But ſafe in deſarts from th* applauſe of men 
Would die unheard-of, as we liv'd unſeen ; 

?Tis all we beg thee, to conceal from fight _ 
Thoſe acts of goodneſs which themſelves requite : 
O let us {till the ſecret joy partake, 

To follow virtue e'en for virtue's ſake.” 
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And live there men who ſlight immortal Fame? 
© Who then with incenſe ſhall adore our name? 
But, mortals! know, *tis ſtill our greateſt pride n 
© To blaze thoſe virtues which the good would hide. x þ | 
© Riſe, Muſes, riſe! add all your tuneful breath; v1 
© Theſe muſt not ſleep in darkneſs and in death.“ | 
She ſaid ; in air the trembling muſick floats, i] 
And on the winds triumphant ſwell the notes : "hal 
So ſoft, tho? high, ſo loud, and yet ſo clear, | 
E'en iſ ning angels lean'd from heav'n to hear; | 
To fartheſt ſhores th' ambroſial ſpirit flies, | 
Sweet to the world, and grateful to the ſkies. 

Next theſe a youthful train their vows expreſs'd, 
With feathers crown'd, with gay embroid'ry dreſs'd: 
« Hither,” they ery'd, direct your eyes, and ſee 
The men of pleaſure, dreſs, and gallantry : 

© Ours is the place at banquets, balls, and plays; 
« Sprightly our nights, polite are all our days; i 
© Courts we frequent, where *tis our pleaſing care if 
© To pay due viſits, and addreſs the fair ; 
In fact, *tis true, no nymph we could perſuade, 


But ſtill in fancy vanquiſh'd every maid - WW 
Of unknown ducheſſes lewd tales we tell, [ | 
© Yet would the world believe us all were well. W 


The joy let others have, and we the name, 
© And what we want in pleaſure grant in Fame.“ 
The queen aſſents; the trumpet rends the ſkies, 
And at each blaſt a lady's honour dies, 1 
Pleas'd with the ſtrange ſucceſs, vaſt numbers preſs'd 


Around the ſhrine, and made the ſame requeſt: i 
© What, you!” ſhe cry'd, © unlearn'd in arts to pleaſe, 4 
c 


Who loſe a length of undeſerving days, 

Would you uſurp the lover's dear-bought praiſe ? | 
To juſt contempt, ye vain pretenders! fall, | 1 
The people's fable, and the ſcorn of all.“ ITY I 
| Straight | 


- 


* Slaves to yourſelves, and e'en fatigu'd with eaſe, _ | 
f 
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Straight the black clarion ſends a horrid ſound, 
Loud laughs burſt out, and hitter ſcoffs fly round 
Whiſpers are heard, with taunts reviling loud, 
And ſcornful hiſſes run thro? all the crowd, 

Laſt, thoſe who boaſt of mighty miſchiefs done, 
Enſlave their country, or uſurp a throne ; ” 
Or who their glory's dire foundation laid 
On ſov'reigns ruin'd, or on friends betray'd; 
Calm-thinking villains, whom no faith could fix, 

Of crooked counſels and dark politicks; 

Of theſe a gloomy tribe ſurround the throne, 

And beg to make th' immortal treaſons known. 
The trumpet roars, long flaky flames expire, 

With ſparks that ſeem'd to ſet the world on fire. 
At the dread ſound pale mortals ſtood aghaſt, 
And ſtartled Nature trembled with the blaſt. 

This having heard and ſeen, ſome power unknown 
Straight chang'd the ſcene, and ſnatch'd me from the throne. 
Before my view appear'd a ſtructure fair, 
It's fite uncertain, if in earth or air; 

With rapid motion turn'd the manſion round ; 
With ceaſeleſs noiſe the ringing walls reſound: 
Not leſs in number were the ſpacious doors, 
Than leaves on trees, or ſands upon the ſhores ; 
Which ſtill unfolded ſtand by night, by day, 
Pervious to winds, and open ev'ry way. 
As flames by nature to the ſkies aſcend; 
As weighty bodies to the centre tend ; 
As to the ſea returning rivers roll, 
And the touch'd needle trembles to the pole; 
Hither, as to their proper place, ariſe 
All various ſounds from earth, and ſeas, and ſkies, 
Or ſpoke aloud, or whiſper'd in the ear; 
Nor ever filence, reft, or peace, 1s here. 
As on the ſmooth expanſe of chryſtal lakes 
The ſinking ſtone at firſt a circle makes; 

The 
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The trembling ſurface, by the motion ſtirr'd, 
Spreads in a ſecond circle, then a third; 

Wide and more wide the floating rings advance, 
Fill all the wat'ry plain, and to the margin dance: 
Thus ev'ry voice and ſound, when firſt they break, 
On neighb'ring air a ſoft impreſſion make; 
Another ambient circle then they move, 

That in it's turn impels the next above; 


FThro⸗ undulating air the ſounds are ſent, 


And ſpread o'er all the fluid element. 
There various news I heard of love and ſtrife, 
Of peace and war, health, ſickneſs, death, and life; 
Of loſs and gain, of famine, and of ſtore, 
Of ſtorms at ſea, and travels on the ſhore, 
Of prodigies and portents ſeen in air, 
Of fires and plagues, and ſtars with blazing hair, 
Of turns of fortune, changes 1n the ſtate, | 
The falls of fav'rites, proje&s of the great, 
Of old miſmanagements, taxations new: 
All neither wholly falſe, nor wholly true. 

Above, below, without, within, around, 
Confus'd, unnumber'd multitudes are found, 
Who paſs, repaſs, advance, and glide away, 
Hoſts rais'd by fear, and phantoms of a day: 
Aſtrologers that future fates foreſhew; 
Projectors, quacks, and lawyers not a few; _ 
And prieſts, and party zealots, numerous bands, 
With home-born lyes, or tales from foreign lands; 
Each talk'd aloud, or in ſome ſecret place, x 
And wild impatience ſtar'd in ev'ry face. 
The flying rumours gather'd as they rolPd, 
Scarce any tale was ſooner heard than told ; 
And all who told it added ſomething new, ? 


And all who heard it made enlargements too; 


In ev'ry ear it ſpread, on ev'ry tongue it grew, 
2 M : Thus, 
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Thus, flying eaſt and weſt, and north and ſouth, 
News travell'd with increaſe from mouth to mouth: 
So from a ſpark, that kindled firſt by chance, 
With gath'ring force the quick'ning flames advance; 
Till to the clouds their curling heads aſpire, 
And tow'rs and temples ſink in floods of fire. 
When thus ripe lyes are to perfection ſprung, 
Full grown, and fit to grace a mortal tongue, 
Thro' thouſand vents, impatient, forth they flow, 
And ruſh in millions on the world below. 
Fame fits aloft, and points them out their courſe, 
Their date determines, and preſcribes their force: 
Some to remain, and ſome to periſh foon; 
Or wane and wax alternate, like the moon. 
Around a thouſand winged wonders fly, 
Borne by the trumpet's blaſt, and ſcatter'd thro? the ſky. 
There, at one paſſage, oft you might ſurvey _ 
A lye and truth contending for the way ; 
And long *twas doubful, both ſo cloſely pent, 
Which firſt ſhould iſſue through the narrow vent: 
At lait agreed, together out they fly, 
Inſeparable now the truth and lye; 
The ſtrict companions are for ever join'd, 
And this, or that, unmix'd, no mortal e'er ſhall find, 
While thus I ſtood, intent to ſee and hear, 
One came, methought, and whiſper'd in my ear: 
© What could thus high thy raſh ambition raiſe ? 
Art thou, fond youth! a candidate for praile ?? 
« *Tis true,” ſaid I, © not void of hopes I came, 
For who ſo fond as youthful bards of Fame? 
But few, alas! the caſual bleſſing boaſt, 
So hard to gain, ſo eaſy to be loſt, 
How vain that ſecond life in others breath, 
«© Th' eſtate which wits inherit after death! _ 
© Eaſe, health, and life, for this they muſt reſign, 
© (Vaſure the tenure, but how vaſt the fine !) 
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© The great man's curſe, without the gains, endure; 


© Be envy'd wretched, and be flatter'd poor: 
© All luckleſs wits their enemies profeſs'd, 
And all ſucceſsful jealous friends at beſt, 
Nor Fame I light, nor for her favours call; 
© She comes unlook'd- for if ſhe comes at all. 
But if the purchaſe coſts ſo dear a price, 
As ſoothing folly, or exalting vice; 

Oh! if the Muſe muſt flatter lawleſs ſway, 
And follow {till where Fortune leads the Way 3 


A 


A 


A 


K 


A 


Or if no baſis bear my riſing name, 
But the fall'n ruins of another's Fame; 


N 


A 


© Unblemifh'd let me live, or die unknown; 
Oh! grant an honeſt Fame, or grant me none! 


, H E D EBT DO. Ne. 


BY SIR Jon MORE, 


HILD REN of affluence, hear a poor man's pray”r ! 
O haſte, and free me from this dungeon's gloom ! 


Let not the hand of comfortleſ: Deſpair 
Sink my grey hairs with ſorrow to the tomb! 


 Unus'd Compaſfion- $ tribute to demand, 
With clamorous din wake Charity's dull ear; 
Wring the ſlow aid from Pity's loitering hand, 
Weave the feign'd tale, or drop the ready tear, 


Far different thoughts employ'd my early hours, 
To views of bliſs, to ſcenes of affluence born ; 
The hand of Pleaſure ſtrew'd my path with flow'rs, 

And ev'ry bleſſing hail'd my youthful morn, 


3M 2 


Then teach me, Heav'n ! to ſcorn the guilty bays, 
Drive from my breaſt that wretched luſt of praiſe: 
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But, ah! how quick the change! the morning gleam, 
That chear'd my fancy with her magick ray, 


Fled like the gairiſh pageant of a dream, 


And ſorrow clos'd the evening of my day. 


Such 1s the lot of human bliſs below ! 


Fond Hope a while the trembling flow'ret rears ; 
Till, unforeſeen, deſcends the blight of woe, 
And withers in an hour the pride of years. 


In evil hour, to ſpecious wiles a prey, 


I truſted; (who from fault is always free!) 
And the ſhort progreſs of one fatal day 
Was all the ſpace *twixt wealth and poverty. 


Where could I ſeek for comfort, or for aid? 

To whom the ruins of my ſtate commend ? 
Left to myſelf, abandon'd, and betray'd, 
Too late I found, the wretched have no friend! 


Eb'en he, amid the reſt, the favour'd youth, 


| Whoſe vows had met the tendereſt warm return, 


Forgot his oaths of conſtancy and truth, 


And left my child in ſolitude to mourn. 


Pity in vain ftretch'd forth her feeble hand 


To guard the ſacred wreaths that Hymen wove ; 
While pale-ey'd Avarice, from his ſordid ſtand, 
Scowl'd o'er the ruins of neglected Love. 


Though deeply hurt, yet ſway'd by decent Pride, 
She huſh'd her ſorrows with becoming art; 

And faintly ftrove, with ſickly ſmiles to hide 

The canker-worm that prey'd upon her heart. 


Nor 
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Nor blam'd his cruelty nor wiſh'd to hate 

Whom once ſhe lov'd but pitied, and forgave z 
Then, unrepining, yielded to her fate, 

And ſunk in filent anguiſh to the grave. 


Children of afluence, hear a poor man's pray'r! 
O haſte, and free me from this dungeon's gloom ! 
Let not the hand of comfortleſs Deſpair 
Sink my grey hairs with ſorrow to the tomb ! 
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WRITTEN IN A COTTAGE, AT PARK PLACE, THE SEAT OF 
GENERAL CONWAY. | 


BY THE REV. MR. POWYS. 


HE works of Art let others praiſe, 
Where Pride her waſte of wealth dear, 
And Faſhion, independent grown, 
Uſurps her parent Nature's throne, 
Lays all her fair dominions waſte, 
And calls the devaſtation Taſte : 
But I, who ne'er with ſervile awe, 
Give Faſhion's whims the force of law. | 
Scorn all the glitter of expence, 
When deſtitute of uſe and ſenſe. 
More pleas'd to ſee the wanton rill, 
Which trickles from ſome craggy hill, 
Free thro” the valley wind it's way; 
Than when, immur'd in walls of clay, 
Tt ſtrives in vain it's bonds to break, 
And ſtagnates in a crooked lake, 


With 
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With ſighs I ſee the native oak 

Bow to th' inexorable ſtroke, 

Whilſt an exctick, puny race, 

Of upſtart ſhrubs, uſurp it's place; 
Which, born beneath a milder ſky, 
Shrink at a wint'ry blaſt, and die. 

I ne'er behold, without a ſmile, 

The venerable Gothick pile, 
Which in our fathers wiſer age 

Was ſhelter'd from the tempeſt's rage, 
Stand to the dreary north expos'd, 


Within 2 Chineſe fence inclos'd. 


For me, each leaden god may reign 
In quiet o'er his old domain: 
Their claim is good by poet's s laws, 
And poets muſt ſupport their cauſe. 
But when old Neptune's fiſh-tail'd train 
Of Tritons haunt an upland plain; 
When Dian ſeems to urge the chace 


In a ſnug garden's narrow ſpace; 


When Mars, with infult rude, invades 
The virgin Muſes peaceſul ſhades ; 
Wirth lightning arm*d, when angry Jove 
Scares the poor tenants of the grove; 

I cannot blindly league with thoſe 

Who thus the poet's creed oppoſe. 

To Nature, in my earlieſt youth, 


I vow'd my conſtancy and truth, 


When in her Hardwicke's much-lov*d ſhade, 
Enamour'd of her charms, I ftray'd*; ; 
And, as I rov'd the woods among, 

Her praiſe in liſping numbers ſung: 

Nor will T now refign my heart, 


A captive to her rival Art. 


*The ſcat of P. Powys, Eſq. in Oxfordſhire. 


Far 
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Far from the pageant ſcenes of pride, 
She ſtill my careleſs ſteps ſhall guide; 
Whether by Contemplation led, 
The rich romantick wilds I tread, 
Where Nature, for her pupil man, 
Has ſketch'd out many a noble plan ; 
Or whether, from yon wood-crown'd brow, 
I view the lovely vale below. 
For when, with more than common care, 
Nature had ſketch'd her landſcape there, 
Her Conway caught the fair deſign, 
And ſoften'd ev'ry harſher line; 
In pleaſing lights each object plac'd, 
And heighten'd all the piece with taſte. 
O Conway! whilſt the publick voice 


Applauds our ſov'reign's well-weigh'd choice *, 


Fain would my patriot Muſe proclaim 

The ſtateſman's and the ſoldier's fame; 

And bind immortal on thy brow, 

The civick crown and laurel bough! 

But tho? unſkill'd to join the choir, 

Who aptly tune the courtly lyre; 

Tho' with the vaſſals of thy ale. 

I never at thy levee wait; 

| Yet be it oft my happier lot 

To meet thee in this:rural cot, 

To lee thee here thy mind unbend, 

And quit the ſtateſman for the friend; 

Whilſt ſmiles unbought, and void of art, 

Spring genuine from the ſocial heart. 
Happy the Muſe, which here retir'd, 

By gratitude like mine inſpir'd, 


* General Conway was at this time ſecretary of ates 
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Dupe to no party, loves to pay 
To worth like thine her grateful lay; 

And in no venal verſe commend 

The man of taſte, and Nature's friend! 


THE CHEAT'S APOLOGY. 
BY MR. ELLIS. 
Tis my vocation, Hal! SHAKESPEAREs 


1 OO round the wide world, each profeſſion you'll find 
a4 Hath ſomething diſhoneſt, which myſt'ry they call; 
Each knave points another, at home is ſtark blind, 

Except but his own, there's a cheat in them all : 
When tax'd with impoſture, the charge he*ll evade; 


And, like Falſtaff, pretend he but lives by his trade, 


The hero, ambitious, (like Philip's great ſon, 
Who wept when he found no more miſchief to do) 
Ne'er ſcruples a neighbouring realm to o'er-run, 


While {laughters and carnage his ſabre imbrue : 
Of rapine and murder the charge he'll evade; 


For conqueſt is glorious, and fighting his trade. 


The ſtateſman, who ſteers by wiſe Machiavel's rules, 


Is ne'er to be known by his tongue or his face; 
They're traps by him us'd to catch credulous fools, | 
And breach of his promiſe he counts no diſgrace : 


But policy calls it, reproach to evade; 


For flatt'ry's his province, cajoling his trade. 


The 
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The prieſt will inſtruct you this world to deſpiſe, 
With all it's vain pomp, for a kingdom on high; 
While earthly preferments are chiefly his prize, 
And all his purſuits give his doctrine the lye: 

He'll plead you the goſpel, your charge to evade: 

The lab'rer's entitled to live by his trade.“ 


The lawyer, as oft on the wrong ſide as right, 
Who tortures for fee the true ſenſe of the laws, 
While black he by ſophiſtry proves to be white, 
And falſhood and perjury liſts in his cauſe ; 
With ſteady aſſurance all crimes will evade: 

His chent's his care, and he follows his trade. 


The ſons of Machaon, who thirſty for gold 

The patient paſt cure viſit thrice in a day, 

Write largely the Pharmacop league to uphold, 
While poverty's left to diſeaſes a prey, 

Are held in repute for their glitt'ring parade; 

Their practice is great, and chey ſhine in their trade, 


Since, then, in all ſtations impoſture is found, 
No one of another can juſtly complain; 
The coin he receives will paſs current around, 
And where he is cozen'd he cozens again : 
But I, who for Cheats this apology made, 
Cheat myſelf by my rhyming, and ſtarve by my trade, 
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VERSES TO MRS. CREW. 
BY THE RIGHT HON. MR. CHARLES FOX, 


HERE the lovelieſt axyireliſsn to . is join'd 
By Nature's moſt delicate pencil defign'd ; 
Where bluſhes unbidden, and ſmiles without art, | 
Speak the ſoftneſs and feeling that dwell in the heart; 
Where in manners inchanting no blemiſh we trace, 
But the ſoul keeps the promiſe we had from the face; 
Sure philoſophy, reaſon, and coldneſs, muſt prove 
Defences unequal to ſhield us from love: 
Then tell me, myſterious inchanter! O tell, 
By what wonderful art, by what magical ſpell, 
My heart is ſo fenc'd, that for once I am wiſe, 
And gaze without raptures on Amoret's eyes 
That my wiſhes, which never were bounded before, 
Are here bounded by Friendſhip, and aſk for no more. 
Is't Reaſon? No; that my whole life will belye, 
For who ſo at variance as Reaſon and I? 
Is't Ambition that fills up each chink of my heart, 
Nor allows any ſofter ſenſation a part? 
Oh, no! for in this all the world muſt agree, 
One folly was never ſufficient for me. | 
Is. my mind on diſtreſs too intenſely employ'd, 
Or by pleaſure relax'd, by variety cloy'd? 
For, alike in this only, enjoyment and pain, 
Both ſlacken the ſprings of thoſe nerves which they ſtrain, 
That I've felt each reverſe that from fortune can flow, | 
That I've taſted each bliſs that the happieſt know, _ 
Has ftill been the whimſical fate of my life, 
Where Anguiſh and Joy have been ever at ſtrife, _ 
But tho? vers'd in th' extremes both of pleaſure and pan, 
Lam ſtil} but too ready to feel them again: MY 
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If, then, for this once in my life I am free, 
And eſcape from a ſnare might catch wiſer than me; 
"Tis, that beauty alone but imperfectly charms, 
For tho' brightneſs may dazzle, *tis kindneſs that warms: 
As on ſuns in the winter with pleaſure we gaze, 
But feel not their warmth, tho? their ſplendor we praiſe; 


So beauty our juſt admiration may claim, 
But love, and love only, the heart can enflame. 


T0 A LADY: 


0 T O BATHE iN THE 8 K 4. 
BY GEORGE KEATE, Es G. 


EN Us, moſt hiſtories agree, 5 
Sprung from the ferment of the ſea; 
Yet, I confeſs, I'm always lothe 
To think ſuch beauty was but froth, 
Or that the ocean, which more odd is, 
Should from a bubble ſpawn a goddeſs: 
Tho? hence, my Laura, learned fellows 
Cf ſuch it's wonderous powers ſtill tell us, 
That every mother brings her daughter : 
To dip in this ſpecifick water, 
Expecting from the briny wave 
Charms which it once to Venus gave. 
Theſe charms, my Laura ſtrive to gain; 
And, that you may not bathe in vain, 
I' here, as well as I am able, 
Give you a moral to this fable. 
Would you a goddeſs reign o'er all, 
Fram the wide flood it's virtues call. 
3 N 2 
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Free from each ſtain thy boſom keep, 
Clear be it as this azure deep, 


Which no capricious paſſion knows, 


But duly ebbs, and duly flows; 


Tho' ſometimes ruffled, calm'd as ſoon, 


Still conſtant to it's faithful moon, 
At whoſe approach with pride it ſwells, 
And to each ſhore it's chaſte love tells : 


HFeedleſs of ev'ry change of weather, 


That wafts a ſtraw, or coxcomb feather, 
Which only on the ſurface play, 


And unobſerv'd are waſh'd away. 


Reflect, that lodg'd within it's breaſt, 
The modeſt pearl delights to reſt, 
While ev'ry gem to Neptune known, 
Is there with partial bounty ſown. 
In years, thus ever may we trace 
Each ſparkling charm, each bluſhing grace; 
To theſe let judgment value give, 
And in that ſeat of beauty live! 
This moral keep before your eyes; 


Plunge—and a new-born Venus riſe, 


AN ODE. 
BY MR, VANSITTART. 


APP the babe, whoſe natal hour 
The Muſe propitious deigns to grace; 


No frowns on his ſoft forehead lour, 


No cries diſtort his tender face: 


But o'er her child, forgetting all her pangs, 
Inſatiate of her ſmiles, the raptur'd parent hangs. 


THE PLEASURE OF POETRY. 


Let 
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Let ſtateſmen, on the ſleepleſs bed, 
I he fate of realms and princes weigh, 
While in the agonizing head 
They form ideal ſcenes of ſway; 
Not long, alas! the fancied charms delight, 
But melt, like ſpectre- forms, in filent ſhades of night. 


7 Ye heavy pedants, dull of hve, 
Nod veer the taper's livid flame; 
Ye miſers, {till increaſe your ſtore; 
Still tremble at the robber's name : 
Or ſhudd'ring from the recent dream ariſe, 
While viſionary fire glows dreadful to your eyes. 


Far other joys the Muſes ſhow'r, 
Benignant, on the aching breaſt ; 
*T1s theirs, in the lone, chearleſs hour, 
TIoo lull the lab'ring heart to reſt : 
With bright' ning calms they glad the proſpect drear, 
And bid each groan ſubſide, and dry up ev'ry tear. 


From earthly miſts, ye gentle Nine! 
Whene'er you purge the viſual ray, 
Sudden the landſcapes fairer ſhine, 
And blander ſmiles the face of day: 
E'en Chloe's lips with brighter vermil glow, 
And on her youthful cheek the roſe-buds freſher blow. 


When Boreas ſounds his fierce alarms, 
And all the green-clad nymphs are fled, 
Oh ! then I lie, in Fancy's arms, 
On fragrant May's delicious bed ; 
And thro? the ſhade, ſlow-creeping from the dale, 
Feel on my drowly face the lily-breathing gale, 


= m — — n 
SIS A aq: wa 


470 BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


Or on the mountain's airy height 

Fear Winter call his howling train, 

Chac'd by the ſpring and Dryads light, | 
That now reſume their bliſsful reign : 


| While ſmiling Flora binds her zephyrs brows, 


With ev'ry various flow'r that Nature's lap beſtows. 


More potent than the Sybil's gold, 
That led Eneas' bold emprize; - 
When you, Calliope, unfold _ 
| Your laurel branch, each phantom flies ! 


| Slow Cares with heavy wings beat the dull air, 
And Dread, and pale-ey'd Grief, and Pain and black Deſpair. 


| With ou le happy bow'rs, 
The manſions of the glorious dead, 
I viſit oft, and cull the flow'rs 
That riſe ſpontaneous to your tread: 
Such active virtue warms that pregnant earth, | 
And Heav'n with kindlier hand aſſiſts each genial birth, 


CT 


Here oft I wander thro? the gloom, 
While pendent fruit the leaves among 
 Gleams thro? the ſhade with golden bloom, 
Where lurk along the feather'd throng, 


' Whoſe notes th' eternal ſpring unceaſing chear, 
Nor leave in mournful ſilence half the drooping year. 


And oft I view along the plain, 
With ſlow and ſolemn ſteps proceed, 
Heroes and chiefs, an awful train ! | | 
And high exalt the laurell'd head; — 
Submiſs J honour every ſacred name, 
Deep in the column grav's of adamantine Fame. 
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But coals. my Mal: with tender wing 
Unfledg'd, etherial flight to dare, 
Stern Cato's bold diſcourſe to ſing, 
Or paint immortal Brutus? air; 


* May Britain ne'er the weight of ſlav'ry feel, 


Or bid a Brutus ſhake for her his crimſon ſteel ! 


Lo! yonder, negligently laid 
PFäaſt by the ſtream's impurpled ſide, 
Where thro? the thick-entangled ſhade, 
The radiant waves of nectar glide, 
Each ſacred poet ſtrikes his tuneful lyre, 
And wakes the raviſh'd heart, and bids the ſoul aſpire. 


No more is heard the plaintive ſtrain, 
Or plealing Melancholy's ſong, 
Tibullus here forgets his pain, 
And joins the Jove-exulting throng ; 
For Cupid flutters round with golden dart, 
And fiercely twangs his bow at ev'ry rebel heart. 


There ſtretch'd at eaſe Anacreon gay, 
And on his melting Leſbia's breaft, 
With eye half-rais*'d Catullus lay, 
And, gaz'd himſelf to balmy reſt: 
While Venus? ſelf thro? all the am'rous oe 8 
With kiſſes, freſn-diſtill'd, ſupply'd their conſtant loves. 


Now Horace” hand the ſtring inſpir'd, 
My ſoul, impatient as he ſung, _ 
The Muſe unconquerable fir'd, 
And heav'nly accents ſeiz d my tongue; 
Then lock'd in admiration ſweet, I bow'd, _ 
Confeſs'd his potent art, nor could forbear aloud “: 


* Milton. 


— Hail, 
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Fail, glorious bard! whoſe high command 
A thouſand various ſtrings obey, 
« While j Joins and mixes to thy hand 
At once the bold and tender lay! 
Nor mighty Homer, down Parnaſſus ſteep, 
Rolls the full tide of verſe ſo clear and yet ſo deep. 


O could I catch one ray divine 

From thy intolerable blaze! "FN 

To pour ſtrong luſtre on my line, 
| And my aſpiring ſong to raiſe; 
5 Then ould the Muſe her choiceſt influence ſhed, 
* And with eternal wreaths entwine my lofty head. 


© Then would ] ſing the ſons of Fame, 
* Tv immortal chiefs of ancient age, 
Or tell of Love's celeſtial flame, : 
© Or ope fair F riendſhipꝰ s ſacred page; 
And leave the ſullen thought, and ſtruggling groan, 
To take their watchful ſtands around the gaudy throne.“ 


THE POWER OF POETRY. 


BY THE SAME: 


"HEN tuneful Orphocd trove by moving firains 
To ſoothe the furious hate of rugged ſwains, 
The liſt'ning multitude was pleas'd; 
E'en Rapine dropp'd her raviſh'd prey, 
Till by the ſoft oppreſſion ſeiz'd, 
Each ſavage heard his rage away; 
And now o'ercome, in kind conſent they move, 
And all is harmony, and all is love! 
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N ot T3 when Greece“ s chief, by Heav'n inſpir'd, 
With love of arms each glowing boſom fir'd : 
But now the trembling ſoldier fled, 
Regardleſs of the glorious prize, 
And his brave thirſt of honour dead, 
He durſt not meet with hoſtile eyes; 
Whilſt glittering ſhields and ſwords, war's bright array, 
Were either worn in vain, or baſely thrown away. 


Soon as the hero by his martial ſtrains 
Had kindled virtue in their frozen veins, 
Aﬀreſh the warlike ſpirit grows; 
Like flame the brave contagion ran: 
See, in each ſparkling eye it glows, 
And catches on from man to man ! 
Till rage in every breaſt to fear ſucceed ; 
And now they dare, and now they wiſh to bleed ! 


With different movements fraught, where Maro's Iays 
| Taught flowing grief, and kind concern to raiſe; 
He ſung Marcellus' mournful name! 
In Beauty's and in Glory's bloom, 
'Torn from himſelf, from-friends, from fame, 
And rapt into an early tomb! 
He ſung, and ſorrow ſtole on all, 
And ſighs began to heave, and tears began to fall! ! 


But Rome's high empreſs felt is greateſt ſmart, 
Touch'd both by nature and the poet's art; 
For as he ſung the mournful ſtrain, 
So well the hero's portraiture he drew, 
She ſaw him ficken, fade again, 
And, in deſcription, bleed anew : 
Then pierc'd, and yielding to the melting lay, 
She ſigh'd, ſhe fainted, ſunk, and died away. 
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Thus numbers once did human breaſts controul! 
Ah! where dwells now ſuch empire o'er the ſoul? 
Tranſported by harmonious lays, 

The mind is melted down, or burns: 
With joy o' er Windſor Foreſt ſtrays, 
Or grieves when Eloiſa mourns. 
| Still the ſame ardour kindles every line, 
And our own Pope is now, what Virgil was, divine. 


END OF THE THIRD VOLUME. 
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